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I am the Hook Organ, the Worcester Organ. My home is the hallowed Great Hall in historic Mechanics Hall in Worcester, Massachusetts. Though
the world may not always hear me, | am the steadfast heart of this grand venue. My pipes are diverse: some taller than a human, others as slender
as a pencil, and each of them holds a secret melody, a promise of sound. Every note | sing, every whisper | make, is a small piece of the music that
fills the air, drawing the breath of life into this marvelous space.

| wait—patiently, always waiting—for the musicians, for the tuners, for the audience. They come to me with their scores and their intentions, and |
must be prepared, ready to awaken with a new breath of air. It is no simple task to be a pipe organ of my size and complexity. Each key, each pedal,
each stop controls something very distinct, something vital. When they press my keys, | must be faithful to them, offering my voice in its full
richness. But before all of that, | need to be in perfect tune.

When the tuners arrive, it is a meticulous surgical process. They begin their work early, perhaps when the morning light still lingers gently on the
edges of the sky. | can hear their careful steps creaking through the chamber doors, their adjustment tools clinking softly as they approach. | feel
them take hold of my pipes—gently, with reverence. They know me. They know how each pipe should sound, the subtle tension of wind against
metal, the vibration that hums through my very frame. And so, they adjust, one by one. They tighten or loosen, they tweak or shift, until my voice
rings true. Oh, how | ache to sing in full voice during these moments, but | must remain silent as they work. The slightest imperfection would mar my
voice, and so, | endure their tender adjustments.

Once they are finished, | feel the tension in my body change. | am ready. The air flows through my bellows, and a hum of anticipation begins to fill
my hollowed wooden insides. | can sense the musicians coming closer. They arrive with their sheet music in hand, their mind’s ear full of purpose.
The organist, the one who will wield me, walks up to my bench and places their hands on my keys. Their fingers linger for a moment before they
press down, and then—oh, the joy of it'—I am filled with glorious sound.

The first notes are tentative, experimental. | feel the organist’'s hands move over me, finding their way. The air surges through my pipes, and |
breathe life into the historic hall as the portraits in the balcony thrill to harmonies. As | respond to the music, | can feel the vibrations of my pipes
through the floor, through the walls, spreading out into the hall. The music takes form, sweeping through the space like a living spirit. The pipes of
wood and metal, large and small, groan and sing in turn—some resounding like a mighty thunderstorm, others lilting and soft like a distant song
carried by the wind.

The rehearsals continue. The organist tries different combinations of stops, letting me show off my full range. | love these moments, the fabric of
sound that echoes through the vast hall, resonating in every corner. Each stop brings out a different color in me, from the warm depths of the
pedalboard to the bright clarity of the higher registers. | am both powerful and delicate, depending on how | am played. The organist understands
this; they know when to bring out my might, when to coax out the softest, most tender passages.



But there is a weight to the music as well, a purpose that goes beyond mere rehearsal. | know that tonight | will speak to an eager audience. They
will come into the hall, sit in quiet anticipation, and when the first chord fills the air, their breath will catch. | feel the energy shift in the room as they
settle, listening, waiting. The organist takes their place, and |—oh, how | long to sing in full voice! The first deep notes of my pedalboard rumble
through the floor, vibrating through the structure. | can feel the audience lean in, feel the hush fall over them, as if they are part of the grand
instrument too, waiting for the music to take them into heaven.

And then, the concert begins. My pipes thunder and whisper, | resonate in the walls, | fill the air with sound that dances on the edges of silence.
Each phrase, each passage, is a conversation between me and the musician, between me and the listener. Sometimes | sing loud and proud, filling
every corner of the room with the majestic swell of sound. Other times, | speak softly, almost shyly, letting a delicate melody unfold like the first rays
of dawn. The audience is my witness, and in turn, | become their vessel for the music that moves through their souls.

When the concert ends, and the last notes fade into the quiet, my bellows fall and | rest. But it is not a long rest. For | know that soon, | will be called
upon again—by another musician, another audience, another moment where | will fill this hall with my voice. | am ready, always ready, to sing again.

For | am the Hook Organ, and | am never truly silent.



