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Dedication

To every soul who has ever felt unheard, unseen, or silenced—this book is for you. May these words remind you that your voice matters and your story carries power.

To the child within me who survived—you are my reason for writing, for healing, for breaking free. I want to apologize to the little boy that had to endure the pain for so long. To the adult that felt unable to fight for himself, I apologize to you as well. Please know that the silence now has a sound. Thank you for giving me the strength to speak. Now we rejoice because the pain has been silenced.

To my kids—thank you for your forgiveness and your acceptance of the pain I have shared with you. Thank you for allowing that little boy to have a voice. I can't express my love for you, Reavis, Andrew, Simone, Anthony, Balicia, and Adrianna. You are my heart, my legacy, and my greatest blessing.

To my family and loved ones—thank you for being my safe place, my reminder that love heals and faith sustains.

And to God—thank You for turning my pain into purpose, for never leaving my side, and for teaching me that healing is possible through Your grace.


Acknowledgment


No journey is walked alone, and this book is no exception. ‘His Voice’ is not just my story. It is a testament to the strength, love, and support of those who stood by me when I could not stand on my own.


To my beloved kids and siblings, your unwavering love and belief in me have been the foundation of my healing. Through the darkest moments, you reminded me of my worth, my strength, and my ability to rise again. Thank you for holding space for me, for listening, and for never letting me forget who I am beyond my pain.

To my friends who became family—you have been my safe place, encouragement, and light. Your prayers, words, and presence carried me when I felt too broken to carry myself. You reminded me that I was never alone and that healing was not a burden I had to bear in isolation. Thank you for your patience, your kindness, and your love.

To those who have shared their own stories with me, your courage has inspired me to keep speaking, to keep writing, and to keep believing that healing is possible for all of us. Knowing that my voice could help even one person reclaim theirs has given this journey a purpose beyond myself.

To the readers who found a piece of themselves in these pages—you are not alone. Your voice matters. Your story is important. No matter where you are on your journey, know that healing is real and you are worthy of it. Keep going. Keep believing. Your voice deserves to be heard.

A special thanks to Bishop James, Dr. Elictia Hart, and my Eagle Nest family—your love, guidance, and unwavering support have been a source of strength throughout my journey. Your words of wisdom, prayers, and encouragement reminded me of my purpose when doubt tried to cloud my vision. Thank you for standing beside me, believing in me, and reminding me that healing is not just possible but promised. Your presence in my life has been a blessing beyond measure.


And finally, to God—through every moment of pain, doubt, and fear, you never left me. Your grace carried me, your love sustained me, and Your light guided me back to myself. I am here because of You.



About the Author

Anthony Gould is a survivor, storyteller, and advocate for healing through truth. With a heart for those who have endured trauma and felt silenced. Anthony uses their voice to empower others to reclaim their own.


His Voice is more than a book, it reflects a deeply personal journey through pain, resilience, and ultimately, redemption. Through raw honesty and unwavering faith, Anthony invites readers to walk alongside them, finding hope and strength in the shared experience of healing.


When not writing, Anthony speaks to communities, churches, and individuals, encouraging others to embrace their stories and believe in the possibility of restoration. Their passion lies in creating spaces where people can be seen, heard, and reminded that their voice matters.

Anthony continues to write, speak, and live a life dedicated to breaking cycles of silence and inspiring others to find power in their own stories.


Author’s Note


This book is more than just words on a page; it is a reflection of a journey that many endure in silence. His Voice is not just my story; it is a voice for those who have felt unheard, for those who have battled trauma and doubted their ability to heal. Healing is not linear, and every step is significant, no matter how small.


There were moments when I felt lost in my pain, drowning under the weight of the past, uncertain if I would ever find peace. But I discovered that healing is not about erasing the past but transforming it. It is about reclaiming the parts of myself that were taken, finding strength in survival, and understanding that my pain does not define me. My voice does.

My hope is that within these pages, someone will find solace, recognition, and the courage to embrace their own voice. If you have ever felt unheard, unseen, or silenced—know this: your voice matters. Your story matters. And healing is possible.

To those who have felt lost in their pain, you are not alone. You never were. And you never will be. Your voice is powerful, your healing is real, and your journey is worth it.

With gratitude and hope,

Anthony Gould.
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A Personal Reflection from the Author


Chapter 1: Scream

I was surrounded by a deceptively calm exterior that dismissed the raging anger I had within me. I was just a boy, roughly eight or nine years old at the time. Time seemed to vanish during those moments, as I recall.

I still remember how the room's walls seemed like they were closing in on me, and even the loudest shouts felt like they were muffled by their silence. But I wasn't afraid of the walls. It was the air that felt oppressive, limiting, heavy, like a weight I was unable to release.

Despite my desire to scream at the top of my lungs, I never let my shouts leave my throat. They were an echo of pain, confusion, and fear that grew louder inside of me. Despite their silence, they overpowered all other sounds. Something inside me stopped me from screaming until my lungs failed, until the weight lifted and the silence dissolved.

All of it came from the shame that had been ingrained in me and the fear of not being believed. Shame was always there, tied to me like a pair of chains, too heavy for a child to bear.

Every sound was fuzzy, every movement stopped, and the silence was like being buried alive. The pressure increased to an intolerable degree around me. The walls seemed to mock the disorder that was pulsing inside me, growing with anxiety and forming like a hurricane.

I would listen outside the door for any sounds, like footsteps or conversations, that could suggest someone was coming. What I had already started to suspect—that I was alone in this—was confirmed by the expanse that reflected the silence outside.

I used to look for light cracks in the shadows as though they would provide answers to questions I wasn't even sure how to address. The little but visible holes reflected the ones that were expanding within me.

Up until now, the world had been hopeful, bright, and safe. But all of a sudden, I felt like I was trapped in a glass box, yelling and hitting the walls that no one could see or hear.

I still sometimes recall the oppressive silence that filled the entire room. I can still recall how the darkness stayed longer than usual; the air was heavy and dense, and I had an odd sensation in my bones. I want to forget, but I remember every single detail. I wish I could go back in time and undo those events, but sadly, reality doesn’t give us that option.

The silence of my screams imprisoned me. Beneath my skin, the fear was a living creature, a monster that thrived on that quietness.

It told me lies, saying, "You deserved this. Nobody is going to believe you. You are at fault."

I didn't know anything else, so I believed it. I was simply a little boy trying to make it through a world that had suddenly become terrible.

The Physical Toll of Silence

Silence affects the body in ways other than just emotionality. With every exertion, I felt like I was being pulled down by the weight of each breath on my chest. I woke up in the middle of the night with a stiff body and a racing heart, as though it knew something my mind refused to believe. My hands would shake, and strange knots would form in my stomach.

They say the body remembers the score, and I was on a battlefield long before I knew I was at war.

My muscles never completely relaxed, and fatigue became my constant companion. I experienced constant migraines, limb heaviness, and a constant feeling of discomfort, the more I suppressed the pain.

I didn't realize at the time that my trauma affected my body just as much as my mind. I realized how much I had been suppressing when I started talking to break the silence.

How I Found Strength in Others

I've been told for a long time that I must do it by myself. It was my right to remain silent and to bear my suffering by myself. But I came to learn that I wasn't alone in my darkest moments because loneliness is the most cruel kind of imprisonment.

It started with small encounters—someone who listened without criticizing, my pastor, whose words unexpectedly touched a nerve, or a book that conveyed feelings I couldn't relate to. These apparently minor moments turned into lifelines. They served as a reminder that suffering shouldn't be handled alone. Others have survived a fire and come out alive, though not unharmed.

Sitting in a room with people who carried their own silences and pains is one particular instance that comes to mind. Our stories differed, but our silence was the same; the understanding struck me like a wave.

I talked slowly in that room at first, my voice shaking as though it were being tested after years of idleness. I could feel the weight starting to drop as I spoke. I knew I wasn't alone because of their understanding remarks, tears, and nods. I became aware that I could speak.

The Journey's Teachings

If I could travel back in time and talk to the boy who was looking for answers while peeking into the dark, I would tell him, "You are not what happened to you. Your value is not based on the suffering you went through. Eventually, your voice will be heard, and it will do so with power."

Setbacks are inevitable, and healing is not linear, but they do not mean failure, I would remind him. Every night spent fighting invisible demons and every tear shed is a step in the right direction.

When he looked in the mirror one day, I would assure him that he would see a warrior, a survivor, and someone who would not allow his past to dictate his future.

A Call to End the Silence

You are not alone if you continue to bear your silence. Your voice matters, even if it is shaky or has been hushed for years. Silence carries an awful amount of burden, but it doesn't have to stay that way forever. Healing comes in small steps. It starts with the whisper of truth before the roar, with the silent recognition of suffering. Any form of communication that feels safe can be used, including writing, art, and language. Look for people who will listen to you and give your story space without passing judgment. Make yourself visible.

An Invitation to Healing

Your silence is not a permanent punishment. Reclaiming your future is more important to healing than deleting the past. The goal is to accept your tale and give yourself permission to proceed gradually at your own pace. I encourage you to take one tiny step today if you are reading this and are feeling the weight of your own silence. Write down your thoughts. Talk to someone you can trust. Remember that your ability to be resilient is not defined by your pain. Even if you've been silent for too long, your voice still has strength. Now is the time to be heard.

You are not alone. You never were.

“You may not control all the events that happen to you, but you can decide not to be reduced by them.”

— Maya Angelou


Chapter 2: Fear

Everybody experiences fear from time to time, but on some days, the shadow of that fear grows large and dark over a person's existence. As a boy and a man, I lived in fear. It existed in the silences and the places of laughter. It was like a silent evil that had entered into every nook of my nature.

As it enshrouded me like a second skin, it fed off me in a lot of ways. Though not for the same reasons as other kids, I dreaded the dark. My concerns had nothing to do with creatures that go bump in the night or monsters under the bed. The unknown didn't scare me.

No, it was not fear of something new that I had never seen before--it was fear of the things I knew so well--the face that I was so familiar with that did what I could not prevent. I remained terrified of the past and what could happen in the future.

When I let out a cry of anger, the silence faded and became terror. It fed off the silences, the unsaid, the secrets I had buried, and the lies that I had told myself to cope with my experience. My fear became flesh when it was darkest, and spoke to me slowly and plotted against me, whispering of all that I was unable to avoid.

“What if they find out?” it asked. “What if they blame you? What if they do not believe you?”

With no answer to these questions, I stayed where I was, stuck in this cycle of self-abandonment. Fear had turned my room walls into a jail, and the days were slowly becoming an endless exercise of concealing what I was going through. All the smiling was unnatural, the laughter was untrue, and the living were acting so the world would never know what was on the inside.

The Fear That Changes Shape

Feelings of unrest returned decades later when I experienced physical assault as an adult and felt fear wrapping around my core. I came to the realization that, although it had evolved, fear had followed me into adulthood. I was a guy, and terror did not make me feel so powerless that I was shaking or crying.

That was not the case, though; rather, it was more similar to avoidance, like shrinking oneself to meet social norms. The voice of terror went on in my ear once more, but this time it said something different.

“You can not show weakness,” it whispered. “You have to bury your pain deeper. Become someone else to survive.”

I listened to it. I didn’t question it when it told me, “You have to be unbreakable to present a version of yourself that is untouchable.”

I didn’t question this. I could easily hide behind a face I made up, so I accepted it. This mask was fearless, strong, and most importantly, it could trick others—and occasionally even myself—into thinking I knew how to be alright. However, I was unaware at the time that maintaining this façade came at a high cost.

The silence and fear had ruined my identity, and in place of my personality was an empty vacuum.

The Way Fear Shows Up Emotionally

Over time, as it expanded, fear became more than a thought; it was an all-consuming emotion. It became self-revealing as to how it happened to live in my body. The knot in my chest and the shaking of my hands made me feel it when I considered sharing my truth.

When I experienced the ache in my stomach, the lump in my throat, the overwhelming sensation of oncoming dread, and the odd, nearly constant feeling that something was about to go wrong, I knew it was there. When I think back on it, I can tell with confidence that fear kept me from feeling secure, even in the most peaceful situations. It turned routine conversations into conflicts and made me doubt and hesitate.

I did not only fear exposure by any other person telling my truth; I feared that truth myself. It was more fear than the silence itself because it would mean going back to the pain and reopening old wounds. So I pushed it farther down, hoping that it would go away and that as long as I did not pay attention to it anymore, I would never find myself in that situation.

But fear does not vanish. It grows, develops, and stays. It drew me closer to it by feeding on the very silence that was supposed to keep me safe when I was alone myself in the dark.

The Effect of Fear on Relationships

Fear did not just keep me imprisoned—it kept me alone. It told me to build walls between me and the people who cared about me, making real connections impossible. But I mindlessly followed its commands.

The walls eventually rose to an impossible height, and I temporarily felt secure. But I became terrified of being vulnerable and opening myself to others. I was afraid people would notice the aspects of me I wished to conceal.

But I was in a constant state of conflict with myself, wanting intimacy but being afraid of being seen.

Even then, fear whispered lies to me constantly.

“If they know the real you, they will leave,” it said. “If they see your scars, they will turn away.”

I therefore left. I never let anyone get too close to me and kept interactions at a surface level. I told myself that I was safe by isolating myself. In reality, it was just another prison, but one I had chosen for myself.
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