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In this number: Khalil Gibran

1 – Love letters 

2 – Extracts from “The Prophet”

oh Maria concebida sem pecado, rogai por nós que recorremos a Vós. Amém.

Gibran’s love letters

Kahlil Gibran (1883-1931), born in the Lebanon, will be remembered for his classic “The Prophet,” which sixty years after its publication is still on the list of best-sellers in several countries.  In 1995 a Lebanese friend gave me a book containing the love letters exchanged between Gibran and Mary Haskell, an American ten years older than he was.  When I read it I discovered a complex and fascinating man, which encouraged me to select some texts for the publication (“The Prophet’s Love Letters,” Ed. Ediouro).  Everything indicates that Mary, although a great friend, never accepted any relationship beyond Platonic love.  Reading Gibran’s letters, it is difficult to understand how she resisted! 

Here are some fragments:

10/3/1912

Mary, my adorable Mary, how can you feel that you are giving me more pain than joy?  Nobody quite knows the border between pain and pleasure: I often think it is impossible to separate them.  You give me so much joy that it hurts and you cause me so much pain that it even makes me smile.

24/5/1914

Think, my adorable one, of us walking across a beautiful field one lovely day and all of a sudden a storm breaks out above our heads. How marvelous!  Could there be any greater emotion than seeing the elements producing wild force and energy?  Let’s go to the fields, Mary, and seek the unexpected.

8/7/1914

I have always thought that when someone understands us they end up enthralling us, since we will accept anything for the purpose of being understood.  But your understanding has brought me the deepest peace and freedom that I have ever experienced.  In the two hours that your visit lasted, you discovered a black spot in my heart and touched it and it has disappeared for ever – making me see my own light. 

18/4/1915

The two days we spent together were just magnificent.  When we speak of the past we always make the present and future more real.  For many years I was afraid to look at what I had lived, and suffered in silence.  Today I realize that silence makes us suffer all the deeper. 

But you made me talk and I have discovered the things that lay hidden in dust in my soul, so now I can tear them out of there. 

17/7/1915

We two are trying to touch the limits of our existence.  The great poets of the past always surrendered themselves to Life.  They did not look for some determined thing, nor did they try to unveil secrets: they simply allowed their souls to be overwhelmed by emotions.  People are always looking for security and sometimes they find it, but security is an end in itself, whereas Life has no end. 

Your letter, Mary, is the most beautiful expression of life that I have ever received.  Poets are not those who write poetry, but rather those whose heart is full of the holy spirit of Love. 

10/5/1916

Dear Mary: I am sending you a parable that I have just finished.  I have written little and that only in Arabic.  But I would like to hear your corrections and suggestions on this piece:

In the shadow a temple my friend pointed out a blind man.  My friend said: “That is a wise man.” 

We went up to him and I asked: “How long have you been blind?”

“Ever since I was born.”

“I am an astronomer,” I said. 

“I am too,” answered the blind man.  And placing his hand on his chest, he said: “I spend my life observing the many suns and stars that move inside me.”

Extracts from “The Prophet”

In his book “The Prophet,” Khalil Gibran tells the story of Al-Mustafá, a man who returns to his homeland.  The inhabitants of the village where he has spent all those years ask him to teach what he has learned. 

Below are some of the (edited) extracts from this classic of the 20th century:

Matrimony 

You were born together and together you will be when the white wings of death end your days because you will remain united in the silent memory of God. 

But let there be room between the two.  Let the wind of the skies pass through your bodies. 

Love, but do not turn love into bondage.

Let one of you fill the other’s glass, but may you never drink from the same glass. 

Sing and dance, be happy, but let each of you keep your independence; the cords of the lute are single, although they resound to the same music. 

Surrender your heart, but not for the other to possess – because only the hand of Life can hold full hearts. 

Be together, but not too together – because the pillars of a temple are separated. 

The oak does not grow in the shadow of the cypress, and the cypress cannot grow in the shadow of the oak.  

Children 

Your children are not your children; they are the sons and daughters of life.  They came through you, but do not belong to you. 

They can give you their love, but not their thoughts – because they have their own dreams.

You can protect their bodies, but not their souls – because their souls inhabit the house of tomorrow, which not even in dream can you visit.  

You can try to be like them, but do not try to make them behave like you; because life does not go backwards, nor is it seduced by yesterdays.   

You are the bow from where your children, like living arrows, are shot forward; let the hand of the Archer do its work, because just as He loves the arrow that flies, He also loves the bow that stays still. 

Love 

When love calls, accept its call, even if the road is rough and difficult.

And when your wings open up, surrender yourselves, even if the spade that lies there hidden ends up wounding one of you.

And when love says something, believe it, even if its voice destroys your dreams like the Northern wind devastates the gardens. 

Because love glorifies and crucifies.  It makes the branches grow and then trims them.  It crushes men until they are flexible and docile.  It burns them in divine fire so that they can convert into sacred bread to be served at God’s banquet.

However, if you are afraid and want to find in love only peace and pleasure, better that you stay away from the door and seek some other world where you will be able to laugh but without any joy, and cry but without using up all your tears. 

Love gives nothing and asks for nothing besides itself.  Love neither possesses nor is possessed – because it suffices to itself.  

And do not try to direct its course – because love thinks that you are worthy, it will lead you to where you have to go.  
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