
The Organ Transplant 

It came to a head just before Christmas 2009.  Anne had been missing more notes and the organ 

tuner, Andrew Cooper, was advising that something had to be done.   

Perry Hill Chapel has had a pipe organ since 1937.  The first organ was built by Gray and Davison and 

given by Mrs Amelia Philps in memory of her husband Frank.  Amelia, Anne’s great aunt, was 

organist at Perry Hill Chapel from 1884 to 1939,.  This was a grand instrument mounted on a high 

platform at the front of the church.  It gave good service but eventually became somewhat 

temperamental – we gave Anne the benefit of the doubt and chose to believe it was the organ and 

not Anne that had become temperamental.  The organ had a pneumatic action and moving parts 

were wood and canvas.  A bowl of water was kept underneath in an attempt to give a reasonably 

constant humidity and some measure of consistency of action.  Some notes would fail to come at 

the organists beckoning and the foot pedals struggled to find enough breath to respond as they 

should. 

 

 

On 26 March 2010, Anne, Rosie and I were on the ferry to the Isle of Wight to visit Griffiths & 

Cooper, Organ Builders of Ryde and view the replacement organ offered.  It looked good and Anne 

was happy with it.  We decided to go ahead.  A delivery date was set and I set about removing the 

old organ.  This was not a free-standing organ but a collection of parts built into the walls and floor 

of the church.  Removing it meant dismantling it piece by piece – the keyboard, facia and frame, 

wooded pipes, metal pipes, keyboards, sliders, levers and linkages.  Hundreds, perhaps thousands or 

wood screws had to be taken out.  I wondered at the wooden slides and valves and the intricate 

wooded linkages.  It was a splendid piece of work to behold with the mark of craftsmanship.  They 

don’t make ‘em like that anymore.  It was sad to destroy this workmanship – the care and skill of 

men I did not know.  Like the work of the men and women in this little chapel since 1822, it remains 

in the ethos of what we do here. 

The Ten Commandments were revealed on the wall plaster.  Well, six of them actually, the other five 

having been painted out of the panel on the other side of the church many years ago.  The floor in 

that corner of the church disappeared as I removed structurally suspect timbers and crumbling 

brickwork.  It became apparent that we might have lost organ and organist into the abyss at any 

time if low notes had been struck too enthusiastically.  It was like an ancient tomb down there with 

We were faced with the choice of spending 

£30,000 to have a new movement fitted or 

disposing of the organ that was literally part of 

the church. 

Andrew Cooper found us a used organ suitable 

for a small church like ours.  We deliberated 

and unanimously decided as a congregation 

that we would like to continue to have a pipe 

organ if possible.  We set about raising the 

£10000 needed, and soon received a generous 

response from the members. 

 



nearly a hundred years of dust.  I approached this part of the work cautiously.  Would I find bones of 

resting members there?  I found only dust and debris. 

We decided to build a new platform a little lower than the old one.  This involved building new 

supporting walls and new joists.  The concrete steps had to be cut back to blend with the new 

elevations and we gained a little more floor area that had to be concreted and tiled.  I made a lot of 

dust. 

Ray Hart, one of our older members had done a wonderful job a few years ago of replacing the wood 

panelling around the church (but not the part behind the organ, of course). 

I consulted Ray for his advice and selected pine boarding that would match his work.  Ray had 

panelled the whole chapel.  I only had the organ corner to do but even that involved hundreds of 

feet of boarding, each piece to be saw to the right dimensions.  I worked fast, taking care but not 

labouring over measurements and actions.  I don’t believe in the supernatural or magic but I don’t 

think I’ve ever done such good work and, if I was a less pragmatic person, I might have felt my hand 

was being guided.  Like most amateur craftsmen, I usually make a few mistakes but I don’t think I 

made a wrong cut to concrete or pine throughout that summer.  Everything went into place 

smoothly and the finished job was pleasing to me and seemed to have the approval of the members. 

There were a couple of mishaps, just to keep me in my place.  I had to cut some floor tiles with a 

Stanley knife in a corner that could only be approached left-handed.  I thought I was fairly 

ambidextrous and proceeded accordingly.  I slipped with the knife and sliced off the top part of my 

right thumb, above the nail, that had been steadying the tile.  This interrupted the work long enough 

to get the wound bandaged.  Somewhat to my surprise, the thumb restored itself, complete with 

fingerprint quite quickly. 

While I was making a mess I thought I would attend to the top of a window frame that appeared to 

be rotting.  I went up the ladder and poked at the suspect area to determine the extent of decay.  

After a couple of pokes a cloud of bees emerged, angry at being disturbed and they proceeded to 

teach me a lesson.  I had several stings to head and arms by the time I descended the ladder and 

made a hurried exit out of the church and down the road, pursued for some distance by my 

attackers.  This was a Sunday afternoon.  Perhaps I should not have been working on Sunday?  I 

stopped work for the day and returned on Monday morning armed with chemicals for warfare but, 

when I entered the church the floor was carpeted – with dead bees, thousands of them.  I swept 

them up by the bucket full.  It was alright to work on Monday apparently. 

With the encouragement, tea supplied and assistance given by members the work was finished and 

we were reread for Andrew to install the new organ.  It immediately looked at home and now, after 

a couple of years, the new pine has aged to match the colour of Ray Harts’ panelling. 

 


