
Dispatch 1: 

"In perfect solitude, 
there's fire"

D I S P A T C H E S  F R O M

A N / O T H E R  P L A C E

As the pandemic has unfolded over the past several

weeks, we have found ourselves in a peculiar moment of

shared experience across the globe.  Most of humanity

has been ordered to stay indoors, enacting an

extraordinary collective confinement unique in our

history.  For those of us who make up Wesleyan, we find

ourselves in a disorienting moment--separated from

friends and colleagues, displaced from our community,

striving to find ways to continue meaningful work. These

weekly newsletters are small dispatches from my corner

of this new place we have found ourselves in, tidibts to

help make meaning in times of turmoil.

Dear students,

 

The hallmark of this quarantine is solitude. As

I've connected with many of you over video

and phone over the past weeks, this is clearly 

 the thing people are struggling with the most.

Isolation is an unfamiliar state for most of us. 

 Whether we are currently isolating with

roommates, family members, or on our own,

the very concept of "social distancing" is

anathema to our nature as humans.  We

evolved to find safety and solace in keeping

company, and enforced solitude can be a

challenge. 

 

And yet, as I settled into the idea, and then the

fact, of quarantine, I found myself drawn to

those poets and thinkers who have lauded the

riches of solitude.  Reframing quarantine as

cultivated solitude has allowed me to draw

comfort and even moments of joy out of this

totally weird experience.  So let me share some

of the things I've turned to:

https://twitter.com/m_tisserand/status/1239618422079660034?s=20


"And you should not let yourself be confused in

your solitude by the fact that there is some thing

in you that wants to move out of it.  This very

wish, if you use it calmly and prudently and like a

tool, will help you spread out your solitude over a

great distance.  Most people have (with the help of

conventions) turned their solutions toward what is

easy and toward the easist side of the easy, but it

is clear that we must trust in what is difficult,

everything alive trusts in it, everything, in Nature

grows and defends itself any way it can and is

spontaneously itself, tries to be itself at all costs

and against all opposition.  We know little, but that

we must trust in what is difficult is a certainty

that will never abandon us; it is good to be

solitary; for solitude is difficult; that something is

difficult must be one more reason for us to do it."

There is no insurmountable solitude. 

 All paths lead to the same goal: to

convey to others what we are.  And

we must pass through solitude and

difficulty, isolation and silence in

order to reach forth to the enchanted

place where we can dance our clumsy

dance and sing our sorrowful song --

but in this dance or in this song

there are fulfilled the most ancient

rites of our conscience in the

awareness of being human and of

believing in a common destiny. 

First and foremost, from the ultimate
champion of solitude and its rewards, Rainer
Maria Rilke, who published his iconic Letters
to a Young Poet nearly a hundred years ago: 

Amazing.  I first read these letters nearly two decades ago and still turn to my dog-

eared copy for guidance.  If you haven't yet had the pleasure, the entire volume is

available online at the link above.  Treat yourself!

As I sat down to write this letter, this missive
from the Brainpickings archive showed up in

my inbox with timely words from Chilean poet
Pablo Neruda's Nobel Prize acceptance speech:

https://www.carrothers.com/rilke_main.htm
https://www.carrothers.com/rilke_main.htm
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/30/pablo-neruda-nobel-lecture/?mc_cid=aa71ec1253&mc_eid=bb0b5b0afe
https://www.carrothers.com/rilke_main.htm


I'll leave you there: with Rilke in his conviction

that we find intellectual depth and creative

purpose in the rigors of solitude; with Neruda,

ever the humanist, enlivened even in exile in

his belief that passing through solitude and

silence is the surest way to reach one another;

and finally, with Schulman, mesmerized, by

what she finds in solitude; abundance,

grandeur, fire. 

 

Be well, 

Tamanna Rahman

your friendly neighborhood nurse practitioner

Tamanna Rahman is a psychiatric nurse
practitioner who joined the CAPS team in

January 2019.  She completed her nurse
practitioner training at Yale University and

holds a BA from Williams College in American
Studies, where she studied social movements and
literature.  Outside of work, she enjoys engaging
in activism, gardening, cooking and baking, and
hanging out with her Russian Blue cat and giant

Newfoundland dog. 

Finally, the Poetry Foundation has amassed a beautiful collection of poems
celebrating solitude (there are some gorgeous ones in the "wallowing in loneliness"

section too, but I'm here to guide you to the delightful parts of solitude!). 
 

So to close out with a nod to the viral Hopper tweet at the top, here's an evocative
poem by Grace Schulman, "American Solitude"

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/42668/american-solitude

