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THE DETAINED iLVIlVIIGRAN'J,‘.

.THE hospitality of our land is given freely to all who de-
serve it; but Uncle Sam has drawn wisdom from experience,
and in these latter days has come to demand at least a show
of evidence that it will be rightly employed. For the saloon
passenger our doors still swing wide open. He may come
and go freely, save for the inquisitive custom-house exam-
iner and the boisterous and importunate dock cabman, But
the voyager in the steerage finds his course strewn thick
with obstacles. For him the New World speedily becomes a
mighty interrogation point. Failure to answer properly any
one of a score of questions, asked him perhaps half a score
of times and by as many different men, failure even to allay
suspicion by his manner, though his words are satisfactory,
may cost him vexatious delay, or the shameand bitterness of
a wrecked ambition. ;

His trials -presumedly begin when he seeks to buy his
passage ticket; for in these days the steamship companies
are made responsible for the people they bring to us, and
may be subjected: to a fine of $20 for each unwelcome
visitor, along with the necessity of taking him home again.
No sooner does the immigrant get on board ship than he is
passed in procession before a physician, and if he looks ill
he is put ashore. During the voyage he is put through his
catechism once more. Nineteen: questions are asked him
concerning his nationality, age, health, trade, resources, and
prospects in the New World, and these answers must be
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sworn to. Then he is drilled in the proper method of con-
ducting himself before the examining officer in New York,
and a tag is given him to be worn conspicuously upon that
occasion, the purpose being to indicate clearly upon what
particular sheet his answers are recorded.

Now approaches the immigrant’s crucial hour. The
steamer has safely passed the scrutiny of quarantine, though
perhaps it had waited there with its impatient multitude
from sundown until after the Health Officer’s breakfast next
morning. The customs inspectors have ceased their rum-
maging-among the baggage. - The.immigrants are landed at
Ellis Island, and, decorated with their tags, and divided

‘into corresponding groups, they await the summons to the

inquisition-room above.
" It is a strange, a stirring, and an instructive spectacle

which is thus presented almost every day in the year upon

the great airy second floor of the Ellis Island building.
The place is singularly suggestive of a prison in many of
its aspects. Uniformed guards are everywhere—in all the
passageways and at every door—to resfrain the inquisitive

‘roamer. Here and there in the upper part of the great room

‘dinner.

are curious little iron cages, tenantless now, but later occu-
pied by busy railroad agents and money-changers. On

“either side ‘are other great cages: one with a motley crowd
_of immigrants, eating, walking, sleeping, sitting listlessly

with folded hands, or soothing their children’s fretfulness;

‘these are awaiting remittances or friends to take them on
their journey, or else are suspects to be more closely inquired

into by-and-by. - The smaller company opposite are no more

‘miserable in appearance, though more wretched in their

state. They are the rejected, to be sent home again on the
next sailing of the steamer which brought them. Guards
stand before their close-locked door; no one may approach
them. The lock slips back viciously to give egress to two
of them closely attended.  But presently the door shuts

‘upon them again with a heavy clang as they return with

great tubs of greasy, sickening stew for their companions’
Only the presence of counters here and there piled
high with bread and bottles for those who care to buy, and
a curious set of low-iron fences forming narrow lanes

Tengthwise through the lower half of the room, disturb the

prisonlike aspect of the place. -
Presently there is a stir. A waiting figure stands before

the little desk at the end of each lane; every booth is ten-

auted; interpreters mass themselves; and there is the distant

‘clatter of many feet, as the immigrants crowd open-mouthed

and bewildered through the further doorway. For a mo-
ment all is confusion; the carefully ticketed groups are
broken; as friends find themselves separated, or parents see
their little ones stupidly assigned to another batch. At
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