The pipe bellowed. Not one of the usual out of tune organ pipes, but an actual human scream. My perspiring fingers let loose of the organ, as I cringed back like I was being attacked by a supernatural being. Master Cordelias didn’t flinch, but instead he murmured “A B-flat, just as I expected” in an aggressive tone. 
I’d been his apprentice for one month or so, but enough to know that organs didn’t scream notes, they whistle and wheeze but not scream. I lifted my nervously trembling jaw to appoint my statement, but no words came out. 
The majestic grandeur of organ’s loomed above us, it’s millions of bristles varying from sizes of straws to trees as tall as households. The air filled with dust, as a waft of mystical air filled the room. I smelt something odd and faintly bitter, like a piece of dark chocolate being left in a room full of crushed flowers. 
The organ screamed again with a voice of a terrified child and a decaying donkey all in one. 
“The organist which played between the nine worlds astonishingly vanished, not leaving a single trace apart from his rusty old bench. The organ has been, -- merciful ever since, lashing absurd notes occasionally ever since. 
My hands trembled even more than before I reached for the organ for my first and last time.

