
Journal – Polish Nationals and Prestige Sale 99 
By Jeffrey Wintersteen 

 
Warsaw, 8/12/99 
 
It seems hard to believe that we have already been in Poland for 2 days.  I am laying in 
bed contemplating this simple fact and watching the first hint of dawn spread across the 
reflective waters of the Vistula.  I can feel the hectic pace of the life I left 9 time zones 
ago is slowly ebbing from my body, replaced by the gentle rhythm of Poland. 
 
My wife and Is flight across the Atlantic to Vienna was fairly full and I suffered with the 
usual problems of trying to arrange my legs into the confines of coach seating.  After a 
reasonable steak dinner washed down with an Austrian red, I settled in with my 
“homework” for the evening.  This entailed pouring over the sales list for what must have 
been the fifteenth time and finish compiling my list of “must see” horses.  My advice for 
any breeder going to Poland is doing your homework.  The Polish studs are singularly 
unique in the world in that nowhere else can one walk through barn after barn and see so 
many foals from the same stallion out of a variety of mares, an excellent opportunity for 
comparison.  For the typical small American breeder with three mares it would take 
several lifetimes to acquire the knowledge the Poles can acquire in a couple breeding 
seasons on the specifics of various stallions and how their sire lines nick with the various 
dam lines. 
 
For any would be student of Polish breeding it is important to first learn the relevant sire 
lines.  Since, there are only a few so it is a reasonable task.  The more complicated task is 
learning the intricacies of the mare lines, due mostly to the significant number of great 
mares in Poland.  It must be noted, however, that it in the mares where Poland’s greatness 
lies.  It is a simple fact that there are no great stallions in Poland that did not come from a 
great mare. 
 
My task that evening was to sort through some of the younger horses that I wanted to see.  
Since my time was to be short at the studs, I need to organize my list, and identify who 
was where. It is these rising stars that are going to shape the direction of Poland’s future, 
making them especially interesting to see.  As a example, I had seen Ganges as a yearling 
at the colt farm in Micha
ów, now he stands poised to become the next Polish National 
Champion.  For me it has been intriguing to be able to follow his success at the track and 
now his return to the show ring.  I also wanted to spend some time with the great dams of 
Poland.  In particular I was anxious to see Europa, the grand dam of my Europejczyk son 
at home, as well as all the Europejczyk get a point of comparison. 
 
I finally succumb to sleep and put aside my work to try and rest.  However, the 
continuous drone of the engine, no place for my legs, and the excitement of what lay 
ahead all combined for a restless night.  After a few hours of tossing and turning, hues of 
pink lit the clouds covering the English coast.  The lights of the cabin flicked on and we 
were soon served coffee and tea as the plane made its way over mainland Europe, and 
then slowly began its decent to Vienna. 



  
The main terminal was already crowded with fellow travelers as we stretched our legs 
after an all night flight. .  We passed the time till our Austrian Air flight left for Warsaw 
by eating chocolate and apple strudel.  The Austrian Air flight was cramped though 
thankfully short.  We laughed suspiciously at the “jelly meats” offered us, choosing 
instead the familiar ham, bread cheese and more chocolate. 
 
We eased through customs in Warsaw and made our way to the Hertz counter where we 
picked up our rental car, a Fiat Punto.  It looked like a shiny red, futuristic golf cart, but 
in fairness with a touch more power.  Soon we off into the labyrinth of Warsaw with 
myself at the wheel and my Lori navigating in an attempt to find our hotel, while keeping 
an ever watchful eye on the hectic traffic that flowed around us.  We actually found our 
hotel with little more than a couple wrong turns.  “Hotel” is actually a misnomer, as the 
Hotel Aldona is a converted barge that sits moored on the banks of the Vistula.  While the 
rooms were small and simple, they were clean and we were thankful for a place to finally 
rest.   
 
The next morning we had a very American breakfast at Dunkin Donuts, returned to the 
hotel, and showered to get ready for our first Polish Prestige event -- the preview of the 
racing colts.  We made a hair-raising drive south through the city to the track in time to 
poke around a bit before the preview started.  It was a pleasure to see George Zbyszewski 
and Tomasz Skotnicki, my Polish mentors and friends so far from home.  The upstairs 
that housed the VIP lounge also had numerous paintings of Arabians racing and cavorting 
at the track.  It was fun to see.  Soon, everyone was gathered for the preview, and we 
made out way outside to find a good seat. 
 
Subaru (Europejczyk x Sarmacja/ Gil) was the first colt.  He was a Goliath at 15.2+ and 
was the best of the racers offered.  He exuded power through his large hip and shoulder 
despite his gentle demeanor.  Etranzer was second, also out of Europejczyk by Etra, a 
Pepi daughter.  Though much smaller than his paternal brother, Etranzer was much 
typier.  I really enjoyed him and afterwards asked his groom to pull him aside to get a 
better look.  Another colt that I had much anticipated seeing was Erbil, a Monogramm 
son out of Polish and European Champion mare Esklawa.  He had a breathtaking neck 
and head though he was on the small side topping out at 14.2.  Another colt of interest 
was the gray Monogramm son Eskobar by the Probat daughter Estela.  Eskobar had only 
had two starts on the track, but won them both.  I also liked the titan El-Kan (Fawor x 
Ekawa/ Alcazar), who like Subaru was 15.2+. 



 
The *Europejczyk son Etranzer 

 
After the preview, we packed into the car and headed to see the rest of the sale horses at 
Janów Podlaski -- 2 hours east towards the Belarussian border.   It was a genuine pleasure 
to pull into the gates of Janów again; it had been 4 years since my last visit, decidedly 
much too long.  Unlike my previous visit, the farm was alive with the bustle of activity.  
It was clear that the Nationals and the Prestige Sale was a much bigger event than I had 
originally anticipated.  Throughout the two main paddocks that stand before the clock 
tower, there was a swarm of workers erecting snack huts, VIP tents and advertising 
booths.   
 
Lori and I took a walk around the stud, as we had quite a bit of time before the preview 
got under way.  We headed down the path to the mare barns that lie to the north west of 
the clock tower.  Because of the sale and nationals, there was a majority of outside horses 
being stabled here.  This meant that horses were no longer in their regular stall, as well as 
grooms from the other studs there to look after their horses.  As I neared the west end of 
the furthermost barn, I saw a groom schooling a gray horse that was simply fantastic.  
From the distance, I could only guess it was a colt, but the smoothness of body, long legs, 
level topline and incredibly long, shapely neck was phenomenal.  I smiled to myself, 
thinking this was going to be a great event. 
 
By the time I arrived at the barn, the groom had returned the horse to his stall.  I eagerly 
read the nameplate, D� bowiec, a colt by Monogramm out of Debowka who was a large 
and very necky Eternit daughter of Micha
ów that had died a few years ago.  D� bowiec 
eyed me from the other end of his stall, and then stepped up to have his ears scratched.  
He had a beautiful head, a kind soft eye, and a seemingly great disposition, which is a 
must for me.  Despite his quality, I was looking for mares and continued to meander 
down the barn row, which was mostly colts from Micha
ów, and a majority out of 
Monogramm.  Since they were outside horse, they were in the mare stalls, which meant 



that there was little to separate the horses, they could touch noses and rub necks easily 
enough.  Despite this, there were little snorting or general stallion antics.  There seems to 
be a gentleness in Poland that even the stallions heed. 
 
I made it through a few more barns enjoying the mares and their foals until I found 
myself with the mare I most wanted to see, Albula (Fawor x Algeria/ Celebes).  Albula 
was just as I pictured her, and it was great to be there, stroke her neck and tickle the chin 
of her Eukaliptus filly.  Who could ever put a price on the two animals that occupied that 
stall?  I guess that would be answered tomorrow. 
 
I was a little late arriving at the Silent Sale and Prestige preview, owing mostly to the fact 
that I had no idea where it was being held and it took some hunting.  Finally I joined the 
small crowd that had gathered behind the white walls of the stallion barn.  The seats 
where taken so I worked my way in between a couple benches and found a spot on the 
grass for an unobstructed view.  They started with the silent sale mares and I especially 
like lot S5 Espalda (Endel x Estela/ Probat).  She was a snow-white mare with wonderful 
structure and an impressive race pedigree in foal to the miracle horse Druid.  Still, despite 
her racing prowess, she exhibited the type of which her “E” dam line is so famous for -- 
Elkana, Estokada, Emanacja, Emigrantka to name a few.  The mare that followed her was 
also an eye catcher, Ewelina (Wojslaw x Egzotyka/ Probat) with a pedigree that 
demanded attention.  My good friend Scott Benjamin had told me that Egzotyka had 
never had a bad foal, and so far his theory was holding up easily. 
 
The Silent Sale colts were then trotted out, and the second one was the gray I had seen 
earlier by the barns, D� bowiec.  He trotted out powerfully, neck arching at an amazing 
length.  The groom then stopped him and stood him up not more than 10 feet from me.  
He was superb.  I looked around briefly to see if others were as taken as I was.  He was 
so upright, long necked with a wonderful pole and shape.  His shoulder was a mile long 
giving way to a short back.  His legs were long and despite the Kuhailan Haifi sire line, 
he gave the wonderful feel of an elegant, stretchy Saklawi stallion.  I was completely 
impressed.  The groom trotted him back and with little fanfare the preview continued, 
despite my desire to see more of the gray colt. 
 
To my disappointment, a couple horses had been scratched and would not be sold.  In the 
group was Kulig, the only son of Kawalkada in Poland, a colt I very much wanted to see.  
The next real eye catcher was Premier (out of Premiera/ Piechur), a snorty chestnut look 
alike son of Monogramm with sensational movement. He had a completely different 
attitude than D� bowiec.  Some of the others that I enjoyed were, of course, the 
Europejczyk son Pinczów out of one of the most famous dam lines at Janów, Pilarka.  He 
had outstanding English movement that was fun to watch.  Another Europejczyk son on a 
completely different type of dam was Wezuwiuz (pronounced like the Italian volcano), 
who could also trot up a storm.  The Arbil son Fanfaron was a clone of his sire and aptly 
named as he cavorted around the staging area.  
 
With the Silent Sale horse finished, they began with the Prestige horses and like a thunder 
clap Druid (Wojslaw x Dalida/ Probat) was before me.  He is solid muscle and bone that 



looks 16 hands despite his true measurement of 15.1.  Druid is touted as the greatest race 
horse in 70 years since the great Kaszmir.  Though my personal nomination for that title 
would be Europejczyk, since he never lost a race, it was not something that I was 
prepared to dispute as I watched this stallion before me.  He stood motionless, vibrant 
and alert, almost cognizant of his effect on those gathered to see him.  I noticed it was not 
just the international guests of the Polish Prestige that were crowding to get a glimpse, 
but the door way to the stallion barn was crowded with all the grooms, Prestige help, 
Animex personal, even Janów’s Director, Marek Trela, to see this stallion.  It was clear, 
this was one of those moments of Polish Arabian history that will be remembered, and 
nobody needed to be told, it hung thick in the air.  It was savored by everyone, knowing 
later they could tell others, “yes, I was there.  I was there when Druid was sold.” 
 
It was poor Eskambia (Monogramm x Estepona/ Pepton) that had the unenviable task of 
following Druid.  In typical Monogramm fashion though, she did herself proud.  Other 
Prestige horses that caught my eye were Gloria (Eukaliptus x Gildia/ El Paso), Frejlina 
(Pepton x Finezja/ Gedymin), and the stunning Ekoletta (Endel x Ekologia/ Piechur).  
Ekoletta lived up to her famous “E” dam line and strutted her stuff accordingly.  I liked 
Egzotyka, the 1991 Polish National Champion Mare, and so highly regarded by my 
friend Scott.  Eunona was also nice, the second best Eukaliptus daughter in the sale and 
carried the designer label of Micha
ów Stud.  Alcistka (out of Almeria by Probat) was 
one of the nicest Europejczyk daughters I have seen; so desert Kuhailan, a granddaughter 
of the greatest Kuhailan mare, Algeria.  The anticipation was then building for the first 
three lots.  Petycja trotted out, the sacrifice of Bialka out of their most prolific “P” line of 
Pentoda.  Then it was Albula’s turn.  In truth, while I was excited about the possibility to 
see her, but was disappointed that she was being sold.  I had hoped to be able to see her 
every time I returned to Poland.  With her tail over her back, she put on a show that was 
her characteristic trademark.  Then the regal Grenlandia (Eukaliptus x Getynga/ Palas) 
commanded the attention of everyone who could see her.  What a priceless mare?  
Though I confess, if some benevolent benefactor asked me which one I would want, it 
would be the Kuhailan princess Albula.  Besides, she was again in foal to Eukaliptus, so 
maybe I could have my Eukaliptus daughter plus Albula.  It was nice to dream! 
 
That evening there was a VIP reception at Zaborek, a beautiful country estate a few 
kilometers from Janów.  A dirt road wound its way by a trout pond and scenic windmill 
idyllically set in freshly cut fields.  The Prestige company had tastefully arranged for the 
evening’s theme to be a Podlasie wedding, complete with locals playing out the parts 
adorned in authentic folk costumes.  A tremendous buffet had been set out on log tables 
set beneath a rough-cut country style gazebo.  A blazing bonfire served to ward off the 
summer evening chill as the air was filled with the smell of a roasting pig over an open 
pit and the sounds of the Polish performers dancing and singing.  It was a great pleasure 
to meet the American breeder George Altenburg, the new owner of Pepton.  We met also 
numerous Europeans, and finally shared a table with Dick and Christine Reed of Great 
Britain, who I had conversed with for several years via the Internet, but never met in 
person.  We ate, talked, and laughed, as trays of Polish vodka made their rounds, which 
only served to heighten the festive atmosphere as we cherished the generous hospitality. 
 



By 11 p.m. the jet lag, which had put us in bed at 5 pm the previous evening, was 
pressing us to find our lodging.  The Prestige Company had arranged accommodations 
for us in a private home back in the village of Janów.  We made the short drive back and 
found the house easy enough.  Our host, Mr. Grabowski and his entire family were 
waiting up for us.  We were fortunate that the daughter spoke English, so communication 
was made considerably easier.  We were too exhausted for extended conversation, 
however, and soon collapsed into the comfortable bed. 
 
Janów 8/13/99 
 
While I had hopes of rising early and heading into Janów for a early morning look 
around, perhaps even the chance of watching the mares and foals turned loose to water, I 
just couldn’t rise much before 7:30 am.  Since the Polish Nationals was starting at 9 am, 
there was just enough time to enjoy a breakfast that included hot tea, coffee, bread, ham 
and cheese served by the family.  We also had the great pleasure to meet our fellow 
houseguests, Jos and Katya Westin from Belgium, and David and Eveline Marriott from 
Great Britain.  The breakfast conversation quickly fell into horses and there was immense 
interest in comparing the industry on both sides of the Atlantic.  Topics ranged from 
show practices, both good and bad, to the marketability of foals.  Jos was kind enough to 
recommend attire for the day, and I unpacked the blue blazer my mother had insisted I 
take.  To my surprise, it had made the journey with no wrinkles. 
 
By 8:30 Lori and I were walking through the bustle of activity on the way to the 
temporarily erected show grounds on the stud.  We ducked through the entrance of the 
VIP tent to find the tables marked with nametags.  Ours was conveniently situated facing 
the center of the show grounds.  As we waited for the first class, we were served pastries 
and coffee, which gave me time to read the day’s program sitting on the table, “Polski 
Naradowy Pokaz Koni Arabskich Czytej Krwi”, or translated “Polish National 
Championships for Arabian Horses”.  Since I was unfamiliar with the European judging 
system, I did a quick review of the point system.  There were three judges who could 
award up to twenty points for each of the following categories: type, head and neck, 
body, legs, and movement, for a total possible score of 100 points per horse.  The three 
judges scores were then averaged for the final score. 
 
The show format entailed the handlers leading the all horses around the ring at a walk in 
the order that they were to appear.  The horses were then brought in individually at a trot 
around the ring, stood up (in much more relaxed manner than US horses!), walked from 
the judge then towards them, and then one final trot around the ring.  The score was read 
off for each judge in each category, and then the final total.  This meant that as the class 
progressed, you knew exactly where the horses stood relative to each other.  It also meant 
that the same handler could take in several different horses.   
 
The first class of the morning was yearling fillies.  The onlookers were hushed as the 
nervous fillies were paraded around the ring.  I was faced with a dilemma -- I was 
instructed to video the entire show for my parents back home, but battery life and the 
number of tapes I had with me precluded me from videoing the entire day’s events.  My 



task however was made easier by the predictability of Polish breeding.  I could almost 
pick the winners from their pedigrees before they even entered the ring and could 
therefore limit my filming to the top 5 or 6.  The first filly was Bajgora, full sister to 
Batyskaf, 1996 Polish National Champion Stallion, and Race Horse of the Year and sold 
to Turkey for $450,000.  From the moment Bajgora entered the ring, I knew what a 
tremendous show this would be.  Her movement was fantastic for a yearling, elegant and 
feminine.  Her stable mate, Pianossa (Eukaliptus x Pinia/ Probat), held up the honors for 
Janów by posting the score of 89.67.  A rare Eukaliptus bay had an incredible neck, and 
exotic eye and head.  The phenomenal Emmona out of the Reserve Polish National 
Champion mare, Emilda, only outdid her.  Emmona is just one of the fantastic 
Monogramm fillies and signified the long march of Micha
ów honors in the mare classes 
this day.  Another filly that certainly deserves mention was El Dorada, out of 1992 Polish 
National Champion Mare Emigrantka, who placed 3rd.  She was sired by Sanadik El 
Shaklan, one of the few foals from the stud’s attempts with frozen semen. 
 
The colts are not shown at the Nationals, having to wait until they are 5 when they first 
enter the show ring in the stallion class.  Consequently the next class was the two-year-
old fillies.  It should also be noted that the show serves to exhibit the friendly competition 
between the three studs and it was here that Janów was able to pull one of two major 
upsets of the day by capturing the class and subsequent Jr. Champion Filly with the 
Saklawi Anegdota ( Eldon x Angola/ Palas).  Anegdota had the benefit genetically of her 
dam that was 1990 Polish National Champion Mare and her phenomenal sire Eldon who 
continues to be the chief sire of the Ilderim (Aquinor) sire line in Poland.  My personal 
preference, however, was the ultra exotic Espadrilla (Monogramm x Emanacja/ 
Eukaliptus).  Her neck, exquisite head, and true English motion was spectacular.  To my 
disappointment, she fell to third, though I have little doubt that at some point she will 
take a National title. 
 
I soon discovered one of the pleasantries of the Polish Nationals, the casualness and 
inviting format of the show.  After the Junior Filly Championships, the grooms remained 
for congratulations from the directors and photographs for those who wished it.  It was 
also allowed for those under the tent to venture out and capture a photograph or two of 
the moment. 
 
We then had a small break and were served lunch.  Jos had wandered over to the table 
and asked me how I was enjoying the events.  He was almost giddy as he assured me that 
it was the mare classes that were the real jewels of the show.  Though I was still 
reflecting on Espadrilla, I hoped that he was right and was looking forward to the next 
three classes. 
 
It was the next class of 4 - 6 year old mares that things did indeed begin to heat up.  The 
fiery chestnut Kwestura, whose temperament matched her glistening coat, supplied the 
heat.  While her sculptured head, refined neck, and solid body are to be admired, it is 
when all of this goes into motion that she transforms into the epitome of freedom of 
movement, type, and presence that is the essence of the Arabian breed.  She is a 
testament to her sire, the fantastic dam Kwesta and the breeding wisdom of former 



Michalów Director Jaworowski.  The simple fact remains that of Poland’s mares in this 
category, Michalów’s Monogramm daughters have no equal as they captured all the top 
five places.  Second to Kwestura was the Egzotyka daughter Eskalopka, again piling on 
proof to Scott’s claim that the 1991 Polish National Champion Mare has indeed never 
had a bad foal. 

 
Kwestura winning her class. 

 

I was anxious for the next class of mares 7 to 10 years old -- in particular to see Wiazma, 
the Kuhailan Arbil daughter and out of US National Champion Mare Wizja.  It was, 
however, the first mare Egna (Eukaliptus x Egzotyka/ Probat) that completely captured 
my heart and was, in my opinion, the hands down winner.  Her femininity, regal bearing, 
and absolute Arabian type was yet another confirmation of her sire’s undeniable ability to 
produce the greatest mares in the world -- and yet again, she was out of Egzotyka.  It was 
to my great disappointment that Egna fell behind the final mare of the class, Argentyna 
(Partner x Arra/ Bandos).  While Argentyna was a mare of great merit, I thought she 
paled in comparison to Egna and it served to remind me we were still at a horse show 
with all the varying opinions that make this so interesting. 
 
The last class of mares was 11 years and older, a class with which my family had 
personal interest and a financial stake.  This is due to the fact we had secured 3 breedings 
to the newest Polish sensation in America, *Emanor.  *Emanor’s mother, Emanacja, was 
to be shown in the aged mare class.  The grand dams of Poland would make their regal 
appearance; of particular note was Kwesta (Pesennik x Kabala/ Palas), the dam of 
Kwestura, Palestra (Penitent x Patera/ Bandos) -- a mare of unbelievable motion and 
beauty, and finally Emanacja (Eukaliptus x Emigracja/ Palas).  Emanacja was fresh from 
her All Nations Cup win in Aachen and looked as expected.  I had been warned that she 
did not have the motion of some of the other mares, and all be it true, I secretly suspect 
this is do to with her general attitude about showing.  She stands there queenly, almost as 
if knowing she needs to do nothing else to be awarded the top prize.  Indeed, she was 
correct and won the class over Palestra who was second.   



 

 
Emanacja winning National Champion Mare. 

 

In the championship class, the advantage falls squarely to the aged mares as they have 
had the opportunity to dry out, something the Polish mares do eloquently.  In this regard, 
Emanacja had no equal, her head and neck was outstanding and deserved of the highest 
honor of National Champion Mare of Poland.  In reflection, I was very much impressed 
with the overall type appearance of the mares shown, and yet they exhibited fantastic 
substance in the body with breathtaking motion.  As my father later reviewed the videos, 
he commented again and again on the deep hips and shoulders on this display of 
extraordinary mares. 
 
At this point, I could no longer stand to video, wanting to see the stallion class without 
having to look through the camera for part of the class.  I handed over the camera to Lori 
and prepared for the 5 to 10 year old stallions.  I expected the winner would be Ganges 
(Monogramm x Garonna/ Fanatyk) and had confidently pronounced that to all at our 
guest house that morning.  I had last seen Ganges in the spring of ‘95, and truthfully at 
that time we had preferred his stable mate Ekstern (Monogramm x Ernestyna/ Piechur) to 
Ganges.  Ekstern had won the Jr. Champion of Poland in the annual spring show, with 
Ganges coming in reserve.  Ganges (pronounced like Ganges Khan -- the ancient ruler of 
the Mongolian steppes) had been a cautious yearling, not exhibiting the confidence of 
Ekstern.  Mr. Jaworowski had offered the comment that he preferred Ganges, and as a 
result Ekstern is now on lease in Belgium and Ganges remains in Poland.  I must admit 
that it is no surprise Mr. Jaworowski was correct. 
 
The powerful bay Ganges, that led the procession of stallions into the ring, was certainly 
not the timid youngster that I had seen 4 years ago.  I was absolutely transfixed on this 
pure Kuhailan horse, reminiscent of the fantastic steed depicted in the Juliusz Kossak 



painting of Jan Sobieski’s triumphant reception in Vienna after the siege of 1683.  His 
coat gleamed in the late afternoon light, seemingly paper-thin over the powerful muscles 
underneath.  He exuded masculinity and strength.  His necked arched powerfully with a 
thick cascade of jet-black mane.  There was not a stitch of white on his handsome face, 
and as he made his was around the ring, his large dark eyes made contact with the each 
person individually in a kingly manner.  The arena was filled with the snorting of 
stallions, yet Ganges was quiet -- his body quivering with excitement.  
 

 
Ganges in a rare moment of quiet during his presentation. 

 
When Ganges returned individually to the ring to be presented, the Polish crowd on the 
other side of the VIP area erupted.  He simply refused to stand quietly, instead rearing 
and prancing as if anything else was beneath him.  When he was asked to trot, the crowd 
erupted again, and he gave them what they asked for with powerful, fluid and level 
motion.  Later at the presentation in Michalów, Izabella Zawadzka commented that he 
was an improved version of Bask.  High expectations indeed, but if any horse can live up 
to them, it is this one. 
 
In my opinion, the other horses were a notch below Ganges, but the chestnut Pinczów 
(Europejczyk x Pinia/ Probat) had simply fantastic motion, easily level.  The Eukaliptus 
son Nimb, out of Nejtyczanka by Banat, had a tremendous shoulder and unbelievably 
long neck.  The very nicely balanced Alegro son Angor was typey and smooth.  The 
Saklawi Emigrant was nice contrast in strains of the Kuhailan Ganges, with excellent 
motion.  I also appreciated the compact and wonderfully built Monar (Wojslaw x 
Mitrega/ Probat).  The last stallion of the class was my favorite, next to Ganges of course, 
Eksport.  Exsport is out of Esparceta by Fawor, and is perhaps the most beautiful 
Europejczyk son in Poland -- a candidate to replace his sire.  In the end, however, the 
results were surprising; Angor beat Ganges by .73 points to take first place.  It was a 



great let down for me, I was anxious to see Ganges crowned Polish National Champion 
Stallion, a title I am sure he will have at some point. 
 
The aged stallion class saw the return of the graceful old gentlemen Balon (Gwarny x 
Ballada/ Partner), who was now 20 years old.  While he has been Reserve on numerous 
occasions, he has yet to win the title of National Champion.  He would have to wait 
another year, however, as Ararat (Palas x Arra/ Bandos) won the class and went on to be 
named National Champion Stallion with Angor from the previous class reserve. 
 
The classes were over, but we still remained in the VIP area waiting for a breeding 
parade in memory of the late Director of Janów, Andrzej Krzysztalowicz.  I took 
advantage of the brief break and wandered over to the paddock behind the tent and took a 
picture of Eurol (Alegro x Europa/ Bandos) and give the legend Eukaliptus a pat on the 
nose.  He seemed anxious to enter show ring and pay respects to his illustrious breeder.  
The breeding parade was an amazing collection of horses with representatives of the dam 
lines of Gazella, Mlecha, Sahara, Woloszka, Szamrajówka and Sherife.  The finale was a 
group of 8 mares -- all with foals and most of them by Eukaliptus -- who were led to the 
far end of the arena.  Included in this illustrious band were Argentyna, Pinia, Albigowa, 
and Albula.  They were then turned loose and ran freely around the ring in a dramatic 
display, the dust rising like smoke into the fading twilight.  It was supremely touching 
display to a man that had given his life to the Arabian horse, a man whose vision, 
courage, and compassion will be forever manifested in the horses he left behind. 
 
Janów 8/14/99 
 
This morning I was able to rise early and made the short walk from the house to stud.  
Though it was 5:30 am, it was fully light, the benefit of a land pushed to the far eastern 
edge of the central European time zone.  I was hoping to start checking off the horses that 
I wanted to see.  Before that, however, I need to make the mandatory stop at the grave 
marker of Czort ( my colt’s great grandfather), Celebes, and Bandola.  As I was 
approaching the path, Director Trela was coming the other way.  We stopped and chatted 
briefly, he seemed to appreciate the fact that I was coming to pay my respects.  He also 
told me that Parma (Aswan x Pokaznaja/ Knippel) was also buried there, and expressed 
the need to get a plaque for her as well.  I inquired about where I might find Europa 
(Bandos x Eunice/ Comet) With a voice heavy with sadness, he informed me I was two 
weeks too late, she had just died.  We turned to begin walking back towards the first mare 
barn, neither knowing quite what to say. 
 
I was invited to follow along with Director Trela, his breeding assistant Anna and the 
head groom check to the horses, a morning ritual established by Director Krzysztalowicz.  
I soon fell behind, however, as we passed D� bowiec’s stall.  The gray colt moved over to 
again let me scratch his ears.  His groom was near by and came over to chat a bit.  He 
spoke a little broken English, but enough to communicate to me that D� bowiec’s was 
certainly his favorite of the ten horses that fell in his responsibility.  “Very kind, likes 
people”, was repeated several times during our brief conversation.  I was starting to think 
in ways that are not always friendly towards the wallet.  D� bowiec’s did have a fantastic 



Saklawi pedigree, with the phenotype that would nick well with our mares.  Hmmm... I 
needed to speak with George or Tomasz. 
 
I was able to catch up with the Director and his entourage and we wandered a bit further.  
Soon I found myself at the stall of Bogatynia out of Borowina by Etap.  She is perhaps 
the best Europejczyk daughter in Poland, and I certainly was not disappointed.  I also 
wandered among the first of Druid’s foal crop in one of the open-ended barns.  There 
were all big hipped, a testament to their pedigree.   
 
I came home for breakfast at 7:30 am, and everyone was surprised that I had already been 
to the farm.  I ate breakfast with Lori with horses again dominating the conversation.  We 
returned to the stud around nine, with Lori dropping me off so that she could do some 
shopping in Biala Podlaski.  I wandered back to the barn that housed D� bowiec’s and 
found George roaming the aisle with a few friends.  I confided in George that I was taken 
with the gray colt.  He smiled and said, “buy him!”  George had seen D� bowiec at 
Micha
ów this spring and admired him as well.  Well now the wheels really began to 
turn.  I took the precaution of stopping by the Prestige office and registering by 
submitting the required $1,500 deposit and collecting a bidding number - - 33, my lucky 
number. 
 
We all returned to the VIP area for lunch, minus Lori who was still on her Polish 
adventure in Biala Podlaski.  There was another preview of the Silent Sale and Prestige 
horses.  D� bowiec looked great which made me wince, it was becoming clear that he was 
one of the star colts of the sale. 
 
Lori showed up in time for the start of the big event, the Prestige Sale.  Already the tent 
was filling to capacity, and buzzing with more anticipation than the previous day.  The 
First Lady of Poland arrived with her entourage, signifying the start of the sale.  Marek 
Grzybowkis welcomed everyone and soon Lot 1 Grenlandia was brought forward.  It 
would soon became apparent that the bidders that had gathered were here for show and 
racing stock, with the market not the strongest for breeding horses.  As a result of that, 
Grenlandia went unsold, Poland not willing to part with her for the $73,000 offered.  
While their was a general mood of disappointment that she did not sell, I suspect that this 
sentiment was not shared by Micha
ów Director Jerzy Bialbok, who probably would have 
broke down in tears had she left her maternal stud.   
 
Albula was then strutted out into the auction arena, and the bidding sky rocketed as she 
pranced back and forth with her tail over her back.  As the price moved past $100,000, I 
felt a little sad, as I knew that she was sold.  She eventually went for $130,000 to the 
Watts of Great Britain. 
 
The sale then continued the rest of the afternoon despite the intermittent showers that 
drenched the poor bid takers that were without the cover of the VIP tents.  But as soon as 
the rain would come, it would disappear, with the summer sun streaming down on the 
damp grass.  One of the unexpected high prices of the sale was the wonderful Ekoletta, 
who brought a price tag of $75,000.   



 
With forbidding clouds closing in, it soon was the time that everyone was waiting for, 
Lot A -- Druid.  He roared into the auction arena as Marek extolled the accomplishments 
of his fantastic racing career.  He seemed to sense the moment, prancing and dancing on 
the end of the lead.  Before the bidding started, Marek asked for a “great effort” from the 
international clientele and then the bidding began at $100,000.  Within minutes it 
escalated to $200,000, then $300,000 and then $400,000.  I smiled as I recorded it all on 
the video camera; confident the sale was a success.  The bidding had come to a stand still 
at $400,000 and I was waiting for Marek to slam down the gavel and announce “Sold”, 
but to my surprise and most of those in the tent, he calmly announced that “this horse will 
NOT leave Poland for $400,000 -- $500,000 was the price for greatness.”  There was 
initially audible gasps, which quickly turned to cheers as Marek did indeed slam down 
the gavel and announce, “Sold to Jockey Club of Turkey!”  Two years prior they had paid 
a similar sum for Batyskaf.  The VIP tent exploded with photographers as they burst onto 
the field to try and capture the moment.  I could only turn around to my wife and mouth 
the word, “wow!” 
 
As people filed out of the tent along with the Polish crowd opposite the field, I made one 
more trip to the stall of D� bowiec.  Tomorrow would be the last day of the silent sale, and 
we would be leaving for Warsaw in the morning.  It would be one my last chances to see 
him.  In an advisory capacity, I dragged along George Z ., Stuart Vesty and his wife 
Sandy.  They loved him, and so still did I. 
 
Warsaw 8/15/99 
 
I ventured into the stud in the morning, taking time to stop by the stall of D� bowiec and 
generally enjoy the early morning silence of Janów.   I also was able to make a brief call 
to Scott at his home in Alberta.  I needed to use a phone card since USA direct did not 
work from this area.  This meant that I only had about 5 minutes and too many questions 
on the Debowiec’s dam line that needed Scott’s experience at Micha
ów to answer.  I am 
sure our brief conversation left Scott wondering what exactly was going on over there.  
Satisfied, however, I returned to the house to pack up and make our way into the track. 
 
I was really excited to see a whole day of just Arabians racing.  At the local track in 
Colorado, it is only one race per weekend.  It would also be a treat to be able to fully 
recognize the pedigrees of the horses running. 
 
The place was really bustling with people, a stark contrast to the preview of the racing 
colts a few days earlier.  We purchased a program to see who was running in what race.  
It seemed that almost in every race there was a Europejczyk son or daughter running 
which made my strategy pretty easy.  George teased me about how complicated my 
betting “system” was and we tried to decipher how to bet.  Even though George was 
Polish, we couldn’t seem to figure out how to make a place or show bet!  This meant that 
it was all or nothing betting, but at about 50 cents a wager, we felt we could take our 
losses.  Lori’s system evolved into picking the horse with the best name.  Some samples 
of her choices are Salut, Emanuela and Minerva. 



 
My strategy paid off first as Wirtuoz (Europejczyk x Wizyta/ Wermut) won the 3 rd race.  
Wirtuoz was an extremely handsome colt, it was obvious he could easily halter when his 
tack was pulled off.  Lori struck gold on the next race with Emanuela, though that was 
not the highlight of the race.  As George and I were leafing through the program, we read 
the pedigree of the #3 horse simultaneously, and looked at each other in surprise.  
Elandra was out of Elanda (Eukaliptus x Emigracja/ Palas) a mare who died a few years 
ago as a result of mold in the sileage.  Elanda was Reserve Polish National Champion 
mare in 1995 and full sister to Emigrantka and Emanacja.  Her loss was a devastating 
blow to Director Jaworowski and Elandra remains her only foal in Poland.  George and I 
rushed over to the paddock area to grab a peek, she was absolutely gorgeous.  She had an 
ultra exotic head and swan like neck.  Her body was extremely well proportioned and 
there was an air about her that suggested she understood exactly her regal position in life.  
George and I looked at each other and knew, this horse is never leaving Poland. 
 
The big race of the day was the Tarus Cup, roughly a $45,000 purse made it the richest 
Arabian race run in Europe.  I placed my Zlotys squarely on the massive withers of 
Subaru, George took the favorite William (Santhos x Makalfa/ Mahomed), who had been 
devastating the competition the last two years, winning 6 of 7 starts.  Stuart and Sandy 
Vesty assumed a similar strategy to myself and placed their money on Esej (Wermut x 
Edissa/ Europejczyk) in honor of their recently imported stallion Edukt (Wermut x Elena/ 
Pepton), who was a good racer in his own right.  It was the Vesty’s who now had cause to 
celebrate as Esej beat William to the wire by a length in what can only be seen a great 
upset.  I teased them that Edissa was one of the best racing Europejczyk daughters and 
the genetic reason for the win.  Reliable Subaru came in third, a respectable finish for 
such a hotly contested race.   
 
It was soon time for the final bids of the Silent Sale and I decided to make my attempt on 
D� bowiec.  Lori and I filled out the card and dropped it in the slot.  Deep down, I knew 
that we did not have enough of a bid to secure him, but I was pleased that at least we 
would try.  This was confirmed an hour later as the final bids were posted.  D� bowiec 
sold to an undisclosed bidder for $22,000.  The other lots that I had been interested, 
Ewelina sold to Sweden for $15,000, Espalda sold for $15,700 and Subaru will make his 
new home in Italy for $22,000.  We then made our way out for the delightful garden 
party with food and refreshments that made it a fitting way to celebrate the close of the 
sale.  I must have had three of the delicious steaks prepared on the open grills.  We stayed 
until well after dark before saying our goodbyes to our new found and then making our 
way into the Old Town of Warsaw to our hotel. 
 
8/16/99 Bia
ka 
 
We were able to spend a little time wandering around the cobblestone streets and 
climbing the ancient walls of the Barbican, the old fortress that protected the city, before 
having to bid farewell to Warsaw.  We made our way southeast of Warsaw towards 
Lublin, the summer sun beaming through the windows of the little Fiat.  We stopped at a 
roadside McDonalds in Lublin before continuing southeast towards Zamosc and the 



Ukrainian boarder.  About 40 kilometers from Zamosc, we turned south and wound our 
way through the back roads of rural Poland.  We stopped to take pictures of the hay still 
stacked by hand, taking our time on the roughly paved roads.  Soon we rolled into the 
town of Bialka and I was able to remember the right turn that led up to the Stud. 
 

 
Hayfields on the drive to Bialka 

 

We were early which provided me an opportunity to explore the barns and Lori the town.  
I have always liked the barns of Bialka, the oldest buildings of all the studs.  I was the 
most anxious to see Pesal (Partner x Perforacja/ Ernal), along with Eldon the two 
representatives of the Ilderim line in Poland.  Pesal stood quietly and peered through the 
bars of his stall, those amazing black orbs of his eyes transfixed on me.  I then wandered 
to the other stalls and saw the other stallions currently standing at Bialka:  Nimb, 
Wezuwiusz (the first Europejczyk son to be used), and Galeon (Partner x Garsella/ 
Bandos). 
 
I then was able to make my way through the mare barn and see Edissa (Europejczyk x 
Elsynora/ Bandos) and the mares recently acquired from the closing of Kurozweki.  
Soon, however, the rest of the group had arrived and I settled in to the small gazebo for 
the Bialka breeding parade. 
 
The stallions that I had seen in their stalls were first trotted out.  Pesal was fantastic, with 
all the excellent type that you would expect from a Saklawi stallion of his genotype.  
Nimb in many respects put on a much better show than he had at the Nationals, his neck 
stretching to almost uncanny lengths, his copper coat glistening in the afternoon sun.  He 
is certainly an excellent representative of the Ibrahim sire line, and I believe the better 
successor to Eukaliptus than the heralded Harbin who I would see at Micha
ów.  This is 
mostly due to my preference for length of neck as one of the best attributes of this sire 
line. 
 
The mares of the following families were presented: Szamrajówki, Gazella, Milordka, 
Mlecha, Wo
oszka, Sherife, Ukrainka, Rodania, and Sahara.  The leading representative 



of the family would be presented and then stand to the side until all of the mares were 
lined up.  It was a wonderful method of comparison.  Perhaps the highlight was the gray 
Pertycja (Pers x Petycja/ Palas).  A superbly eloquent mare which, after seeing the delight 
of those gathered, caused Breeding Director Jerzy Urbanski to comment it was precisely 
because of her, they felt they could sell her dam Petycja at this year’s sale.  Another 
interesting point was seeing the contributions of the family Mlecha, including Heraldyka 
(Palas x Haronia/ Celebes) and her two daughters Hulanka and Heroldia by Eukaliptus, 
from Kurozweki.  Kurozweki also made significant contributions with regards to the 
family Sahara with Euforia (Bandos x Eufonia/ Doktryner) and her daughters and grand 
daughters: Eutrofia, Ejnia, Etina, and Eina.  We were privileged to witness the charming 
ceremony of Euforia being officially retired and the former Breeding Director of 
Kurozweki, Teresa Dobrowolska, was on hand to offer Euforia and her descendants some 
sugar cubes.  Ms. Dobrowolska then gave a touching speech on how she was assured the 
continued success of this line was secure in the capable hands of Bia
ka. 
 

 
 

Esteria (Garbaryt x Elektra/ Bandos) of the family of Wo
oska and bred by Kurozweki  
-- half sister to famous *El Ghazi. 

 

We then left for the 15th century town of Zamosc and treated ourselves to dinner in the 
quaint square that occupies the center.  As we took an evening walk around the square, 
the sun had set with the horizon still a faint glow We were also able to find a clean and 
nice hotel for $10 and another $2 to park the car in the garage, truly champagne on a beer 
budget.   
 
8/17/99 Micha
ów 
 
The morning greeted us with lead skies and sheets of rain pouring from the sky.  We 
navigated out of Zamosc with the wipers on full speed, the little car hydroplaning down 
the pock marked highway.  The trip took some definite skill in navigation as there was no 



direct route across southeastern Poland to the little town of Micha
ów.  We stopped at a 
Super Sams, a local Polish grocery store chain for bread, chocolates, paprika cheese, 
grapes, and water (hopefully not the fizzy stuff).  Back on the road, we meandered 
through fields of freshly cut hay, and then thick forest of pines.  After almost a four hour 
drive, We finally made Pinczów and turned south towards the stud. 
 
For anyone who has not been to Micha
ów Stud, it is truly difficult to fairly describe the 
horses.  It is my unconditional favorite of the Polish studs, the tranquil layout of the 
barns, the flowers that adorn the walkway from the guesthouse to the paddocks, the small 
tasteful house where the Jaworowski’s still reside with their grandchildren.  We had 
arrived early and I spent a little time by the stallion stalls.  To my pleasure, I met Director 
Jaworowski there, peeking in on his charges.  We chatted a little, in German mostly, as he 
seems to like to do with me.  What a distinct honor to stand next to Ganges’s stall and 
speak with the man responsible for him. 
 
The crowd at the show garden was larger than at Bialka owing mostly to the fact that a 
German tour group was joining the Prestige tour.  The theme for this years breeding 
parade was “Emigracja and Her Decedents” -- it suited me just fine.  I found a seat in the 
front row and the parade began, only to be punctuated with light drizzle, though the skies 
had cleared considerable since we had left Zamosc. 
 
First we saw the stallions, the incomparable Druid was home to his maternal stud for a 
short time before he left for his new life in Turkey.  Ganges was back as well, and I kept 
the video running the whole time.  The other sires standing at Micha
ów were Fernando 
(Monogramm x Frejlina/ Pepton) -- one of the first Monogramm sons used, Fawor 
(Probat x Fatma/ Anarchista) -- finally home to his maternal stud as well, Eldon (Penitent 
x Erotyka/ Eufrat), and the Saklawi Emigrant (Ararat x Emigrantka/ Eukaliptus). 
 
Emigracja (Palas x Emisja/ Carycyn) was brought out after the stallions and remained 
while 21 of her descendants were presented.  As she stood for the crowd, it was declared 
she would “never ever leave Poland.”  Of the get presented, the highlights were Emanacja 
adorned in garland of roses won at the All Nations Cup in Aachen, and her full sister 
Emigrantka.  One of my personal favorites was to see Espadrilla (Monogramm x 
Emanacja/ Eukaliptus) again.  I am convinced she is one of the nicest 2 year olds on the 
planet.  Emigrant returned twice, the second time with his sons: Elton by Elma/ Probat, 
Gaspar by Gaskonia/ Probat, and Emrod by Empressa/ Probat. 
 
We enjoyed lunch set up in the stallion barn with delicious mushroom pastries that had 
been prepared along with a deep red beet juice that was surprisingly good.  I, however, 
had a short lunch as Director Bialobok roared into the paddock in a four-wheel drive to 
ferry me to the colt farm.  I jumped in for a hair-raising drive through the back roads that 
run next to the pasture.  I had been inquiring about a trip to the colt farm, and the Director 
was kind to fit it into his busy schedule.  In particularly I was very anxious to see the 
foals of Wachlarz (Arbil x Warsowia/ Tallin), the designated progenitor of the Banat line 
in Poland.  Wachlarz had done an excellent job on Ferryt by Fortissima (an odd name but 
I am assured that it means steel in Polish).  Ferryt was the Reserve Jr. Champion Colt in 



the spring show and was well worth the drive.  I was also able to see his stable mate 
Ekwador (Pesal x Ekspedycja/ Falsyfikat) who had won his group at the spring show, 
only to lose to Ferryt in the head to head match up. 
 
Back at the stud, the Prestige group was 
leaving, but since we had a car, we had 
the option to remain behind.  To our good 
fortune, Jos and Katya were going to take 
a taxi into Krakow and the driver was 
late, giving us the opportunity to poke 
around the stud in the afternoon quiet.  
One of my first stops was to see 
D� bowiec and say my good byes (picture 
right) and wish him luck in his adventure 
to Brazil. 
 
As I stood in those hallowed halls, it was 
an excellent opportunity to reflect what 
Director Jaworowski had accomplished at 
this farm.  His depth of vision, as I look 
around at the seemingly endless numbers 
of superior quality Monogramm 
daughters, and then wander by Druid and 
Ganges in their stalls, is almost 
staggering.  His decision to lease 
Monogramm will have far reaching 
benefits, not only for Poland but the 
world for decades to come.  The Director 
had been searching for a Bask son or 
grandson with a tail line to Mammona, a line lost to Russia in the Second World War, to 
reintroduce this blood to Poland.  The Arabian industry is indebted to not only Mr. 
Jaworowski, but to the owners of Monogramm, Bill, Meredith, and Shilo Bishop for their 
willingness to lease the chestnut stallion.  And let us not forget, Director Jaworowski also 
brought in Tallin who produced Wojslaw.  I remember reading that soon after Wojslaw 
won his title of Polish National Champion, the director had been hospitalized and spent a 
good deal of time in bed.  He recounts that it gave him an excellent opportunity to mull 
over the choices for Wojslaw, choices well made as they resulted in Druid and Emanor to 
just name a few.  Moreover, this does not even bring into account the amazing work he 
did with Eukaliptus, making a Micha
ów Eukaliptus daughter a national treasure, where 
in the hands of less astute breeders the foals are far less noteworthy.   
 
Katya, Lori, Jos and I found we had one mare still on our list that we had not seen, 
Esklawa.  After a few inquiries, we were off with a groom to the lower barns to have a 
look.  The groom cleaned her up a bit and then lead her out into the summer sun.  I posed 
with her for a picture I know I will cherish.  We then made our way slowly back to the 
guesthouse, knowing our visit was coming to an end and not wishing to rush.  Mrs. 



Bialobok invited us in for coffee and we had a chance to admire the trophies overflowing 
from the shelves in the dinning room.  Soon the taxi came, we said our good byes and 
made our way to Krakow. 

 
Author with Esklawa. 

 
Krakow 8/19/99 
 
It was discernible sadness that I woke the next morning, knowing the Polish horse 
adventure was over, at least until next August.  Lori and I slipped into pure tourist mode 
and visited all of the great attractions of this beautiful city.  First on our list was the 
unbelievable Wawel castle, which crowns the hill at the southern end of the Old Town.  
We first made for the Armory and marveled at the assortment of weapons collected there.  
Among the many displays were Hussar’s armor dating back to the 17th century, with its 
fine plumage of feathers decorating the breastplate.  The Polish cavalry used this armor 
during the Turkish wars as they repelled the Moslem threat from Christian Europe.  
Besides being ornamental, the feathers created a whistle when riding at speed, a sound 
that incited fear in the enemy.  It was from these conflicts with the Turks that the first 
Arabians were brought to Poland.  As I stood there, it also reminded me that ultimately, 
the Arabian was a horse of war, not only for the Poles, but also for the Bedouin breeders 
of the Middle East.  As we struggle to preserve this heritage, to breed responsibly, it is 
ultimately something that we must always consider.  The Arabian horse should have all 
the Arabian type we have come to value, along with the athletic virtues of its war-horse 
predecessors.  With no wars to ride into, perhaps the racetrack is a modern replacement.  
I guess the Poles had it right all along, why am I not surprised. 


