contacted Terrence Coffin-Grey and asked

him to tell the readers of ASG about his life

and work, and w0 give firsi-hand advice
from his years of experience. This is his
fascinating story, and the information in it
must be invaluable to hunters and would-be
taxidermists. Being an ex-Bulawayo boy
myself, his remarks about the Doddicburn
elephant in the Lowveld Hall of the Bulawayo
Museum, bring back nostalgic memories of
that absolutely magnificent display. Visitors
stand in awe when they are confronted by the
group of animals so  realisic  that
unsophistcared people have been known
recoil in shock at the sight of the enormous
elephant with the other lowveld creatures, Even
the massive man-made wild fig tree has them
fooled... each leaf so real, a work of art. But let
Terrence begin:

The history of the Coffin-Grey origins may nor
be of interese but | have included i because ‘this is
where we came from’ and has some bearing on my
love of the bushveld and all its wildlife,

| have shor everything from elephant
downwards bur I was never a hunter in the correct
| ‘collected specimens for display and
scientific purposes’ excepr when we hunted bush-
buck with a pack of foxhounds in my late reens.
That was hunting! You ran hard 1o keep ahead of
the hunt and carried your trophy up and down
the steep kloofs and hills of the Eastern Cape - no
4x4 vehicles o ferch and carry! My transport was
a 1934 Ford VB rwo door sedan!

1 was born, Terence William Coffin-Gerey mgether
with my twin brother Brian Noble, 19.07,1926,

My parents married in  Selukwe [(now
Churugwe) Rhodesia, serded in Port Elizabech
and set up a racing stable in Newton Park where
the only buildings were rwo dairies and an old
house, We were brought up there in racing stables
which were housed in one of the converted
dairies, We had our own ponies and bred a small
pack of foxhounds to hunt bush-buck and duiker
in the fynbos and the Eastern Cape valley bush
beyond Uitenhage and Sundays River.

All school holidays were spent in Bathurst with
an elderly aunt on the farm Bunkershill, where we
hunted birds and erapped small animals, skinned
them and eried 1o preserve them. My father had
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collected birds with the original Bob Ivy whose
father was a taxidermist. Facher vold us stories of
how the birds were “stuffed’. This is where the
inkerest was born - 1 think!

Hunting and wapping made us very observant of
the wildlife and insect life around us and implanced
u love of the deep valleys, tall yellow woods, palms
and maidenhair ferns of the trickling streams in the
Eastern Cape. We were never blood-thirsty
skellums, but collected serange and wonderful birds
for our ‘museum’ at home.

When we were 13, Father bought us a book on
taxidermy, Pracrical Taxidermy by Montagu
Browne, for five shillings ar a second-hand
bookshop. Browne was the curator of the Town
Museum, Leicester. | think it was published in
1898 but there is no publisher’s dare. | suill have
the book whose author was considered a
crank - he was so far ahead of his ‘stuffing'
contemporaries. Whart a gold-mine of information
for small boys! Later & more modemn book was
added o the collection.

We skinned and mounted everything we
collected = birds, snakes, lizards and small
mammals, moving onto game heads in our late
teens. Our home museum was quite something!

We did not mount specimens for clients. Both of
us vowed never to ler anything out of our hands unril
it was perfect ~ and we sill had a long way o go.

Ambirions? All [ ever wanted to do was to join
o museum and travel Africa like the famous
taxidermist/explorer Karl Akeley of the American
Museum of Natural History. collecting, mounting
and creating huge natural habitar groups in which
to display the beautiful game animals of Africa in
1 NEW Museum.

1 had heard so much of Rhodesia and the wild
life from my parents that that was where [ wanted
to live and hunt.

I finally gotr to Rhodesta with my newly-
wedded wife in 1950, and within 4 years joined
the MNational Museum of Bulawayo as a
axidermist in 1954, | worked under Reay
Smithers, the Director, for 23 years. He raught me
all he knew of field-work. There was no better
field naruralist than the lare Dr Reay Noble
Smithers. He encouraged me, created poses for me
and later pave me che huge responsibility of
creating the many large habimar groups in the
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brand new museum, which was buile in 1961,

| accompanied Reay on many field expeditions w
Botswana and the whale of Rhodeda when he was
doing his bird and small mammal surveys. We spent
six woeks, twice a vear, in the field and [ was in my
element, hunting and fishing, And cthis was work!

I trained a ream of African technicians ro skin
birds and make them up into study-skins and
worked alongside them afier collecting specimens
all day. Reay was a hard raskmaser and he
demanded high sandards from us all - we had w
utilise every minute of the day and somerimes at
night, to crap, hunt and collect everything from
birds, small mammals, beetles, burterflies and
small repriles. Really splendid specimens were
kept for mounting later ar the museum for the
planned displays, others went inte the study
collections which were the finest in Africa, These
collections were used by our own research officers
and taxonomists from around the world,

Camping out under the stars on a piece of
canvas alongside our Landrovers, siting around
the fire at ni.ght with the Ikillnil.‘lE team, listening
to lions roar and hyaenas call, was magic o me
and worth all the swear and wil of wekking
through the southern Botswana wilderness of
sand, tall grass and camel thoms,

One of the highlights of my carcer was being
invited by the Borswana government tw
accompany Prince Bernhardt of the Netherlands
on a safari to the Okavango. | had w ke care
of his few big game wophies and the
smaller mammals he planned ro collecr for a
museum in Holland.,

When the Leowveld Hall, a giant walk-in habirat
group at the National Museum, which displayed a
full mount elephant; giraffe, eland, zebra,
warthog, buffalo, warer-buck and a pride of lions
on a zebra kill, huge rocky outcrops, krantzes and
trees was finally completed in 1978, | resigned. |
went into full-time commercial mxidermy, creating
Taxidermy Enterprises, Bulawayo, Rhodesia, which
[ had been building up over the years.

Looking ahead afer Rhodesia/Zimbabwe
independence and the rapid erosion of law and
order. [ sold the studio and moved 1o Jeffreys Bay
and srarted up all over again!

It took me B years to build up a clientele and
get a nucleus of moulds rogether. Joined by my















