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  I want to dedicate this part of the journey to my fellow classmates and professors at UTPB. Working with you, reading your works, and soaking in those lectures—each moment was a lesson, a push to go further, think deeper, and write with more heart. To my good buddies in the “Original 3,” y’all know who you are—your hard work, friendship, and late-night brainstorming sessions kept me going. Here’s to the memories we’ve made and the stories we’ll continue to tell.







  
    
      “Buy the ticket, take the ride.”


    

    
      ― Hunter S. Thompson, Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas
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  Preface



This book started as a simple school assignment—a slice of autobiography titled “Geoffrey, Not Jeffrey.” The truth is, I’m not sure they ever really understood the real “Geoffrey.” Sometimes, I don’t even know the real Geoffrey—haha. But that essay was my attempt to assert my identity in a world that often got my name wrong. What began as an exercise for a graduate class quickly took on a life of its own. Originally, it was supposed to be part of a larger collaborative book project for that class, a collection of our voices and experiences. But when the class decided not to publish the book, I felt a lingering connection to the piece I had written. It wasn’t just a school project anymore; it was the beginning of something more.

I considered getting that essay published in a scholarly journal, thinking maybe it could stand alone as an academic piece. But that path didn’t pan out either. Rejection, though, doesn’t necessarily mean the end. Sometimes, it’s just a sign that you’re meant to take a different route. So, I decided to take what I had started and expand it into this book—a guide, a starting point for those who, like me, have struggled to find their own voice in writing.

During my journey through both undergraduate and graduate studies, I noticed something among my classmates—so many bright, talented individuals who were afraid of their own writing, who hesitated to let their voices be heard. I get it. Finding your voice can be daunting. But it’s also one of the most important things you can do as a writer. This book is my attempt to share part of my journey with you, to offer some tips and advice that I hope will help you find your voice.

I don’t have all the answers. I’m still on this journey myself. But if I can point you in the right direction, if I can help you feel a little less lost in the process, then this book has served its purpose. Writing is a deeply personal journey, and it’s one I hope you’ll find as rewarding as I have. Enjoy the ride.








  
  
  Introduction

  
  




Welcome to The Voice Quest: Discovering and Embracing Your Writing Soul. If you’ve ever felt lost in the vast world of words, searching for that unique voice that truly reflects who you are, you’re not alone. This book is a journey, a companion to help you discover and refine your voice in writing. 

Why is finding your voice so important? 

Your voice is the essence of your identity as a writer. It’s what makes your work unique, compelling, and authentically yours. It’s the heartbeat of your writing, the thread that ties all your words together. 

In this book, we’ll explore various facets of finding your voice. We’ll dive into the significance of writing rituals, the power of embracing contradictions, and the importance of overcoming obstacles. We’ll confront the fear that often holds writers back and celebrate the continuous evolution of your voice. We’ll also discuss the value of sharing your work and connecting with your audience. 

Throughout these chapters, I’ll share personal stories and reflections, offering a glimpse into my own journey of finding my voice. From my early influences and experiences to the challenges I’ve faced and the triumphs I’ve celebrated, my hope is that my story will resonate with you and inspire you on your own path. 

Writing is a deeply personal and often solitary endeavor, but it doesn’t have to be done in isolation. By understanding the dynamics of your voice and embracing the unique qualities that make your writing special, you’ll find a sense of community and connection with your readers. 

So, grab a cup of tea, find a cozy spot, and let’s embark on this journey together. Whether you’re a seasoned writer or just starting out, this book is here to guide you, support you, and remind you that your voice matters. Let’s dive in and discover the power of your unique voice in writing. 








  
  
  Geoffrey not Jeffrey: Finding My Voice

  
  




Imagine a journey where each step is a dance of contradictions, a path of shadows and light – that’s the essence of my story. I’m the one who hesitates to reveal himself yet deeply craves understanding. In this paradox of seeking acceptance while indifferent to opinions, I find my voice. My writing is where I lay bare the complexities of my soul, a canvas of contradictory threads. I’m shy, I’ve stumbled, and through these pages, I offer you glimpses into my life. Join me on this ride, where we explore the nuances of a life rich with paradoxical beliefs and thoughts. Let’s hold hands and dive into this wonder, unraveling the tapestry of my existence together. This journey is about finding my voice within writing and embracing it without fear, inviting you to discover your own voice as a testament to the power of embracing one’s true self.  

On this journey, expect a narrative riddled with plot holes and fragments of a life lived in shadow and light. It’s a tale told in glimpses, much like my poetry, which stitches together the spaces between. While my novel Whispers in Marshmallow Fields skims the surface of my life experiences, it serves more as a partially opened window into my soul, rather than a direct reflection of it. Each word I write is an outpouring of my soul, a continuous drip of emotions and experiences onto the page, drop…drop…drop. Writing is my salvation and through words, I find my voice. When I speak, my voice often falters. My life? A tapestry of missteps and follies, but these are not the chapters I dwell on. Instead, they’re whispered in the margins of my creations.    


The Early Years


My journey began in Austin, Texas, but it soon shifted to the lower Rio Grande Valley of Texas, a landscape that profoundly shaped my early years. I was quite reserved from elementary through junior high school, and I didn’t really have many friends and I didn’t seem to fit in with most of the crowd. Students, teachers, the universe—they all called me Jeffrey with a J and wrote my name that way. It irritated and upset me. I am Geoffrey with a G. That’s me, not this other JEFFREY. Academically, I performed well, but socially, not so much. I began writing stories in the second grade, one of which was an epic adventure about a boy who could time travel to the land of dinosaurs by entering a cave. I crafted this story for a class assignment. At lunchtime, I left my papers on the desk. Upon returning, I discovered that all our assignments, mostly unnamed, had been collected and apparently discarded. It was the teacher’s lesson about always writing your name on your paper. But what about my story? Wasn’t that important too? A masterpiece was lost that day.   

High school days at the Science Academy of South Texas were a blend of academic rigor and youthful exploration. However, I quickly learned that science requires a lot of math, and my math skills stunk. I ended up taking summer classes for my entire high school career. The expectations were high, and I just didn’t quite meet the standards. I never really fit in with my other classmates, and I wasted most of my time trying to get the attention of the opposite sex. Those darn hormones. By the time I was a senior, I pretty much gave up on school. I did eventually graduate, but it was a rough ride.   

My early influences were as varied as they were impactful. In 2000, the wild energy of Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas stirred something within me, igniting a passion for a writing style that was raw and unrestrained. The works of Hunter S. Thompson, Kurt Vonnegut, and Charles Bukowski became beacons, guiding my literary journey with their unique voices. These were the voices that resonated with my emerging style.   

From 2003 to 2006, I attended the University of Texas in Brownsville, a time marked by exploration and indecision. I gravitated towards history and English courses, yet I never committed to a major, my thoughts constantly drifting towards literary aspirations. Despite this, I lacked a clear plan for utilizing my history studies. My experiences with composition professors were mixed; one praised my writing style and grace, while another criticized it, resulting in a C grade.   

During this period, I was also working part-time, which increasingly impacted my academic performance. As my grades slipped, I faced a practical decision. When offered full-time employment at an industrial gas plant, I chose to leave UT: Brownsville. This job was a stark departure from the literary world I yearned for, but without concrete goals or focus at the university, I opted for the financial stability of full-time work.   

My spiritual realizations don’t stem from religion, but rather from moments of clarity and awakening, like the car crash on my way to this despised job in 2007. It wasn’t my fault, yet it was life altering. I was about to arrive early at work that day. As I paused in the two-way traffic, preparing to turn into the worksite, there was a small hill with train tracks behind me. Waiting for a school bus to pass, I was oblivious to the impending danger. A woman, driving an SUV and applying makeup while speeding, crashed into my car. The scene was chaotic – my car’s trunk was crumpled, the driver’s seat twisted out of shape. I got out, more angry than aware of the shock I was in. Instead of calling the police, I called work, letting others handle the crash site. My car had rolled into a ditch. People passing by stopped to check on me, saying I must have been protected by angels that day. From the ditch, the plant where I worked was visible.   

Lying on the stretcher, before being taken to the hospital
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