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AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Although the play has numerous locations, the action of the play 
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actresses are from different backgrounds. The play's message -- 
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cast.



The base of the Statue of Liberty 
on a sunny spring day.

A TOURIST snaps pictures on his 
digital cameras.

YOUNG EMMA, a senior in high 
school, stares at the Statue, 
notebook in hand.

YOUNG EMMA
I got nuthin. What can I say about Lady Liberty that hasn’t 
already been said? My big chance. And I got nuthin. “Give me 
your tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning to 
breathe free.” My name might be Emma, but unlike Emma 
Lazarus, I don’t have words that strong in me. I just don’t. 
I need help! I need Emma Lazarus!

(A woman appears, dressed in 19th 
century clothes: a plain but ornate 
dress. She is none other than EMMA 
LAZARUS.)

EMMA LAZARUS
Hello, my dear.

(Young Emma does a double take.)

YOUNG EMMA
Woah! That’s some outfit you have on.

EMMA LAZARUS
I’m glad you approve. (Looking Young Emma over.) Hmm. Styles 
in dress, it appears, have changed a great deal since my 
time. 

YOUNG EMMA
Um. Who are you?

(Emma Lazarus observes the statue.)

EMMA LAZARUS
There she is! How majestic this Goddess of Liberty is. But, 
now she is so old. Not unlike me. 



YOUNG EMMA
125 years old this year, to be exact. 

EMMA LAZARUS
She is so dignified. 

YOUNG EMMA
You sound like you’ve never seen her before.

EMMA LAZARUS
I never have, in person. I saw sketches. But there she is.

YOUNG EMMA
She’s something, right?

EMMA LAZARUS
She is indeed.

YOUNG EMMA
I have to write an essay about her.

EMMA LAZARUS
An essay on Miss Liberty?

YOUNG EMMA
Yeah. Y’see, the principal called me into the office and I 
was like, Oh no, I’m in trouble. But no. She was like, “Emma, 
we have chosen you.” Chosen me? “Chosen you to represent the 
school in the contest for best essay on the Statue of Liberty 
to celebrate the 125th anniversary.” And I was like, Why me?

EMMA LAZARUS
Why not?

YOUNG EMMA
Hey, that’s what she said.

EMMA LAZARUS
That is quite a task.

YOUNG EMMA
It’s a contest, the whole state, and I gotta come up with 
something good, no, something great. But I have nuthin. Hey 
you never answered my question: Who Are You?
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EMMA LAZARUS
I am Emma.

YOUNG EMMA
I’m Emma too. But you’re Emma, who?

EMMA LAZARUS
Emma Lazarus.

YOUNG EMMA
Hold up. That name sounds familiar. Nah! You can’t be that 
Emma Lazarus. 

EMMA LAZARUS
I am, indeed, Emma Lazarus!

YOUNG EMMA
The one who wrote that poem, “Give me your tired, your poor, 
your huddled masses yearning to breathe free”?

EMMA LAZARUS
The very one.

YOUNG EMMA
No way! She’s from like the 1800s.

EMMA LAZARUS
I was born in New York in 1849 to be precise.

YOUNG EMMA
That’s crazy. You’re not her!

EMMA LAZARUS
Do you think I do not speak the truth?

YOUNG EMMA
Oh wait! I get it. You’re one of those park people, y’know, 
actors, who go around in costume, roleplaying or whatever. 
That’s cool.

EMMA LAZARUS
I assure I am not playing any role.

YOUNG EMMA
Well, we learned about Emma Lazarus in school.
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EMMA LAZARUS
You called and I came.

YOUNG EMMA
What? So cause I stood by the Statue of Liberty and called 
out for Emma Lazarus, Emma Lazarus just appears?

EMMA LAZARUS
We have no time to waste on details. I have much to show you.

YOUNG EMMA
Show me? You’re just some actor.

EMMA LAZARUS
Oh really! Can an actor do this?

(Emma Lazarus snaps her finger. The 
scene shifts to a drawing room in 
Emma Lazarus’s house.)

YOUNG EMMA
Wait! Where are we?

EMMA LAZARUS
My drawing room, of course.

(WILLIAM MAXWELL EVARTS, in tie and 
jacket, appears.)

EVARTS
Miss Lazarus.

YOUNG EMMA
Who’s he?

EMMA LAZARUS
William Evarts. Senator from New York. And one of the best 
speech givers of his day.

EVARTS
I ask because we hold your writing in such high esteem.

YOUNG EMMA
What’s he want?
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EMMA LAZARUS
(to Young Emma)

Shhh. Listen. (To Evarts.) I had no idea you held my poetry 
is such regard, Senator Evarts.

EVARTS
You are more than a poet. I have heard you speak eloquently 
about the troubles in Russia and the persecution of the 
Jewish people. 

EMMA LAZARUS
That is quite a compliment coming from one of the most well-
spoken men of our time. I just speak my heart on matters that 
move me so.

EVARTS
Exactly. That is why we chose you for the project. As 
Chairman of the American Committee, we must continue to raise 
the funds for the pedestal. The statue comes with great 
responsibility. And it is my task to make sure we find the 
money so that the pedestal might be built for this gift from 
France. 

EMMA LAZARUS
I understand, Senator. I know of the plans for an art 
exhibition to raise the funds.

EVARTS
“The Art Loan Fund Exhibition in Aid of the Bartholdi 
Pedestal Fund for the Statue of Liberty.”

YOUNG EMMA
That’s quite a mouthful.

EMMA LAZARUS
My young friend does have a point there. 

EVARTS
There will be an art exhibit and during the evening, there 
will be an auction where famous writers will contribute to a 
portfolio of original works and it will be sold to help raise 
the money. And you will write us a poem for this portfolio.

EMMA LAZARUS
Senator, I am flattered that you should ask for a poem on 
this occasion, but I am afraid I must decline.
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EVARTS
Decline? Good heavens. Why?

EMMA LAZARUS
I do not think I am the right person for the task.

EVARTS
But I think differently, and I am not alone. Just think of 
the cause. We must raise the funds or else the Statue cannot 
be raised.

EMMA LAZARUS
While the occasion moves me, and I am a great lover of the 
French, I have nothing to add on the matter. Quite simply, I 
have nothing to say. And how can I write any verse if I have 
nothing to contribute?

EVARTS
Can you not be swayed?

EMMA LAZARUS
I am afraid not.

EVARTS
I was hoping for a different answer, Miss Lazarus. I leave 
with a heavy heart. Good day.

(Evarts departs.)

YOUNG EMMA
Wait? Did you just say no?

EMMA LAZARUS
I did.

YOUNG EMMA
But I don’t understand. The Senator asked you for a poem to 
raise money for the Statue. I thought--

EMMA LAZARUS
I thought I had nothing to say.

YOUNG EMMA
Hey, this sound familiar.
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EMMA LAZARUS
I thought it might.

YOUNG EMMA
Emma Lazarus, you wrote the best, most moving thing ever 
about Lady Liberty. 

EMMA LAZARUS
But I didn’t know that I had that in me. It took a friend to 
show me that I, indeed, had something to say.

(CONSTANCE CARY HARRISON, who bears 
a slight resemblance to Evarts, 
enters. She speaks with a slight 
Southern lilt.)

CONSTANCE
What’s this nonsense I hear that you declined to contribute a 
poem for the portfolio to be auctioned at the Exhibition?

EMMA LAZARUS
I don’t write to order.

YOUNG EMMA
(to Emma Lazarus)

Now who’s that?

CONSTANCE
But you must.

EMMA LAZARUS
(to Constance)

Must I? (To Young Emma) That, my dear, is Constance Cary 
Harrison. Fellow writer. She is from the South. She even 
helped sew the Confederate flag. And she is my dear dear 
friend. 

CONSTANCE
Yes, yes, you must!

YOUNG EMMA
She looks a bit like that other guy.

EMMA LAZARUS
(to Young Emma)

Shhh!
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CONSTANCE
Think of the cause, dear Emma, think of it!

EMMA LAZARUS
I shall rename you the Portfolio Fiend if you continue to go 
on about this in this unceasing manner. 

CONSTANCE
Portfolio Fiend? Whatever do you mean?

EMMA LAZARUS
That’s all you ever wish to converse on: this portfolio for 
auction. (Mimicking her.) Write a poem for the portfolio. 
Write a poem! Write a poem! It exhausts me.

CONSTANCE
I will not leave here today until you agree.

EMMA LAZARUS
The statue is pretty enough but what I can say about France? 
“La Liberté éclairant le monde.” “Liberty Enlightening the 
World,” that’s what Bartholdi has called this sculpture. What 
do I have to say about that?

CONSTANCE
France? This Goddess of Liberty might come from France, but 
that’s not what it symbolizes. Think of what the Statue will 
mean to those newly arrived?

EMMA LAZARUS
I am not sure I see your meaning.

CONSTANCE
Then listen--

EMMA LAZARUS
Oh, Constance, if I attempt anything now, under the 
circumstances, it will assuredly be flat.

(Constance takes Emma Lazarus by 
the hand.)

(Projections: Images of close-up 
details of the Statue.)
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CONSTANCE
Picture it. You stand on the ship’s deck, many days at sea, 
and what do you see? You don’t see the skyline of New York 
yet. What you see is her. Think of that Goddess standing on 
her pedestal down yonder in the bay, holding her torch out to 
all the refugees of Europe. Our Miss Liberty. When you see 
her, you know you have reached your destination: America. 
That is what this Statue is. A beacon of hope.

(Emma Lazarus is touched by 
Constance’s speech. She looks lost 
in thought.)

EMMA LAZARUS
We shall not speak about it again. 

CONSTANCE
What? Have I not moved you?

EMMA LAZARUS
Constance, you have, you have moved me greatly. Now go, I beg 
you, I must write, for you will have your poem before the 
week’s end.

(Constance leaves.)

YOUNG EMMA
So you did, you did write the poem for the exhibition?

EMMA LAZARUS
I did. A sonnet. 

YOUNG EMMA
“Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning 
to breathe free.” 

EMMA LAZARUS
Yes. That is what I wrote. Because once I saw the Statue for 
what she truly was: The Mother of Exiles. For those who fled 
where they are from, with the hope of making a better life 
for themselves, for their families, here in our Great 
Country. Then, then, I could write on the subject.

YOUNG EMMA
You knew the journey well.
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EMMA LAZARUS
But you see, I didn’t. Not personally. I was born here. Like 
you. I lived here in the great city of New York my whole 
life. Like you. But my ancestors made that journey from Spain 
and Portugal to escape persecution. And I read and spoke to 
many immigrants like them. I thought I had nothing to say on 
the subject, but once I realized what the subject truly was, 
well, it is the very thing of which nothing moves me more!

YOUNG EMMA
But Emma Lazarus, how can I write anything nearly as good as 
you did? There’s no way!

EMMA LAZARUS
Do you think people loved my sonnet at the start? Do you 
think I knew how great it would be?

YOUNG EMMA
How could they not? You’re famous, you’re in the history 
books!

EMMA LAZARUS
It was not an overnight success, you might say.

YOUNG EMMA
Wait? What do you mean? How could they not fall in love with 
your words?

EMMA LAZARUS
What happens to your words are beyond your control.

YOUNG EMMA
I don’t understand.

EMMA LAZARUS
Let me explain. My sonnet “The New Colossus” is written 
quickly in 1883 and then I submit it for the benefit, for the 
portfolio. Some influential writers submit work for the--

YOUNG EMMA
“The Art Loan Fund Exhibition in Aid of the Bartholdi 
Pedestal Fund for the Statue of Liberty”?

EMMA LAZARUS
Yes. Good memory, young Emma.

10.



YOUNG EMMA
Thank you.

EMMA LAZARUS
Many writers contribute to the exhibition. Some more famous 
than me. Including this man.

(MARK TWAIN appears.)

YOUNG EMMA
I know him. That’s Mark Twain! He wrote Huck Finn.

EMMA LAZARUS
The American writer and humorist. There he is.

YOUNG EMMA
He wrote something to help raise money for Statue?

EMMA LAZARUS
He submitted a letter.

MARK TWAIN
“What do we care for a statue of liberty when we've got the 
thing itself in its wildest sublimity? What you want of a 
monument is to keep you in mind of something you haven't got - 
something you've lost. We haven't lost liberty; we've lost 
Adam.”

YOUNG EMMA
Adam?

EMMA LAZARUS
As in Adam and Eve.

YOUNG EMMA
Oh.

EMMA LAZARUS
He’s a humorist.

YOUNG EMMA
Oh like Stephen Colbert? He says one thing, but means the 
opposite!

(Perhaps, an image of Colbert next 
to Twain.)
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EMMA LAZARUS
Listen.

MARK TWAIN
“What have we done for Adam? Nothing. What has Adam done for 
us? Everything. He gave us life, he gave us death, he gave us 
heaven, he gave us hell. And with a few trifling alterations, 
this present statue will answer very well for Adam. You can 
turn that blanket into an ulster without any trouble; part 
the hair on one side, or conceal the sex of his head with a 
fire helmet, and at once he's a man.”

(An image of the Statue of Liberty 
transformed into Adam.)

YOUNG EMMA
That is pretty funny.

MARK TWAIN
Why thank you, my dear.

(Mark Twain takes his leave. As 
soon as Twain is gone...)

YOUNG EMMA
But funny isn’t the same thing as moving. And your poem--

EMMA LAZARUS
My sonnet. Yes, I thought I captured something. As a Jew, I 
saw what was happening in Europe and it moved me so. Thinking 
of the Russian refugees who came here to escape persecution. 
But I was thinking of all those who made that journey! My own 
great-great grandparents. From their story comes the story of 
us all.

YOUNG EMMA
I can hear it in your voice. You were moved to write. I want 
that feeling. To be so moved and to put it down on paper.
I mean what did people say when they heard your poem? 

EMMA LAZARUS
I could not attend the benefit. I was not well. 

YOUNG EMMA
Did someone read it aloud?
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EMMA LAZARUS
Yes. It was read for all in attendance to hear.

YOUNG EMMA
Then it must’ve been the hit of the night.

EMMA LAZARUS
But I’m afraid it wasn’t exactly -- what did you call it? -- 
a hit. It was written. Then it was forgotten.

YOUNG EMMA
That can’t be.

EMMA LAZARUS
I’m afraid so. People began to see the Statue as a symbol for 
the immigrant. And that pleased me. But my sonnet, it faded 
from sight.

YOUNG EMMA
But I learned all about it at school. Your words are 
remembered.

EMMA LAZARUS
Only because of him.

(A man of Slovenian decent, wearing 
a wide-brim hat common of the 1930s 
and 40s, enters. He is LOUIS 
ADAMIC. He speaks with a slight 
Eastern European accent.)

ADAMIC
My Emma.

EMMA LAZARUS
We never meet.

ADAMIC
No, we never did. But your words spoke to me more than 
anything else written about the Statue.

YOUNG EMMA
Hi there! I’m Emma too.
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ADAMIC
My apologies, Miss, for not yet introducing myself. My name 
is Louis Adamic [pronounced a-DAH-mich]. Though in this 
country I am known as Adamic [pronounced a-DAM-’ik]. I was 
born in Slovenia in 1899, and was jailed and kicked out of 
school by the time I was 13. So at 14, I declared, No More 
School For Me, I’m Going To America!

EMMA LAZARUS
Young Emma, you should stay in school.

YOUNG EMMA
Of course!

ADAMIC
I come here, move to San Pedro, California. I become a US 
Citizen in 1918.

EMMA LAZARUS
He becomes an important journalist and writer in the 1930s 
and 40s, achieving great fame with his book The Native’s 
Return.

YOUNG EMMA
That’s great. But Emma Lazarus, what’s he got to do with your 
poem?

EMMA LAZARUS
Every writer needs a champion. Without one, a writer’s work 
withers and disappears. Louis Adamic is my champion.

ADAMIC
Her words inspire me when I first come to this country. 
Sleeping on bunk beds in this huge hall. I shivered, 
sleepless, all night, listening to snores, while the people 
in the beds around me dreamed in perhaps a dozen different 
languages. Then I see Emma’s poem on Liberty Island. And I 
never forget what I read on that plaque.

EMMA LAZARUS
Thanks to Georgina Schuyler who raised funds, the poem was 
engraved on a bronze tablet. Georgina was my dear friend and 
in 1903 she revived memory of my poem by having it engraved 
on a plaque that was placed inside the Statue.
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YOUNG EMMA
Engraved yet forgotten?

EMMA LAZARUS
Yes. It happens. This bronze tablet was placed in some hidden 
corner on the second floor.

ADAMIC
Yes. But not hidden enough that I can’t find it! I read it, 
Emma, and never ever forgot it. It spoke to me, to all of us 
that made that journey. You see, in 1936, it was the Statue’s 
50th anniversary, and that year I started my crusade to make 
sure all knew the words of Emma Lazarus. And remind everyone 
to see that Statue as a sacred symbol, a reminder that all 
are welcome here in America. Those were dark days, young 
miss, dark days, indeed. 

(Images of World War II are 
projected behind the trio.)

ADAMIC
World War II. While we were fighting for our beliefs abroad, 
we forgot some of those same beliefs on our own soil. And the 
horrors of the Nazis. That people could do such things? Every 
time I write an article, every time I speak to crowds, I 
quote Emma’s words again and again until they became part of 
all us. So we never forget what this country means.

EMMA LAZARUS
My champion.

YOUNG EMMA
That’s amazing. 

ADAMIC
And that bronze tablet, in 1945, the same year, we defeat 
Hitler, it is moved right to the main entrance of the Statue 
for all to see.

YOUNG EMMA
I know I’ve seen it!

ADAMIC
And here we finally meet. Thanks to this young girl.
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YOUNG EMMA
I don’t get it. Why don’t you two know each other?

ADAMIC
I see I bring up sadder topics. With that, I should take my 
leave. Until we meet again, my two Emmas.

(Adamic leaves. The scene shifts to 
a cemetery. The two Emmas stand by 
a gravestone whose name is 
obscured.)

YOUNG EMMA
What happened? Where’d he go? Hey. You said you never saw the 
Statue before.

EMMA LAZARUS
No. Today was my first visit.

YOUNG EMMA
Why today?

EMMA LAZARUS
Because you called me.

YOUNG EMMA
You came for me? You really did?

EMMA LAZARUS
Yes. You needed my help.

YOUNG EMMA
I still need your help! I almost forgot. My essay! 

EMMA LAZARUS
And thanks to you I finally got to see, with my own eyes, the 
Statue of Liberty. 

YOUNG EMMA
I’m so glad! You had to see it. You helped make it what it 
is.

EMMA LAZARUS
That is kind of you to say.
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YOUNG EMMA
Not to keep bringing it up. But my essay--

EMMA LAZARUS
What did you learn today?

YOUNG EMMA
I learned about your poem. About the people who helped you 
write it, who kept your poem alive.

EMMA LAZARUS
Is that all you learned?

(Young Emma finally observes the 
surroundings and realizes where 
they are.)

YOUNG EMMA
Wait. Why are we here?

EMMA LAZARUS
This is where my journey ends.

YOUNG EMMA
That gravestone. Is that--?

EMMA LAZARUS
A life’s journey is a bit like my poem’s. It is never as 
straightforward as you think.

YOUNG EMMA
What happens to you, Emma? Why didn’t you get to see the 
Statue before today?

EMMA LAZARUS
I was in Europe in the fall of 1887, and I had grown very 
ill. Too weak to even lift a cup of tea. I was taken back to 
New York. I travel by ship, the La Gascogne. 

(Projection: Image of the French 
ship, La Gascogne.)

EMMA LAZARUS
But this trip only worsens my condition. And even though the 
ship goes right past the Statue, I couldn’t even lift my head 
to look out the porthole to see her. 
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Once at home, I rest, my dear sister Annie by my side. But 
then on a Saturday morning in November, I take my last 
breath. I never got to see her.

(Projection: The writing on the 
gravestone comes into focus: EMMA 
LAZARUS 1849-1887.)

(Young Emma focuses on the 
gravestone.)

YOUNG EMMA
1849 to 1887. That means you were only 38. Four years after 
you wrote your great poem, you were gone.

(Young Emma turns around and Emma 
Lazarus is gone.)

(The scene shifts to a street in 
New York City.)

YOUNG EMMA
Emma? Emma? Where did you go? But I need your help. I don’t 
know what to write. What do I do? Wait. What did she say? 
What did you learn today? I learned about Emma’s life. The 
life of her poem. But Wait! She worried she didn’t have 
anything about to write about it, but then she talked to her 
friend.... I know! I’ll talk to Mom. She’ll know what to do!

(The scene shifts to Young Emma’s 
home.)

YOUNG EMMA
Mom! Mom!

(EMMA’S MOM enters. She looks not 
so unlike Emma Lazarus.)

EMMA’S MOM
What’s all that yellin, girl?

YOUNG EMMA
How’d we get here?

EMMA’S MOM
You mean how did we end up in Queens?
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YOUNG EMMA
No. Well, yes, in a way. I mean how did we get to this 
country?

EMMA’S MOM
You know the answer to that.

YOUNG EMMA
But I don’t. At least, I don’t think I do.

EMMA’S MOM
Think, Emma, think. What story did your Babci [pronounced BOB-
che] used to tell ya?

YOUNG EMMA
Bah-che? Who’s that?

EMMA’S MOM
Your grandma, silly!

YOUNG EMMA
I don’t know the story. I don’t remember having a Babci!

EMMA’S MOM
She used to tell you about how her mother, your great-
grandmother, how she left Poland when she was only eight 
years old. Because, you see, her family thought there would 
be more opportunities here. She would tell you about how when 
your great-grandma got to Ellis Island, she had a cold from 
the long journey on the ship, and had to stay behind on Ellis 
Island until she was well. And then when she was better, she 
took the boat into New York City, where her parents waited to 
hug her so tight.

YOUNG EMMA
But, Ma, we’re not Polish!

EMMA’S MOM
Oh, but we are.

YOUNG EMMA
But how can that be?
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EMMA’S MOM
Or how your father’s father left his wife, your grandmother, 
behind in a small village in China to find a better job in 
America, and seven years later, arranged for her and your 
father to come here, to this country, and through some 
miracle, your father and his mother were allowed in. Y’see, 
in the 1930s, it was hard to come into this country when you 
were Chinese. But your grandfather was resourceful and he 
made it happen. And eventually they settled in California in 
the city by the bay.

YOUNG EMMA
But Ma, we’re not Chinese! Wait! Are we?

EMMA’S MOM
Oh, but we are.

YOUNG EMMA
But how can that be? And hey, I’m not great with math, but 
wouldn’t that mean Dad had me when he was in his 60s! He’s 
old, but not that old, is he? Oh. Wait, is this one of your 
riddles, Ma?

EMMA’S MOM
Now you’re catching on! How about how your older brother who 
adopted a young girl from Kenya. She arrived in New York City 
when she was only 10 and discovers for the first time a place 
where there is such a big mix of different types of people 
and cultures that she never knew existed. 

YOUNG EMMA
Or my friend Maria at school whose parents came here from 
Mexico, worked hard and now they are Americans too. Or 
Vladek’s mom who came here to escape war in her country. 

EMMA’S MOM
Right! These are all our stories.

YOUNG EMMA
But what is our story, Mom?

EMMA’S MOM
What do you mean, baby girl?

(DING. A light goes off in Young 
Emma’s head.)
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YOUNG EMMA
Wait! Wait! I get it! I know what to write. Inspiration!

(The scene shifts to a stage in a 
high school auditorium. A TEACHER 
listens to Young Emma speak. We 
pick up in the middle of her 
speech.)

YOUNG EMMA
And that is why my story, the story of my family, is actually 
all these stories I’ve talked about today: the Polish family, 
the Chinese man, the young girl from Kenya. For all of us, 
our story is the story of every immigrant, because we are all 
immigrants. And we carry these stories within us. Deep down 
in our souls is the story of every person who took that 
journey. Those who came here for a better life. And those who 
didn’t have a choice in making that trip. My story, your 
story, is made up of all the stories of Ellis Island. It is 
the story of the Statue of Liberty and her plea for liberty 
captured in Emma Lazarus’s poem. That is our story. The 
American story. And that is why we must celebrate the Statue 
on her 125th birthday. To remind us of that journey. The 
journey our relatives took. And the journey that people are 
taking even as we sit here today in this auditorium. Thank 
you!

(Thunderous applause.)

TEACHER
And the winner of the Best Essay about the Statue of Liberty 
goes to ... Emma Washington!

(The teacher gives Young Emma an 
award. He exits. Young Emma jumps 
for joy. She runs to her mom gives 
her a big kiss.)

YOUNG EMMA
I won, Ma, I won!

EMMA’S MOM
You did it!

YOUNG EMMA
Ma, Ma, I gotta go. There’s someone I gotta thank.
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EMMA’S MOM
Ok, baby girl, just be home for supper, we’re gonna feast 
tonight!

(Emma’s Mom leave.)

(The scene shifts to the Statue of 
Liberty. Young Emma looks around 
for her friend Emma Lazarus. A 
TOURIST enters. In her excitement, 
she mistakes the man for her friend 
Emma Lazarus.)

YOUNG EMMA
Emma! (Realizing that he is not who she is looking for.) Oh. 
Sorry.

TOURIST
The Statue, she is something, no?

YOUNG EMMA
Yes, she is.

TOURIST
Are you looking for someone?

YOUNG EMMA
Oh, yeah. Just a friend of mine. A woman called Emma.

TOURIST
I hope you find her.

YOUNG EMMA
Thanks!

(The tourist goes on his way.)

(Young Emma takes a seat. Maybe 
Emma won’t come back. Maybe she 
just dreamed her.)

YOUNG EMMA
Oh, Emma Lazarus, where are you?

(Emma Lazarus appears.)
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EMMA LAZARUS
Hello, young Emma.

YOUNG EMMA
Emma Lazarus! You came!

EMMA LAZARUS
Of course. We have unfinished business.

YOUNG EMMA
I did it. I wrote the prize-winning essay.

EMMA LAZARUS
I knew you would.

YOUNG EMMA
I finally understood what you were teaching me. From our own 
story comes the stories of many. That is what connects us.

EMMA LAZARUS
I couldn’t have said it better myself.

YOUNG EMMA
They even gave me an award. I mean it’s not gonna be engraved 
on some plaque like your beautiful words--

EMMA LAZARUS
Don’t be so sure. Perhaps your essay will one day find a 
champion who will make sure people know about it. Perhaps 
someone will put it in a play or story.

YOUNG EMMA
Oh don’t be silly! That will never happen!

EMMA LAZARUS
One never knows what will happen to what we write, what we 
leave behind for future generations to read.

YOUNG EMMA
That’s a nice thought, for sure. I better be gettin home. 
Mom’s making me a big dinner. But before I go, I just wanted 
to say: Thank You, Emma Lazarus.

EMMA LAZARUS
Thank You, Young Emma.
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YOUNG EMMA
Can I ask one last thing?

EMMA LAZARUS
Please. 

YOUNG EMMA
Would you read your poem to me?

EMMA LAZARUS
You want to hear “The New Colossus” ?

YOUNG EMMA
I’d love to hear you say those words, spoken right from the 
author’s mouth.

EMMA LAZARUS
I have never read my sonnet to anyone before.

YOUNG EMMA
I’ll be the first! Please!

EMMA LAZARUS
I don’t think it’s a sonnet meant to be said alone. You can 
say it along with me. Do you know it?

YOUNG EMMA
I know every word.

EMMA LAZARUS
Good!

YOUNG EMMA
Maybe we can all say it together.

EMMA LAZARUS
I think that is a wonderful idea.

(Projection: the complete text of 
“The New Colossus.” As the two 
Emmas read the poem aloud, the 
tourist joins them in the reading. 
The audience should be encouraged 
to say it along with them. 
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Or alternatively, a sound cue of 
various school children and 
visitors reading the poem can join 
the voices of the actors on stage.)

(Also if possible, images of 
immigrants, past and present, 
should be projected alongside the 
text of the poem.)

EMMA LAZARUS
Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,
With conquering limbs astride from land to land;

YOUNG EMMA
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand

TOURIST
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame

ALL 3
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name

EMMA LAZARUS
Mother of Exiles. 

YOUNG EMMA
From her beacon-hand
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command

TOURIST
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.

EVERYONE
"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!"

(Single lights on the two Emmas.)

YOUNG EMMA
Good-bye, Emma Lazarus.
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EMMA LAZARUS
Good-bye, Young Emma.

(Blackout.)

(End of play.)
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