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Welcome to the very first Releasing The Writer Within E-zine.  I have named it Raw 
Writing because the focus of this magazine is to publish writing that isn’t in its perfect, 
final draft.  The purpose of this publication is to share with you, gentle reader, the 
results of RWW students’ hard work and dedication to the craft of writing and the act of 
“Releasing the Writer Within”.  Therefore, these pieces are sometimes snippets of 
homework assignments in class or “works-in-progress”.  If you are a current or former 
student or a member of RWW (more on that below), you may submit your work to this 
e-zine for publication.  I promise to do my best to publish any and all works by 
participants of RWW.  The sole (or soul!) purpose of this e-zine is to complete the final 
step in “Releasing The Writer Within” and that is “sharing”.  To release the writer is 
to allow the writer’s authentic voice to be spoken (written) and heard.  Since this is a 
publication produced by RWW participants and supporters, we have a safe and caring 
environment so necessary for sharing.  Another part of Releasing The Writer Within 
is to allow for others to connect to your writing from all sorts of perspectives.  Feel 
free, gentle readers, to email me your reactions to the pieces that strike a chord within 
you.  I will post those responses in the next edition of RWW: e-zine 
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RWW: Organization 
 
This spring Releasing The Writer Within becomes a learning organization 
dedicated to: the freedom of expression, the study of writing, and the sharing of 
the writerÕs voice with a community of like-minded individuals.   For over a year 
RWW has been the umbrella term for a series of writing courses that allow for 
students to access their true, authentic writer’s voice, discover stories that are locked 
inside, and share their voice and stories in a caring and safe environment.  Each of 
you, my beloved students, has contributed to the evolution towards “organization”.  
Through the experience of teaching RWW, I hear my students asking for more than 
courses.    You seek community, and quite frankly, I do too.  So, RWW is now an 
organization for you.  Numerous benefits come with your membership: quarterly 
subscription to RWW e-zine, member discount on all RWW course and The Write 
Touch services, and a free half-hour writing coaching session with me.       

Rel easi n g Th e Wri t er  
Wi t h i n !  is a trademarked 
name.  

Raw  Wri t i ng cannot be 
duplicated or copied or 
forwarded without permission 
from Hannah R. Goodman.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Why Write? 
Why write?  That’s a question all RWW students can answer easily. 

I write to figure out how I feel and also to tell stories.  I write to express the truth of 
certain moments in my life that I want to better understand.  I write to connect to my 
family, my friends, and my students.  I write to entertain. 

Many people want to write but don’t. They create all sorts of “blocks” that involve 
unrealistic expeditions and negative self-talk. Many people write and do.  These are 
the people who take risks, particularly the risk of sitting down and writing despite the 
protests in their heads or the protests of others around them.   

When I created RWW, my intention was to make guide students through the process 
of “feel the fear and do it anyway” and make writing accessible to all people who 
want to write or who do write.  I wanted to create a program that gently and safely 
allows you to release the writer that I believe is inside all of us.    

Why write? I asked this question to my students not too long ago, and as I do with all 
assignments, I did this one myself.   

I write to live.  I write to stay sane.  I write because I’m obsessive and my brain never 
stops.  I write for therapy. I write for self-acceptance.  I write to escape my problems.  
I write to understand myself.  I write to make a living…some day.  I write because I 
see words floating around my brain, and I need to contain them, trap them.  I write to 
remember.  I write to feel good.  I write to love.  I write to extend the moments that 
are amazing.  I write to remember the moments that suck…because they make for 
“good copy”.  I write to be a better teacher, lover, wife, mother, daughter, and friend.  
I write for connection.  I write for a connection that doesn’t require showing up.  I write 
because I’m too afraid to be a painter, soap opera actress, or rap singer.  I write to 
crawl inside another time and place–like my adolescence or childhood–when the 
world seemed mysterious and fabulous.  I write to rediscover love, lust, ambition, and 
hope.  I write because I spend so much time trying and efforting and exerting and 
measuring up and striving and grinding and working and hoping and gritting my teeth, 
and when I write, I let go.  I release.  I write for freedom and hope.  I write because I 
can’t seem to stick with anything else long enough for anything great to happen.  I 
write for patience and trust.  I write because it feels so good in my body.  My fingers 
tingle, my blood rushes, and my heart beats calm and steady.  I write to keep my 
body alive and my soul at peace and my spirit limber.   Nothing ever gets in the way 
of writing for me because I don’t care when I write.  I don’t care about bills, money, 
eating, sleeping, cooking, cleaning, the weather, the time, or the voices in my head 
that tell me I suck.  I just don’t care.  I let go.  I let.  I allow.  I live.  I write. I write 
because when I feel like shit, when I feel tired and listless and crazy and 
overwhelmed and panicky and like I cannot do anything, like I’ve mothered and wifed 
and friended and daughtered myself to death, just then, if I let myself, if I push myself 
to write, write anything, I feel better.  I feel like I just took a vitamin.  I feel like gold. 
 

Tell me why you write.  E-mail me your short essay or blurb about why you write.  

Please put the subject line as “why write”.  hrgoodman@cox.net. 
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Class Testimonials 
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Below are portions of a few class testimonials.  I loved 
what they said about class and even about me as a 
teacher.  It’s this kind of affirmation that makes me ignore 
the critic in my head and continue to trust my process as a 
teacher. 
“I liked the lessons in the first course, the second course, 
and now the third course.  The reason is that there is 
nothing that I do not like about the lessons, the 
assignments, or the process.  Each step has helped me to 
release myself a little more to write.  Each lesson even 
when I did not know what I was doing or suppose to do I 
tried in the hope that something would come of it.  Each 
assignment was a challenge to complete.  With each 
assignment I allowed myself for the first time to write a little 
more and a little more.” 
“I loved reading something I wrote and having Hannah say, 
“Stop right there, underline that section, and write “brilliant” 
next to it!”. This is just the kind of positive affirmation I 
needed to rekindle my interest in writing. I also like 
teachers that say, “fuck”. (Let’s see you use that in the 
brochure!)  Hannah is a gifted writer and teacher. 
Releasing the Writer Within is the perfect forum for her to 
share these gifts with writers of all ability levels– from 
beginners to would-be novelists.  Hannah encouraged us 
to “let down our guard” and take risks with our writing. As a 
result, we got to know each other and shared our work in a 
nurturing, caring environment.” 
“(RWW) has given me an outlet to create, heal, and 
grow…(RWW) has given me permission that now I can 
write.”   
 

ÒEach step has 
helped me to 
release myself a 
little more to 
write.Ó 
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Each edition of Raw Writing will have a writing prompt for you to use 
in your journal as a starting place for an entry that could turn into a 
story, poem, or novel.  

Readers and writers can submit their own writing prompts.  
*Please include your name with your prompt and in the Òsubject 
lineÓ type Òwriting promptÓ.  In future editions, I will have responses 
to the prompt in the magazine. 

Here’s the very first Raw Writing prompt: 
Take the following items and create a 100-word scene featuring each 
item: a ruler, two white paper napkins, and an olive green baseball 
hat.  
Stay tuned for next month’s prompt and response to this month’s. 

Writing Prompt 
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Homework Assignment 

Homework assignments are a huge part of my classes.  They come to 
students as a group but also come to individual students.  I am known 
to throw out homework assignments rapid fire like a machine gun.  

Your very first assignment is simple: Write a description of your favorite 
place to write.  You must use “head” voice or write from the head.  This 
means: all showing, no telling of feelings, all describing and narrating.   

Next month I will feature your entries. 



RWW 
accepts 
opinion 
pieces.  
Please relate 
topic to 
writing.  
Email: 
hrgoodman
@cox.net.  
Subject line 
“opinion 
piece” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

My writing life has never intersected with my family life.  Until my older sister and her 
husband read my blog.   

I was stupidly under the assumption that neither she nor her husband would ever read 
my blog.  Well, they did, and the shit not only hit the fan, but the fan spun very fast and 
the shit splattered everywhere.  Her reaction didn’t surprise me, as she is a former 
lawyer:  She accused me, over the phone, of slander and false representation. I 
listened without breathing, tucked the phone between my ear and shoulder while I 
clicked onto my blog. “…furthermore, your depiction of my family is completely 
inaccurate and…” I felt myself about to hyperventilate, so I gulped a little air while 
scrolling over the entire thing.  I highlighted it and pressed “delete”.   Then, I was silent 
save for the booming of my heart, which I was certain she would hear over the phone 
line.  After she finished her closing argument, I apologized several times in several 
different ways including: “I just deleted it.  It’s gone.” And then: “My intention wasn’t to 
hurt you…”   

An apology and a promise to never write about her and her family “in that way” must 
have been what she really wanted from me.  Not a lawsuit like I feared.  We agreed to 
never discuss the contents of the entry again. My sister was truly great about it.  She 
even called me later to say that she didn’t want any of this to become a big issue.  I 
called her back, thanking her.     

This moment made me realize that the sisterly bond she and I have is more important 
to me than publishing my inner-most thoughts–at least about her.  This is a surprise to 
me as I had been under the assumption that I can always publish anything I write 
because my writing is just about me and no one will care what I say.  Yes, that’s what I 
used to think.  I used to think that words cannot hurt– well at least mine can’t because I 
never “intend” to hurt anyone with my words.   

My intention with the blog was to demonstrate “raw writing” which, to me, is very 
charged with emotion and hyperbole.  The point of this kind of writing is not to report 
facts but to allow yourself to simply burn off steam, release.  I wasn’t thinking about the 
actual people in the piece I was writing.  Rather, I was focused on me, releasing the 
“anxiety radio buzz” in my head.  

My sister doesn’t know any of this.  We don’t really talk about my writing very much, nor 
have I ever really felt a dire need to.  My writing is my work, but it’s also a very personal 
thing to me and something that I use to vent my anxieties, anxieties I have about all 
areas of my life, including my family.  I don’t think it would be helpful to my relationship 
with her to discuss my writing. (continued on page 7). 

 

“…that’s just my opinion…” 
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My back aches, has ached, on the lower right side for several decades: for most of 
my life.   Sometimes the pain is just a dull, familiar ache.  Sometimes it seems to 
settle in the space between my right hip bone and my right thigh bone.  It’s not 
debilitating, just persistent, uncomfortable.  Every once in a while, I have the 
sensation that the two bones are not attached, as though my skeleton could walk 
off in two different directions if it so chose.  As I get older, I worry more about my 
aches and pains.  I’m actually starting to believe that my bones could come apart, 
no matter how many calcium tablets I pop.  The character of my back pain has 
changed recently, and probably not permanently.  Today, there is a small knot of 
acute pain right above my left hip bone, near the small of my back.  It’s been there 
for about twenty-four hours, almost as if my lower back and hip bones predicted my 
writing about it.  Not me, my bones.  My bones hold time, they hold my past, and 
they probably hold my emotional past. 
 I can recall a time when my back seemed foreign to me, that even back 
pain didn’t allow me to feel like my back was my own.  In aerobics classes that I 
took years ago, I couldn’t understand what the instructor meant when, after we had 
exhausted ourselves during the heart-pumping segment and we were lying supine 
on our exercise mats, she stood at the front of the room and said something like, 
“Relax.  Feel your lower back against the mat on the floor.”  Years later, I’ve made 
some progress because now I can feel my back against a yoga mat laid out on the 
studio floor at Innerlight.  When I take the Blissful Back class at Innerlight, it’s as 
though I give the emotional me permission to take care of back-and-bones me. I 
give myself permission to feel the pain, to face it, respect it.  It’s like I’m suddenly 
allowed to worship at the altar of back pain. 

My back used to be a combination of pain and numbness.  Odd but true.  
But the numbness is slowly disappearing.  I do believe that my back pain is 
connected somehow to what I call my anxiety nightmares.  When I was a child and 
a teenager, I used to have terrifying dreams of falling.  I always woke up the 
moment I’d fall into nothingness.  I’d be gripping the sides of the bed, trying to keep 
myself from hitting bottom.  As an adult, I’ve had dreams where I’m being chased 
by wild animals and being mauled by cats.  In my dreams, I don’t escape.  I wake 
up falling; I wake up being scratched and attacked.  The fear is what wakes me, 
and waking is my only escape.  Lately, I’ve been having dreams where I’m crushed 
and smothered by something large and heavy.  When I wake up, I feel for a quick 
moment that I’m still immobilized and I have to gasp for air, to breathe again. 
 What do these dreams have to do with my back?  Slowly but surely, my 
mind is showing me what happened.  In fact, in one of my dreams, I’m being 
pinned down by something heavy, but my body’s position is remarkable.  My leg is 
bent, at my right hip, back up under me, at an unnatural angle.  If indeed my body 
was pinned in this position, it’s likely the hip at the thigh bone was broken.  I have 
no memory of such an accident, but there it was in my dream.  And there is the 
back pain that often resides under my right pelvic bone. A dull ache, a horrible 
persistent pain that had to come from somewhere.  Dreams, memory, my back 
holding my emotional past.  My intuition tells me they are all connected, but 
(continued on page 8)  

Feature Essay:  “Back Pain” 
Marianne L’Abbate 
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Mainly because my writing, at times, is about my family–whether I write fiction or non-
fiction.  Writing is always a reflection of the writer’s entire life experience.  Hidden 
even in our fiction is the Truth.  I think when we write, there’s truth, as in fact, and 
Truth, as in our real feelings, impressions, and interpretations, in the moment (the 
moment being the one we are writing about.)  But, again, my sister isn’t aware of all 
these thoughts I have about writing. We discuss things like our children, holidays, 
health, and home improvement.  Things we have in common.   

My unique bond with my sister is one that’s unaffected by the things outside the 
current relationship between us.   Our past sibling rivalry, resentment, judgment, and 
hostility has given way to the silent agreement that nothing will get in the way of us 
having a relationship, including my own carelessness.  Yes, I feel that publishing that 
blog was careless.  Each blog entry I publish has an intention and most of the time 
the reader gets it.  This time, this reader, my sister and her husband, didn’t get it.  In 
fact, my writing actually hurt them–which was not my intention at all.  My one value, I 
realize, as a writer, is that I do not want to hurt those I love.  Other writers have 
different feelings about this.  Some writers are willing to risk family relationships in 
order to publish their memoirs.  I am not one of those writers.  That’s not to say I 
won’t write whatever I want–that will never change as it is crucial to an authentic 
writing process, a process that will take the writer where they need to go.  However, 
publishing is a different animal.  Publishing is about sharing and if what you share 
hurts someone you love….to me, it’s not worth it.   

My sister’s phone call and my deletion of the blog (it has since been rebooted with 
refurbished entries) have left me thinking this: I don’t want to publish writing about my 
family that would hurt them. Yes, arguably I have the “right” to say whatever I want.  
Legally, it is complicated, but the bottom line is that provided you don’t slander 
anyone, you can pretty much write and publish just about anything.  Not only that, I, 
as a writing teacher and a writer myself, am an advocate for writing what you want 
but not publishing whatever you want. Make sure you think about what it is you want 
to accomplish by publishing something and then make sure those you love 
understand this before you do it.  At least, that’s my opinion.  

Check out Hannah’s blog: www.hannahrgoodman.blogspot.com 

 

 

 

 
 

…opinion continued… 

Page 7 

“Publishing 
that blog 
entry was 
careless.” 

  

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Contact us  

 
Phone: 401-935-6466 

Email: 
hrgoodman@cox.net 

Upcoming Classes:  

June 21st Self-publishing 
101: Featuring website for 
authors demo.  East Bay 
Chamber of Commerce.  
16 Cutler Street. Warren, 
RI. 

WeÕre on the Web! 
www.hannahrgoodman.com 

www.Example.com 

The Write Touch: 
Writing Services & 

Programs. 

“Back Pain” 

apparently my waking conscious self isn’t ready quite yet to make all the 
connections. 
 I think there is still a lot of fear in me about my back.  And it’s not just about 
the pain.  Although, believe me, the pain can be a factor sometimes.  No one wants 
to feel like her skeleton can’t keep itself together.  No one wants to feel so much pain 
that it’s difficult to move, difficult to concentrate, difficult to drive.  No, the fear is even 
more than that.  It’s fear of the unknown.  I don’t really know why I hold my emotional 
past in my back.  I only know that it hurts and that perhaps the pain helps to keep me 
from remembering frightening details.  And I know there are frightening details to 
remember.  My mother has alluded to them, with her cryptic question:  “You want to 
know what happened?”  But at the time, I didn’t want to hear her version of my past.  
Now, though, I’m stronger.  I almost want to know.  I say “almost” because I want to 
remember for myself.  I want my past, my fear, and my anger to be mine and no one 
else’s. 
 The recurring nightmares, the amnesia-like quality to my forgetting:  these 
are symptoms of post-traumatic stress disorder.  PTSD.  It is difficult for me to say, 
even to myself, that I suffer from post-traumatic stress disorder.  My denial, my 
amnesia, is so nearly complete.  PTSD.  Now I know why people complain about 
labels.  Only recently has the condition become better known, but it’s been around 
since the beginning, since humans first suffered any kind of trauma.  Virginia Woolf 
describes it eloquently in Mrs. Dalloway when she talks about the World War I soldier 
— Septimus — who suffers from shell shock.  That’s what they called PTSD in the 
soldiers coming back from the frontlines in World War I.  Shell shock.  Battle fatigue.  
Post-traumatic stress disorder.  Childhood trauma and back pain. 
 Little by little, over the years, I have begun the process of deconstructing my 
back pain.  A chiropractor once told me that I dislocated my right hip when I fell on 
my left hip.  And I used to think that accident, which occurred when I was fourteen 
years old, was the beginning of my story.  But I don’t think it is, not any more.  I think 
that accident happened because I needed to knock some feeling back into my life, 
and the only way to do it was to inflict pain on the part of me that was most numb.  
When I take the Blissful Back class at Innerlight and I give myself over to the slow, 
gentle exercises and I trust the teacher to press my bones against the supports in 
place for every one of us who take the class, the sorrow wells up from that deep 
place of memory in my back.  It fills up my abdomen and my chest.  And even though 
I am lying on my back in a room full of strangers, I cry.  The tears spill out of me, out 
of the corners of my eyes onto the mat beneath me.  Sometimes I wipe them away 
with my hands, but most of the time, I try just to let them go.  Because I hope I can let 
at least some of the sorrow go.  When the character of my back pain changes, which 
it does every once in a very great while, I wonder — no, I hope — that the sorrow is 
changing, lessening, coming from another source so I can finally exhaust all the 
sources. 
 


