
The Chaotic Prelude: A Lovecraftian Tale of Music and 
Madness 

Dr. Alistair Thorne: Keeper of Forbidden Knowledge 

Dr. Alistair Thorne, Professor of Musical Cryptography and Comparative Harmony at Miskatonic 
University's Department of Medieval Metaphysics, had spent fifteen years as the sole curator of the Orne 
Library's Special Collections.  His expertise in twelve-tone theory and combinatorial analysis had made him 
the natural choice to oversee the university's most dangerous acquisitions—manuscripts like the Dhol Chants 
and fragments of the Seven Cryptical Books of Hsan. The seventy-three-year-old scholar possessed dual 
doctorates in musicology and ancient languages, with a particular fascination for the mathematical properties 
of forbidden harmonies. 

The CD had arrived on a rain-soaked Tuesday morning in October 1995, delivered by courier from Portland 
Manufacturing in Pitman, New Jersey—the same pressing plant where Columbia Records had manufactured 
vinyl until the mid-1980s.  The sender, one Marcus Blackwood, had included a note expressing grave 
concerns about the "unusual metallurgical composition" of the master disc and the "disturbing resonances" 
detected during the pressing process.  Blackwood, a senior technician at the plant, claimed the aluminum 
substrate contained trace elements of an unknown metallic compound that exhibited properties inconsistent 
with standard CD manufacturing. 

The Horrifying Mathematics of Doom 

Thorne's hands trembled as he completed his calculations, the implications becoming clear with each 
mathematical progression. Chromatic Dissonance by Echoes of Yith contained exactly 100 tracks, each averaging 
2.3 minutes in length.  The band's enigmatic decision to program the album for randomized playback had 
initially seemed like avant-garde pretension—until Thorne recognized the melodic fragments embedded 
within tracks 7, 42, 13, 66, and 89. 

These five specific tracks, when played in precise sequential order, formed a complete transliteration of Act 
II, Scene iv from The King in Yellow—the very passage Robert W. Chambers had deemed too dangerous to 
publish in full.  Thorne's analysis revealed that the probability of this exact sequence occurring during a 
random shuffle was approximately 1.11 × 10⁻¹⁰ per complete playthrough. 

As Dr. Thorne’s calculations grew more dire, he turned to the liner notes and press clippings, hoping for 
some clue to the album’s genesis.  The band, Echoes of Yith, was avant-garde even by Arkham standards, but 
it was their sound engineer, Eliot Marsh, who drew Thorne’s attention.  A brief mention in a fanzine 
interview caught his eye: Marsh, a Vermont native, had a “troubled childhood” and found solace in music 
after his parents’ involvement with a failed New England cult. 

Thorne dug deeper.  Marsh’s obsession with randomness and recursion had driven the album’s 
structure—insisting on exactly one hundred tracks, layering cryptic motifs, and weaving hidden harmonies 
into the mix.  The band had indulged his eccentricities, never suspecting deeper meaning. In the liner notes, 
Marsh’s only comment was a cryptic dedication: “For those who seek meaning in chaos.” 



A chill crept up Thorne’s spine.  Marsh’s past, the occult history of the pressing plant, and the album’s 
mathematical structure—each was an innocent fragment, but together they formed a pattern as old as the 
mythos itself.  The horror was not in malice, but in the inevitability of recurrence: the universe using the 
debris of forgotten cults and random chance to open doors best left closed. 

The album's meteoric rise to #37 on the Billboard Top 40 after just 30 days meant an estimated 1 million 
copies had been sold.  With average listeners playing the album three times daily, Thorne calculated 3 million 
global plays per day.  The expected number of successful summoning sequences per day was a mere 
0.0003—yet this translated to a mean time of approximately 31 days until the first successful invocation would 
occur. 

The Mounting Horror 

As Thorne stared at his calculations, a cold dread settled into his bones. The mathematics were inexorable: 
given the album's release date 30 days prior, there was already a 0.99% probability that the fatal sequence had 
been completed somewhere in the world. Even more terrifying, his research into the pressing plant's history 
revealed disturbing connections to previous occult incidents. 

The Pitman facility had been built atop the foundations of a 19th-century spiritualist commune, and several 
pressing plants across the United States had reported unexplained phenomena during the 1990s.  Blackwood's 
letter mentioned that three technicians had suffered nervous breakdowns during the Chromatic Dissonance 
pressing run, all reporting nightmares of "piping flutes in cosmic darkness" and mathematical sequences that 
"shouldn't exist.” 

Thorne's expertise in Lovecraftian lore told him exactly what those sequences represented: the harmonic 
intervals necessary to breach the barriers between dimensions and summon Azathoth, the Daemon Sultan 
who dwells at the center of ultimate chaos. The random nature of CD shuffling created the perfect 
mechanism for an unintentional summoning—millions of unwitting participants in a global ritual of cosmic 
proportions. 

The Final Revelation 

Racing to his office telephone, Thorne's worst fears materialized as the WYAK Radio DJ's voice crackled 
through the static: "We interrupt for breaking news: All contact with San Francisco has ceased.  No signals—military, 
civilian, or emergency—are getting through.  It's as if the entire Bay Area vanished at 9:18 PM Pacific." 

The professor's blood ran cold as he realized the truth. San Francisco, with its vibrant music scene and high 
concentration of early CD adopters, would have been among the first cities to reach the statistical threshold.  
As the radio dissolved into otherworldly harmonics that seemed to emanate from the fabric of reality itself, 
Thorne understood that humanity's love affair with random shuffle had become the key to its own 
destruction. 

Outside his window, the stars began to wink out one by one, replaced by the writhing geometries of a cosmos 
now unbound from the dream of Azathoth.  The 1990s would end not with celebration, but with the 
systematic unraveling of reality itself, one randomized playlist at a time. 
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