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A Philosopher King 

 

 

     He was a philosophy major who wrote bad poems and she was a good poet who 

started reading philosophy. That summer before they met he had decided to stay in 

college to finish his thesis and live on campus upstate working a job at the library where 

he might also be able to write better poetry. She had dropped out of high school already 

in the city and was living in one of two rent-controlled apartments belonging to their 

mutual mentor, an older poet whom her parents had sent her to study with, whom he had 

met through responding to an ad in a magazine for poetry workshops. The mentor 

maintained the two apartments and also ran a small vanity press to publish the work of 

his closest friends and private students. 

     She had made friends with the other girl currently living there; who had been a 

student, and the two of them had written many wonderful poems together. They also felt 

it was just inconvenient for her to have to go all the way back to her parents' house in 

New Jersey every night after having her lessons during the day in the main apartment 

where the mentor lived across the hall. In the Fall after they met she continued writing 

poems many of the older poets in the city thought were good, albeit many of them were 

not finished, and reading them to himself while at work in the library upstate he thought 

that they were all very good. She wrote the poems under her own name of course but the 

mentor decided they ought to call her "Puck" because she was so theatrical, almost like a 

sort of dryad or a pixie.  
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     He had not memorized her poems yet, but he had read them again and again, and in a 

moment of embarrassing confidence with the mentor confessed the night he had been so 

happy to recieve the one remaining copy of her chapbook. They had only been able to 

print a limited edition. The mentor thought that they were a cute couple together but she 

should not have given away a copy of her book like that.  

     Puck could live with her girlfriend in the mentor's spare apartment from November on 

through till the following Fall, and he could send her poems and letters to this address 

from the library between classes or whenever he had the time to write them. Before she 

would get to read them usually the mentor or the girlfriend would go over them. The 

letters could not be any better, and they were not very good to begin with, and the poems 

he tried dedicating to her were made to be as good as they could be afterwards by the 

mentor, but they were still never very good.  

     Applications were due January first if they were really all going to help Puck get in to 

the same college that he was going to. He had a car and could drive her places upstate, 

like to the train. She was getting sick that winter, and the four of them had to rush to get 

the essays written for her and fill out the application in time with the financial aid 

requirements, recommendations and to get her an interview. She was accepted in the 

spring, and there was a going away party for her at a restaurant near to where the mentor 

lived. Everyone went to a bar when the meal was over, but Puck and the other girl took 

off early. Him and the mentor shared a table and talked with the older poets about the 

girls, women poets in the city generally, and this new young teenage poetess in particular 

when he realized he must go to the spare apartment and be with her.  
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     When he showed up the two girls were reading their most recent collaboration aloud 

to each other in bed, and as he moved for the door the mentor came back in from the bar. 

In the presence of all three of them he made his situation very clear, and the mentor 

replied he was obviously just very tired and should read a book The White Goddess by 

Robert Graves and he would feel much better. The older poets had come over and were in 

the apartment next door smoking opium, the mentor offered, if maybe she felt like 

exploring a little more of her heritage. He apologized and blamed the Heiddeger he had 

been reading. He had been given the advice by someone that if you write poetry it's better 

to go to school for something like philosophy, which wasn't what the mentor 

recommended for Puck at all.  

 

 

—Ben Tripp 


