

    
        
          Dance with the Abyss: A Diary of Descent

        

        
        
          Lachlan Holloway

        

        
          Published by Holloway & Holloway, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      DANCE WITH THE ABYSS: A DIARY OF DESCENT

    

    
      First edition. October 29, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Lachlan Holloway.

    

    
    
      Written by Lachlan Holloway.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Foreword by Rebecca Holloway

Chapter 1: Echoes in Silence

Chapter 2: Minor Chords and Darkening Days

Chapter 3: Restless Nights

Chapter 4: Songs Unheard

Chapter 5: The Pull of the Abyss

Chapter 6: Lingering Shadows

Chapter 7: The Edge of Silence

Chapter 8: Into the Silence

Chapter 9: Echoes of the Void

Chapter 10: Beneath the Surface

Chapter 11: The Sound of Silence

Chapter 12: A Descent into Paranoia

Chapter 13: Into the Dark

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Foreword by Rebecca Holloway
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These are my brother’s words—unfiltered, unaltered (except for minor corrections), and shockingly honest. I am not a record company, nor a book distributor. I’m simply Lachlan’s sister, someone who loves him deeply and, until recently, knew only glimpses of the darkness he struggled with.

This book shares a portion of Lachlan’s diary, the part in which he wrestled with his mind through music, creating twelve songs that each reflect his journey through isolation, fear, and self-doubt. Each entry unfolds as he writes these songs—The Anchor, The Quiet Betrayal, The Worn Out Prayer, and more—all raw reflections of his battle with the silence and shadows that surrounded him.

My hope is that his words, just like his music, will resonate with those who might find a piece of themselves here. To anyone who has felt alone in their own darkness, this book is for you, a reminder that you are not alone. These entries are not just pages in a diary; they are fragments of Lachlan’s soul, shared with a vulnerability I could never have imagined.

I am sharing this as a sister, with love and deep sorrow, but also with the hope that his story will bring light to those who need it most. May these pages give a voice to the silent struggles and remind us all of the resilience within.
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—Rebecca Holloway
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Chapter 1: Echoes in Silence
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January 3

The keys stare back at me, black and white, perfect, mocking. It’s dead quiet in here, the kind of silence that feels like it’s got weight, pressing in, curling into every corner of the room. I thought isolation was supposed to help, supposed to give me room to create. Instead, I’m sitting here, drowning in it, staring at these damn keys, wondering if they’re as empty as I am.

Yesterday, I started a new song—The Anchor. Thought it might be something steady, something I could hold onto. But as soon as I played that first note, it felt like a weight dropped right through me. It was supposed to tether me, give me something real to hang onto, but every note dragged me further down. Each sound was like a reminder of how hollow everything feels, like playing to an audience that’ll never show up.
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January 8

Days pass, but I couldn’t tell you how many. It’s just me, these keys, and a whole lot of nothing. I wanted this—wanted to be alone, free to make music, let whatever’s in me out. But every time I sit down to play, it’s like there’s a barrier. The silence is eating at me, and no matter what I play, I feel it swallowing the sound, turning everything to static.

The Anchor isn’t steadying me. If anything, it’s dragging me under. I keep pressing these keys, but nothing real comes out. Just hollow sounds echoing back in an empty room. I thought I’d find peace in the quiet, but the only thing I’m finding is how deep it goes.
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January 14

It’s not a song anymore; it’s a curse. The Anchor. I can’t stop hearing it, that slow, haunting melody curling through my mind, taunting me. I record, play back, delete. Over and over, the same pattern, the same notes. Nothing changes. It’s like I’m chasing a ghost that just smirks and slips through my fingers every time I think I’m close.

The nights are worse. Sometimes, I play through until morning, pacing in between, half-wishing I’d hear a sound, any sound, just so I’d know there’s something out there. But no one would know if I screamed or smashed these keys into dust. And maybe that’s the worst part—no one to witness this slow descent, no one to hear the music I’m making that might never see the light of day.
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January 20

I tried recording again today, thinking maybe The Anchor just needed a fresh perspective, maybe I needed a break. Instead, I’m starting to think it’s cursed. The keys feel heavy under my fingers, each note dragging a little more out of me. It’s like they’re draining every bit of energy I have left, taking pieces of me with every chord. I listen to the playback, hoping it sounds better than it feels—but all I hear is emptiness.

There was a time when I could lose myself in music, let it take me somewhere else, anywhere else. Now it’s like I’m playing into a void. No matter what I pour into these songs, the silence just swallows it whole. I stare at the screen, at the recording file labeled The Anchor, and I feel a wave of something—anger, maybe, or despair. Whatever it is, it’s dark and thick, and it’s filling every corner of this room.
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January 25

The more I sit here, the more I start questioning everything. Why am I even doing this? Why am I forcing myself to make music no one will ever hear? The Anchor is just another song in a line of songs that’ll never leave this room. The silence, the isolation—it’s all feeding off me, and I’m giving it everything. But why? Who am I writing for? Myself? Some imaginary listener who’ll never hear it?

I turn off the keyboard and just sit there, staring at the wall. I used to think music was the one thing I could control, but now it feels like it’s controlling me, keeping me tied to this place, to this silence. It’s just me and these walls. Me and The Anchor and all the other songs I’ll never finish. Songs that no one else will ever hear.
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January 30

It’s funny how quickly time slips by when there’s nothing anchoring you to it. I don’t even know what day it is half the time. My phone sits in the corner, dead, and I haven’t bothered to charge it. It’s just another voice in the silence, another reminder of a world that seems like it’s drifting further and further away.

I tried again with The Anchor, telling myself I’d change things up this time. Maybe make it lighter, something that doesn’t feel like I’m playing the notes out of my own chest. But the second I hit those first keys, I was back where I started—heavy, dark, and suffocating. The notes fall, one by one, like weights, and every time I play them, it’s like I’m slipping a little further down. I thought the music would save me, give me some way out. Now I’m not so sure.
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February 5

It’s dark outside. Not that it matters; it feels like it’s always dark in here. The light from the monitor casts a dull glow across the room, and I watch as the recording of The Anchor plays back, the sound filling the air, thick and empty at the same time. I don’t know what I’m looking for, but I keep listening, hoping I’ll hear something I missed, something that’ll make sense of all this.

I haven’t left the house in days. The silence feels like it’s grown claws, gripping onto me, keeping me locked inside. I used to think I liked the quiet, thought it gave me space to create. But now it feels like a predator, circling, waiting for me to give up. I wonder if it’ll ever let go, or if this is it. Just me, the silence, and the endless loop of a song that’s become more of a cage than a melody.
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February 8

Today, I stared at the keyboard for what felt like hours, frozen. There was a time when playing was second nature, when the music just flowed, like it had a life of its own. But now it’s like every note has a price, and I’m paying for it with every ounce of myself. I hit a key, listen to the sound echo through the room, and feel... nothing. Just a hollow sound in a hollow room.

Maybe The Anchor was a mistake. Maybe all of this was a mistake. I used to think music was my escape, my way out. But the more I play, the deeper I seem to sink. It’s like I’m trying to scream underwater, every note drowning before it has a chance to reach the surface. And with every passing day, I’m starting to wonder if there’s even a way out of this.
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February 12

I didn’t sleep last night. The keys kept calling me, and I found myself back here, sitting in the half-dark, fingers pressed against the cold plastic. I tried to play something new, something different, but it’s like my hands don’t know how to move anymore. They keep going back to The Anchor, playing the same haunted chords, circling around me like shadows that won’t let go.

It’s quiet, but not the kind of quiet that feels peaceful. It’s the kind that claws into you, a weight pressing down with every breath. I wanted solitude so I could make something beautiful, something true. But here I am, alone, with nothing to show for it but a song I can’t finish and silence that’s starting to feel more like a prison.

I keep thinking if I just get The Anchor right, it’ll release me. I’ll play the last note, and the silence will finally break. But as I stare at the keys, I realize I don’t even know what that last note sounds like. Maybe that’s the trick—it never ends. Just keeps looping, holding me here, one note at a time.

For the first time, I wonder if I’ll ever play anything else again.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DANCE witi i ABYSS

~ ADIARY OF DESCENT






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





