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ELLIS ISLAND
By C. A. Puce

The Shapes press on,—mask after mask they
f wear,
1 Agape, we watch the never-ending line;
The crown of thought, the cap and bells are there
And next the monk's hood sec the morion shi

Age on his staff and infancy’s slow foot,

hese we discern, if all else be disgumise;
They fix on us an alien gaze and mute,

From the mysterious orbit of the eye

And some we laugh and some we,
And some we fear; but in the throl

Qutstretched their hands to taky
onor, dishonor, daily bread
Not theirs to choose how w!

America! charge not th
The power is ours ti
But Freedom's voice, e centuries,
Shall sound our chgi€e”izbm blazing star to
star
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