Kahlil Gibran was a man I called my friend.

On a birthday anniversary, Upton Close and his wife gave me a
copy of Kahlil Gibran’s little black book called The Prophet. |
Sometime later I was in New York and Mr. Close said “Is there
anyone in the city whom you would like to meet?” I replied that :
I had no desire to meet their Mayor Walker or others of his

kind, but I should like very much to meet the man who wro

Prophet. Mr. Close threw up his hands and said “Of aJI t&ﬁﬁq
people in New York, you would pick the one thatis o

inaccessible.

He tried valiantly, I think, to get me an appointn
without success. One day as we were walking doy
street, he said “Kahlil Gibran lives in this bui
Well, I heard nothing more about it lmtil 1€
going. . .to keep an appointment. . .I hadn’t I
mmmd at all. .,butasthoughm

to hear the words “if you would see I
once.” So instead of going and keep
stayed on the bus. I got off
which I had been iﬂlﬁ'h’e



