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Kahil Gibran
How many of you have heard of this man?
How many of you have read The Prophet by Kahii Gibran?
When I was 15 or 16, if you hadn't heard of him or The Proghe‘t, you were simply illiterate.

Well in answer to my husband's question, Why should we care about him? | shall proceed, first with a

biography and then to read sections of his most famous works, to save you from illiteracy.

Gibran was born in 1883 in Bsherri, Lebanon, a little mountain village four thousand years old and close
to the Cedars of the Lord. He died in New York in 1931,where he had lived for 11 years, and he was -
buried in his beloved Lebanon. As he said: "The most beautiful thing in life is that our souls remain
hovering over the places where we once enjoyed ourselves." He was 47, In his short life , he painted
and drew. His portraits were often of distinguished persons, like Rodin and Debussy, Sarah Bernhardt

and William Butler Yeats. He wrote 2 bestselling books, Broken Wings, a novel, in Arabic, and The

Prophet in English.

As a child, he was tutored at home, by his mother, Kamila Rahmi, learning to speak Arabic,
French and English. Kamila, which means "the perfect," was the daughter of a Maronite priest.
Maronite priests could marry. Her first child was Kahlil, "the chosen, the beloved friend." The Arabic

name has always a definite significance. Kamila's voice is still a legend in Lebanon where she sang to her
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son" the soft wild plaintive songs of desert and mountain." He moved to Boston in 1894 @ returned 8N was
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was written in Arabic at this time. He studied painting in Paris until 1903, when he was called back to bwa‘
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Boston by the deaths of his mother, his sister, and his 1/2 brother. His mother, before her death, and p
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was rewritten in Arabic between 1903 and 1908 in Boston. He returned to Paris in 1908 for 2 years,
"where the people love art as much as the Americans adore the Almighty Dollar" as Gibran put itina
letter to Boston; and where Rodin counseled him once again to put The Prophet away. In 1910 he
returned to Béston but moved to New York City, where he lived on 10th Street until his death. in 1917
he rewrote The Prophet, again in Arabic along with Broken Wings in novel form, along with many prose
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poems. The Prophet was written again, not in Arabic but in English. Gibran loved to work and spent his

life writing and painting.

In Broken Wings, he describes at 18 his love for the beautiful Selma - "Her hand when | touched
it was like a white lily. ...beauty has its own heavenly language, loftier then the voices of tongues and
lips. Itis a timeless language. ...Only our spirits can understand beauty. ...Selma's beauty was not in her
golden hair, but in the virtue and purity which surrounded it; not in her large eyes, but in the light that
emanated from them; not in her red lips, but in the sweetness of her words. ...Nor was it in her perfect

figure, but in the nobility of her spirit. ...Her beauty was like a gift of poetry."

Their love was chaste, because she was promised then married to the wastrel son of the Bishop. In
Lebanon, no Christian could oppose his Bishop and remain in good standing. No man could disobey his

religious head and keep his reputation."
Gibran puts his love for his mother in Selma’s voice:

‘;The most beautiful world on the lips of mankind is the word, "Mother," and the most beautiful call is
the call of "My Mother." It is a word full of hope and love, a sweet and kind word coming from the
depths of the heart. The mother is everything - she is our consolation in sorrow, our hope in misery, and
our strength in weakness. She is the source of love, mercy, sympathy, and forgiveness. He who loses his

mother loses a pure soul who blesses and guards him constantly. ...The word mother is hidden in our



hearts and it comes upon our lips in hours of sorrow and happiness as the perfume comes from the

heart of the rose and mingles with clear and cloudy air."

Gibran also gives Selma a voice as to women's place in society: "The poets and writers are trying
to understand the reality of woman, but up to his dayrthey have not understood the hidden secrets of
her heart, because they look upon her from behind the sexual veil and see nothing but externals; they
look upon her through a magnifying glass of hatefulness and find nothing except weakness and
submission. ...The man buys glory and reputation, but the woman pays the price." And Gibran is not
only heartbroken, but writes: "It was my first discovery of the fact that men, even if they are born free,

will remain slaves of strict laws enacted by their forefathers."

Gibran was the author of many books: Tears and Laughter, Secrets of the Heart, The Wanderer,

Sand and Foam, Spirits Rebellious, for which the Turks banished him from Lebanon, which they

controlled, for years. In Sand and Foam, a book of Aphorisms , he wrote "Trees are poems that the
earth writes upon the sky. We fell them down and turn them into paper that we may record our
emptiness." "The significance of man is not what he attains, but rather in what he longs to attain."

"Turtles can tell more about the roads than hares." Gibran was a poet.

in Jesus, The Son of Man he records His words and deeds as told and recorded by those who

knew Him. Anna, the mother of Mary tells us of the birth of Jesus and why He was beloved by everyone
in Na;areth. Mary Magdelan tells of meeting Jesus for the first time. "The rhythm of His step was
different from other men's, and the movement of His body was like naught | had seen before. And |
gazed at Him, and my soul quivered within me, for He was beautiful. ...and | said, 'Will you not have
wine and bread with me?' And He said, 'Yes, Miriam ,but not now.' Not now, not now, He said....And
when he said them unto me, life spoke to death. For mind you, my friend, | was dead. | was a woman

who had divorced her soul. ....| belonged to all men, and to none. ...But when his dawn-eyes looked into



my eyes all the stars of my night faded away, and | became Miriam, only Miriam, a woman lost to the

earth she had known, and finding herself in new places. ...Then He looked at me, and the noontide of
His eyes was upon me, and He said, 'You have many lovers, and yet | alone love you. Other men love

themselves in your nearness. | love you in yourself. ...l alone que the unseen in you. ...And then he

walked away."

Asaph called the orator of Tyre says," What shall | say of His speech? Perhaps something about
His person lent power to His words and swayed those who heard Him. He was comely, and the sheen
of the day was upon His countenance. ...In my youth I had heard the orators of Rome and Athens and
Alexandria. The young Nazarene was unlike them all. They assembled their words with an art to enthral
the ear, but when y;ou heard Him your heart would leave you and go wandering into regions not yet

visited. ...The young Nazarene spoke of a longing that lodged in the heart."

Matthew tells us of The Sermon on the Mount: "Blessed are the serene in spirit. Blessed are
they who are not held by possessions, for they shall be free. Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall

be one with God."

Joseph of Arimathea tells us: "The spring of His song was spent in Galilee. It was there ...that
he first spoke of the Father. ...it was there the angels sang in our ears and bade us leave the arid land for
the garden of heart's desire. ...He spoke of leaves that sing only when blown upon the wind; and of man
as a cup filled by the ministering angel of the day to quench the thirst of another angel.. ...He said ,'You
are the cup and you are the wine. Drink of yourselves to the dregs; or else remember me and you shall
be quenched....Let us go to Jerusalem. The city awaits us. ...I shall not sit upon a throne where slaves
have sat and ruled other slaves.' These things He said outside the walls of Jerusalem before He entered

the city. And His words are graven as with chisels." Joseph speaks to us again ten years after: "When |



visited Jesus the day before Pontius Pilatus and the elders laid hands on Him, we talked long... and when

| left Him | knew He was the Lord and Master of this our earth."

Mary Magdelan appears again. "His mouth was like the heart of a pomegranate, and the
shadows in His eyes were deep. And He was gentle, like a man mindful of his own strength. ...And
because | could bear His light no more, | turned and walked away, but not in shame. | was only shy, and

I would be alone, with His fingers upon the strings of my heart.

Susannah of NazaretH, a neighbor of Mary before she was betrothed to Joseph the carpenter
and after, speaks of Jesus. " When he was twelve years old, one day He led va blind man across the brook
to the safety of the open road. And in gratitude the blind man asked Him, 'Little boy, who are you?
Who is your father?' And He answered, 'God is my Father. ...And my mother is the earth. ...I will lead
you wherever you would go, and my eyes will accompany your feet.' Susannah tells us of Mary at the
crucifixion of her Son. "Have you seen a woman whose sorrow is too much fdr tears, or a wounded
heart that would rise beyond its own pain? You have not seen such a woman, for you have not stood in
the presence of Mary. ..her face was not the face of a woman bereaved. it was the countenance of the
fertile earth, forever giving birth, forever burying her children." Long after, Susannah comes ta Mary,

who tells her: "Woman shall be forever the womb and the cradle but never the tomb."

Cyborea, the mother of Judas, tells us: " My son was a good man and upright, He was tender
and kind to me, and he loved his kin and his countrymen and hated none but the Romans. ...And now
they tell me he is dead by his own hand because he had betrayed his friend Jesus of Nazareth . | loved

him and | shall love him forevermore. ...[this love] is in the soul, unreachable."

From Philip: "When our Beloved died, all Mankind died and all things for a space were still and

gray. | too died. But in the depth of my oblivion I heard Him speak and say, 'Father forgive them, for



they know not what they do.' And his voice sought my drowned spirit and | was brought back to the

shore."
{
5 Y6 oh he son-of Zebedee—"You have-raemarked-thatsomeofu all lesus the Christand
some the Wordand others call the Nazarene, and still others the Son of Man. | wilttry to make these
names clear in the light that is given to me. The Christ, He who was irrthe ancient of days, is the flame

of God that dwells in the spjrit of man. ...He is the will p¥the Lord. ...Now you would know why some us
call Him the Son of Man. He Hixaself desiredto be called by that name for He knew the hunger and the
thirst of man, and He beheld.atan seeking after His greater self. ...In my heart dwells Jesus of Galilee,

the Man aboventen, the Poet who maked\poets of us all, the Spirit who knocks at our door that we may

wakgand rise and wal ed."

We hear again from Mary Magdalen, thirty years later: "There is a gulf that yawns between
those who love Him and those who hate Him, between those who believe and those who do not believe.
..Itis passing strange that the earth gives not to the unbelievers ...the wings wherewith to fly high and

drink and be filled with the dews of her space. But | know what | know, and it is enough."

Gibran was a mystic and a poet and more than just the author of The Prophet, more than the
one note rag | had supposed him to be. When someone asked him, "What is a mystic?' he smiled and

said, 'Nothing very secret nor formidable - just someone who has drawn aside one more veil."

His biographer, Barbara Young, heard a reading of The Prophet, went to congratulate him on his
insights and stayed for the last seven years of his life. She tells us that "the fact that he was short in
stature was always an embarrassment to him. His height was not more than five feet three or four,...but
his strength of muscle and of physical endurance was legendary. But it was in the world of the spirit
that Gibran lived his life. ...When he came through a door 'eternity flowed upon the air,' as was once

said of him. In ten minutes every other person in the room was hanging on his words.



The Prophet begins "Almustafa, the chosen and the beloved, who was a dawn unto his own
day, had waited twelve years in the city of Orphalese for his ship that was to return and bear him back
to the isle of his birth. And in the twelfth year, on the seventh day of the month of reaping, he climbed
the hill without the city walls and looked seaward; and he beheld his ship coming with the mist. Then
the gates of his heart were flung open and his joy flew far over the sea. ..But as he descended the hill, a
sadness came upon him, and he thought in his heart: How shall | go in peace and without sorrow?
...Now when he reached the foot of the hill, he turned again towards the sea, and he saw his ship

approaching the harbour. ...Ready am | to go, and my eagerness with sails full set awaits the wind.

And when he entered the city all the people came to meet him, and they were crying out to him
as with one voice. ...Much have we loved you. And he and the people proceeded towards the great
square before the temple. And there came out of the sanctuary a woman whose name was Almitra.
And she was a seeress. ...she hailed him, saying: Prophet of God, now your ship has come and you must
needs go. ...Yet this we ask ere you leave us, that you speak to us and give us of your truth. ... And he
answed, People of Orphalese, of what can | speak save of that which is even now moving within your

souls?

Then said Almitra, Speak to us of Love. And with a great voice he said: Love gives naught but
itself and takes naught from itself. Love possesses not nor would it be possessed; For love is sufficient
unto love. ...To know the vpain of too much tenderness. To be wounded by your own understanding of
love... To wake at dawn with a winged heart and give thanks for another day of loving. ...And then to

sleep with a prayer for the beloved in your heart and a song of praise upon your lips.

Then Almitra spoke again and said, And what of Marriage, master? And he answered
saying,...Let there be spaces in your togetherness. ...Love one another, but make not a bond of love; Let

it rather be a moving sea between the shores of your souis....And stand together yet not too near


















