
THE MADMAN, HIS PARABLES AND POEMS. By KAHLIL GIBRAN. 
Alfred A. Knopf.  

 
I DO not much care for the drawings in this book. 

They are messy, and rather conventional. But I like 
some of the parables very much indeed. It is not very 
sensible to compare Mr. Gibran with Blake, because 
Blake was a genius whose every act was wrought from 
the white heat of passion. This is a smaller fish swim-
ming in shallower and calmer waters. The spirit is more 
French than Irish. However, he is short enough to speak 
for himself. Here is one of his parables  

 
THE SCARECROW 

 
Once I said to a scarecrow, “You must be 
tired of standing in this lonely field.”  
And he said, “The joy of scaring is a deep 
and lasting one, and I never tire of it.”  
Said I, after a minute of thought, “It is true; 
for I too have known that joy.”  
Said he, “Only those who are stuffed with 
straw can know it.”  
Then I left him, not knowing whether he 
had complimented or belittled it.  
A year passed, during which the scarecrow 
turned philosopher.  
And when I passed by him again I saw two 
crows building a nest under his hat.  
Here is another:  

 
THE NEW PLEASURE 

 
Last night I invented a new 
pleasure, and as I was giving it 
the first trial an angel and a 
devil came rushing toward my 
house. They met at my door 



and fought with each other over 
my newly created pleasure; the 
one crying, “It is a sin!”—the 
other, “It is a virtue!”  

 
Good boy!  

  
A. C. 


