
Over the summer, on a beauti-

ful July afternoon, a gathering 

of several BCNE members, 

Borzoi lovers, friends, and 26 

puppies  from 6 recent litters 

representing 6 kennels took 

place in the beautiful New 

Jersey mountains, overlooking 

Swartswood Lake, at the  home 

of Karen and Bob Cartabona, 

the legendary caretakers of 

Majenkir Borzoi. Many guests 

drove long distances, as many 

as ten hours, to bring their pup-

pies. 

The purpose of this event was 

to learn about evaluating our 

Borzoi puppies at different 

ages, to visit with friends from 

far away, and to “talk Borzoi”, 

a favorite pastime of all who 

attended, not to mention play-

ing with all those pretty pup-

pies. After enjoying a cool 

drink in the shade as guests 

arrived,  we arranged our seats 

for the best possible view. 

With cameras rolling and 

photos snapping, each puppy 

was carefully stacked on the 

table and the evaluation be-

gan.  

Karen took 

her time, as 

she went 

over each 

puppy with 

her hands, 

describing 

each feature 

to the 

“audience” 

as she went 

along, stop-

ping to an-

swer questions, to explain 

how the angle of the  shoul-

der and rear effects move-

ment, how to use the length 

of head to determine bal-

ance, how critical free exer-

cise and good nutrition is for 

proper 

develop-

ment of 

bones and 

muscle.  

Karen 

reviewed 

every 

inch of 

the pup-

pies, in-

cluding 

feet, head shape, depth of 

muzzle and width of chest. 

 After several hours of  

evaluation/playtime, guests 

were exhausted, heads 

spinning with all the new 

information to comprehend 

and apply: “Is my puppy’s 

head too flat?” “Do my 

puppies have enough/too 

much rear angulation?” 

“Do they have enough lay-

back of shoulder?” Wow, 

so much to absorb! One 

thing was for certain, they 

all had “cute” appeal, and 

all of the puppies enjoyed 

all of the attention! 

An evening picnic con-

cluded the event, including 

a table overflowing with 

wonderful, fresh dishes 

prepared by Karen and 

guests, some delicious 

summertime wines, and air 

that was comfortable and 

free of insects, thanks to 

the resident bats! The night 

sky was complete with  

blankets of shimmering 

stars, hooting owls, and 

cool air, as guests, trickled 

away, making their way out 

of the forest to head home, 

looking forward to next 

year’s Puppypalooza at 

Karen’s.           - Karen Miller 

More photos on  next 

page……. 

Members attend  “Puppypalooza” at 
Karen & Bob’s     
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Duane Klein looks deep into their souls. 

One of the Zuckers’ pretty babies. 

Lynne & Mike Bennett’s pride and joy, “Eve”. 



Veteran Dog BCOA supported entry at 

Windham KC in May.  

Can. Ch. Brodny’s Dimitri Urik AKA 

“Dimitri” is now an American Champion, 

with a major win in July. 

Winnie Kellyôs Am/Can Ch. Maringa 

Brinson Fame Fortune J.C.T.T. Can /Am 

C.D.C.G.C. AKA “Kato” won several 

Hound Veteran Group placements this 

spring including: Hound Veteran Group 

second at South Windsor KC in April 

The BCNE pages look different! The 

Editor, Kevin Miller, after working with 

Helen Lee and Maureen Bardwell over 

the past year, decided it was time to try to 

make Helen’s life a little easier by taking 

on more responsibility for the Club’s 

pages. In order to do so, a desktop pub-

lishing software program had to be 

learned, then  tested with Helen.  

The Club’s pages are now transmitted to 

Helen in the form you see here, “camera 

ready”, set up in columns. The new for-

mat is easy to read, and more impor-

tantly, easier for Helen to work with. 

Kevin has much more creative latitude 

now, and of course, bears entirely the 

responsibility for getting it right the first 

time!   

Kevin hopes the members like the new 

look, and that they will continue to send 

news, articles, and photos to be included 

in future BCNE pages.  

Plans are underway to begin a series of 

interviews with Borzoi enthusiasts who 

are also Borzoi artists , to be published 

within the Club pages. Deb Vidaver-

Cohen, a Borzoi enthusiast, college pro-

fessor, and herself a Borzoi artist and 

sculptor, is joining the BCNE, and has 

volunteered to conduct  and edit the inter-

views, readying the pieces for publica-

tion.  

Member Brags 

Inside St ory Headl ine 

òPlans are underway to begin a 

series of interviews with Borzoi 

Artistséé.ó  

BCNE Pages Have New Look     

Kathy Norelli practices stacking her puppy . 

Karen Staudt-Cartabona snuggles one of 

the  babies. 

Dr. Howard Spey admires the shoulder of 

Jennifer Zucker’s puppy. 



 

 This esoteric question refers to Dick 

and Ora Lee Blodgett showing their 

beloved Borzoi Timo, who at the time 

was seven years old - and it reached 

our ears in mid -1999.  The question 

does deserve an answer and now I feel 

like doing so with this missive in the 

hope that it may change some attitudes 

and perhaps enrich the life of one dog-

gie somewhere, or of one master or 

mistress.  If it does, I will have made a 

contribution and that belief gives me a 

warm fuzzy feeling. 

  

Timo was not a burned out slouch at 

the time of this comment.  In Novem-

ber and December of 1999, he won his 

second and third specialty show.  He 

ended that year ranked by the AKC #2 

Borzoi in breed conformation competi-

tion and named Top Conformation Dog 

for the year 1999 by the Midwest Bor-

zoi Club.  And the following year 2000, 

at eight years old, he was ranked  #1 

Borzoi in breed conformation competi-

tion by the AKC, was named Top Con-

formation Dog for the year 2000 by the 

Midwest Borzoi Club, and was named 

the Best of the Best of Breed Borzoi for 

the year 2000 by Pedigree and at a 

black tie banquet at the Plaza in NYC, 

he was awarded a beautiful watch, 

which he gave to his master, and which 

I wear with great pride and always will.  

And now, at ten years old, he is still 

enthusiastically showing for his master 

and we are having a great time, enjoy-

ing the sport and each other, and our 

friends, and winning some and losing 

some - same as when we started ten 

years ago.  

  

So what is the answer to the question?   

  

The short of it is that my good buddy 

and I are traveling together down that 

road, and somewhere very near the 

beginning of our journey, we came to 

an understanding - he wouldn't ditch 

me and I wouldn't ditch him.  And 

every mile we go the bond becomes 

deeper and deeper, and if there is an 

afterlife, I'll want him there beside me.  

  

Now, dear reader, if you get the picture 

you've got the answer and no need to 

read on.  But if you are still curious, 

and if you don't mind risking some of 

your time, and can stand reading some 

of my non-sensible blather, you may 

end up feeling like showing your faith-

ful Borzoi a few years longer, if the 

dog likes it - and perhaps much to the 

favor of your Borzoi, and to your own 

favor, and to the favor of the fancy who 

will have a better opportunity to score 

the test of time in the breed ring for 

various blood-

lines.    

  

Our kids were 

raised with Bor-

zoi and Borzoi 

have been part 

of our family, 

and have en-

riched our lives 

for over 35 

years.  Upon my retirement from regu-

lar employment, we decided to pur-

chase a show Borzoi and enter the sport 

of dog showing.  As it turned out lady 

luck, God, or the gods, must have all 

been with us because somehow we 

became the chosen ones to be Timo's 

stewards on this earth.  He was born 

into the hands of his breeder, Mary 

Moran-Richter, and delivered into our 

hands by his father's owner, Majenkir 

Kennels Reg., Karen Staudt-Cartabona.  

I believe that the special bond between 

Timo and me happened at first sight at 

Majenkir kennels when he stood on his 

back legs, tail wagging, and through 

the fence he licked my hands, and 

looked into my eyes, and with his 

happy face - that's when we started 

down that road. 

  

And now dear reader, it's my turn to 

add to the pot another esoteric question, 

why do we show?   

  

It's the winning - yes, better than los-

ing.  It's the ribbons and trophies - yes, 

they are decorative and get fondled 

from time to time - and the dusting - no 

problem, we've got better things to do.  

It's the money - yes, I can remember 

those sweepstake purses - big money - 

paid for Timo's cheeseburgers that day 

- you see, he always gets a McDonald's 

cheeseburger, no sauce, no bun, melt 

the cheese on the meat in the micro-

wave and put it in a box, for every time 

he goes into the ring, win or lose.  It's 

the competition - yes, its folks turning 

into warriors or gladiators in the ring, 

great sport slaughtering the competi-

tion, stomp, crush, 

stab, ugh.  It's the 

fame -yes, we love 

the fame, TV, 

newspapers, maga-

zines, town crier.  

It's getting our pic-

ture taken - yes, 

great memory en-

hancers to keep on 

the wall or in al-

bums for our kids to clean out.  

  

It's the travel - yes, like I-95 Friday 

afternoon or Monday morning through 

Washington, Baltimore, New York, and 

along the Connecticut coast, or Boston, 

or it's leaving Chicago at 4:00P.M. 

weekday in the middle of December 

with Connecticut the destination, 

trucks, sleet, snow, what fun.   We're 

going 70 mph and that truck is passing 

us - can't see the road - a sign on the 

back of the truck says: We Hire Only 

Courteous Drivers, call 1-800-44- 

PRIDE, ...hmmm.  Dear, if you don't 

get by this jerk in front of us we're go-

ing to be late - you say what on his 

bumper sticker? - If You Don't Like 

My Driving Call 1-800-EAT-SH--, oh 

dear, probably his grandchil-

dren stuck it on. 

  

It's seeing America - yes, this 

òAnd now, at ten years old, he is still 

enthusiastically showing for his masterééé.ó 

“How much longer are they going to drag that old dog around?”   



is a good one and we have seen Amer-

ica good and bad and it is an experience 

we will not forget - rust-belt, sun-belt, 

and belt-way - buckle your seat belt, it's 

the law.  Are we still in America, what 

language is that, was a war fought and 

lost while we were at the dog shows and 

the country has been occupied?  Well 

dear, now you know how the Indians 

felt.   

It's the dog-show-circuit food - yes, a 

survival test and for those that emerge 

successfully they shall not fear death 

f ro m o t he r 

causes. 

It's the five star 

hotels and many 

diamond motels 

- yes, oops, why 

do different men go in and out of the 

room next door and are the noises we 

hear what we think they are?  Why are 

all of those cars outside with flashing 

lights, and guys crouched with guns 

drawn? - they're breaking down the 

door to the next room.  Yuck, that is 

blood in the stairwell, you say some 

handler just got hatcheted, this is Bra-

denton - pack up, we're moving out of 

this motel, going to a hotel down the 

street, in Sarasota.  What color do you 

suppose the carpet used to be?  A no-

smoking room with ashtrays, are those 

Cuban cigars I smell? - the windows 

don't open, they never clean the filters 

in the air conditioner - very quiet, it 

cycles mostly off - get me the tool bag, 

I'll get that thing cooling.  You say you 

only take small pets, it's a dog - how big 

is your dog? - about 12 inches long.  I 

know dear - that's his head, but not to 

worry - they put us in back - basement 

room with dumpster view - no one goes 

back there anyway and in the morning 

we'll be history.  

  

It's the show sites - yes, some are beau-

tiful, like Liberty State Park with the 

Manhattan skyline as a back drop and 

the twin towers rising above our head in 

the Best of Breed photos, more than just 

memories now - and Alexandria Bay, 

what's that ship doing at ringside? - not 

to worry, it's in the Saint Lawrence ca-

nal, keep showing - and Lexington at 

the Kentucky Horse Park on the polo 

grounds, smooth and nice and beautiful 

- and Erwinna, Pennsylvania after the 

big rains, honey where are your shoes, 

how far back do you think they left your 

feet, is that our car covered with four 

inches of mud blasted into every crack 

and oozing inside so we will never get it 

clean? -  look at the ruts where that 

SAAB spun-out in front of us, I'll make 

the clown pay or he'll be dead meat, 

dear, why isn't the car moving when the 

engine is roaring so loud? - dear, you're 

going sidewise, I think that the road-out 

is over there, dear me.   

  

Its Cleveland 

at the X-

Center -yes, 

in December 

with snow 

blowing side-

ways and the thermometer sinking to-

wards zero, arriving early for setup - 

what do you mean too early and exhibi-

tors and their stuff and their doggies are 

being ordered to leave the lobby and 

wait outdoors for two hours in the 

storm? - I'll set those X-Center goons 

straight, oh, it's so the vendors inside 

the building can be unloaded first with-

out being bothered by dog folks, and so 

the $50.00 an hour union labor can 

unload them, no one else can touch stuff 

- and the superintendent is gone - roads 

getting bad - is this a dog show or a 

vendor's exhibition or what? - such a 

nice place and the goons don't care and 

no one cares about us exhibitors, and 

we don't tip much anyway, oh well, into 

the blinding snow we go. 

  

It's the new domestic skills we learn - 

yes, interior decorating with dog-hair, 

antiqued with dust and debris from east-

coast colonial past -  dear that's weird, 

stalactites hanging from the cathedral 

ceiling.  And landscaping nature's way - 

yes dear, I know there are some weeds 

in our yard but look at all of the young 

trees, its called reforestation, so envi-

ronmentally correct, we'll save the trees 

we like and use the rest for firewood, 

and all those black rasp-berries for pies.  

And antiquing the outside of the house 

with paint peeling to artistic perfection, 

more of nature's way - so shabby chic 

and the in-thing these days - helps to 

keep taxes down - and what the 

neighbors think - not to worry dear, 

we're never home anyway.  

  

Its honing our shopping skills at Cha-

teau de Goodwille' and Sal vay de 

Arme' - oops, you say the seat of my 

pants is blown out - wonder if it hap-

pened in the ring - what were the pop-

ping sounds and the gold things I saw 

flying about the ring, where did the 

buttons go that were on my navy blazer, 

why do my dog show clothes keep 

shrinking?  And dear, when I dress my-

self for the show, why do you keep 

making faces and say unkind things, 

and now even my daughter is doing it? - 

and you say the fashion police are after 

me - and if that isn't enough to contend 

with there's the crate police, the chair 

police, the matt police, the grass police, 

the unloading police, the street police, 

the parking police, and the secret police 

- and now I think I just saw the dreaded 

male-chauvinist police - such a fine 

day. 

  

Its the entry experience - yes, being my 

own secretary, got to get up early in the 

morning dear, the next show is ninety 

miles west of  St. Louis and we are on 

at 9:00AM - what, you say we aren't in 

the catalog, I'm going to see the super-

intendent, what sir, you say you can't 

find my entry and you can't contact 

your MB-F home office because you 

don't have a cell phone - well dear we 

have an extra day, we'll take a different 

route home, get to see Oil City and 

Drakes well at Titusville.  

  

It's learning grooming skills - yes, why 

do those Borzoi folks keep coming over 

and trimming my Timo, and just min-

utes before his debut at Westminster? - 

I can't bear to watch.  And then there's 

that judge who said he can't judge my 

dog because his hair bounces so much 

on the go-around - judge change and 

there is that hair-problem judge stand-

ing out there in the ring in the rain glar-

ing at us as I work under the tent spritz-

ing my Timo soaking wet, no hair 

bounce this time so a BOB, judge's 

comment, good thing it was raining 

hard today - and then the rain stops and 

the wind starts to blow a hur-

ricane, my grooming towels 

are flying, half an hour later 

into the group with a different 

ò- oops, you say the seat of my pants is blown outñó 



judge, now Timo's hair is flying and he 

gets a group one and a big millennium 

trophy, and the hair-problem judge 

walks by muttering, how did you get 

that dog so white in such a short time? 

- what grooming skills, however, rain 

or shine, wet or dry, the hair-judge 

never again has given us anything - 

such a good deal. 

  

It's seeing the faces of competitors ex-

pressing surprise and excitement, and 

hearing the shouts and squeals of joy 

when their doggie gets its first point, or 

a major, or finishes, or gets a big win - 

yes, this is part of it, a good part of it.  

It's the friends we make and meet - yes 

folks, this is close to the answer, get-

ting warmer now, and such wonderful 

friends, and they love their animals, we 

will never forget and we will always 

love our friends - this is very close to 

the answer, it really is.  

  

It's having fun with our dog - yes, do-

ing things together we enjoy, and 

showing folks how beautiful our Timo 

is and what a wonderful dog he is, and 

watching folks enjoy seeing our Timo 

perform in the breed ring, and how 

happy he is doing his job and pleasing 

his master, and getting his cheer when 

he leaves the ring, win or lose, and then 

there are the girls to impress and wow 

the perfume, and the little kids and the 

spectators running their fingers through 

his beautiful silky white coat, and look-

ing into his kind happy face, and his 

eyes - yes folks, this is it, we are very 

proud of our dog and 

want to show him off - 

and to enjoy the sport 

with him and me and 

Ora Lee, our pack of 

three - and our friends, 

and this is it, this is the 

answer folks.   

  

And we know that there are lots of 

slick young dogs out there waiting in 

the wings, but then there is only one of 

our Timo - I trust him, he won't leave 

me home, he won't leave me in the car, 

he won't leave me at ringside, he won't 

leave me for someone else - he loves 

his job, his master, and his mistress.  

What else to do. 

  

So that's it dear reader, yes - my won-

derful old dog Timo and I have some 

more miles to go and we can still kick 

up some dust along the way.  We don't 

want our journey to end so my good 

buddy and I will stick together and 

keep on traipsing side by side down 

that road as long as God is willing.  

  

I hope, dear reader, that this helps.  

           Sincerely,  

                                     Dick Blodgett   
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Daniôs Story 

Reflections on a Dream Come True 

"There was a star danced, and under that 

was I born."  (Much Ado, Shakespeare) 

 

"So .. it takes a village to show a dog."  

was the response from a colleague of 

mine when I described my adventures 

with Dani (Am & Can. Ch Kinobi Danc-

ing Star, JC).  A moment of reflection 

allowed me to realize she was right:  its 

been a team effort right from the begin-

ning. 

 

 

 

 

In 1995, I was living in Colorado.  My 

twenty-plus year marriage ended, and I 

moved to rent from Melissa Pearce, At-

taway Borzoi.   Originally intended as a 

temporary measure, it was the beginning 

of a long collaboration that is also part of 

the teamwork that allowed for Dani's 

success. 

 

I still remember Amy phoning one eve-

ning in the summer of 1996, to ask my 

ideas about breeding her lovely Ivana to 

Buddy (Ch. Attaway Shooting Star Cre-

set) for her second litter.  My response 

was, "It sounds wonderful.  You'll have 

to ask Melissa, because Buddy is her dog.  

She will say 'yes,' and I want a puppy." 

In due course the breeding took place, 

and Melissa and I went to see the puppies 

for the first time when they were six 

weeks old.  It was early in December, on 

a sunny Colorado day, and they were 

running around Amy's back yard.  It was 

a very uniform litter, with three white-

and-red and five white-and-gold babies. 

The puppy who kept catching my eye, a 

pale cream and white bitch, moved as 

smoothly and confidently as a mature 

adult.  She had beautiful balance and 

proportions, and seemed exceptionally 

well-coordinated, even in a strong, ath-

letic litter. 

 

Melissa and I went back to pick puppies 

ò ...there is only one of our TimoñI trust him, he wonõt leave 

me in the car, he wonõt leave me ringside, , he wonõt leave me 

for someone elseééé.ó 



two weeks later.  Melissa knew she 

wanted a male, and her choice was Sonny 

(Ch. Attaway Kyrov Star Kissed, JC).  

Amy generously gave me Dani.   She was 

such an exuberant, happy puppy, I named 

her "Dancing Star" after Beatrice in 

Much Ado About Nothing. 

 

Temperatures dropped dramatically 

within a day or two of bringing Sonny 

and Dani home.  It was below zero for 

about six weeks, with snow and wind.  

Two small pups had to stay inside most 

of the time.  Under the circumstances, the 

pups ended up using the house as a play-

ground.  I still have fond memories of 

Dani as a very young puppy, playing a 

game we called "Puppy Velodrome."  

She would run at full 

speed around the living 

room on the backs of the 

furniture -- a couch, love 

seat, and two chairs -- 

angled out like a bicycle 

racer,  leaping from one 

item to another and 

never touching the floor.  

After several circuits, 

she generally was able to settle down to 

more sedate activities.  I never saw her 

fall, and she never broke anything.  For-

tunately for the house and for everyone's 

sanity,  late January brought warmer tem-

peratures, and the puppies were able to 

spend increasing play periods outside. 

 

As I have described elsewhere, when 

Dani was ten months old, she was criti-

cally ill for several weeks and almost 

died. Finally the vet found an abscess in 

her throat.  This near-tragedy forged an 

even stronger bond between us.  She had 

been dear to me before her illness; after-

wards she was double precious.  That 

bond became a foundation for Dani's and 

my teamwork in the ring.  My handling 

improved with local classes and two 

Alston Clinics.  Dani's lifelong joy in 

movement did the rest! 

 

When I moved to Springfield, Massachu-

setts, in 1999, Dani already had two ma-

jors from very limited showing.  She 

finished easily with two more majors in 

the fall of 1999.  I began to special her 

the next year.  At the time she was show-

ing against several very successful spe-

cials, including Dick and Ora Lee 

Blodgett's handsome Timo (who ended 

2000 as the #1 borzoi, breed system).  

Dani won some best of breeds, and many 

BOS's. In the process, she learned to be a 

show dog. On her 4th birthday, she won 

her first Best in Specialty at the BCGNY 

autumn show, judged by Mr. Robin 

Spencer of Great Britain. 

2001 began with a series of breed wins.  

Then in May, Dani won the BCOA Na-

tional Specialty under Mrs. Patricia Trot-

ter.  At that point, Dani had more than 

fulfilled all my plans and goals. She was 

a multiple group winner, a MBISS, and 

had won the national.  It was time to set 

new goals.  My goals for Dani in the 

remainder of 2001 were: 1) to finish in 

the Top Five, 2) to win another BISS, 3) 

to finish Dani's Canadian Championship, 

4) to win an all-breed Best in Show, and 

5) to participate in the AKC / Eukanuba 

Invitational show in Orlando. 

 

Reaching these goals meant traveling and 

showing most weekends, not easy with a 

full-time job and other dogs at home.  My 

daughter Eve drastically curtailed her 

social life to spend many weekends close 

to home, so that Dani and I were free to 

travel.   In addition to Melissa and Amy, 

with whom I had continued a long-

distance collaboration, friends around the 

country offered generous moral support.  

Assistance from "Team Dani" ranged 

from opinions on photos or proposed ads 

to sharing information about judges, 

travel, and hotels,  conditioning and han-

dling advice, lodging when we showed 

away from home, and most importantly, 

an outpouring of positive vibes and good-

will.  I also received practical help with 

logistics at shows and in making the trip 

to Orlando from Fred and Carol Vogel 

(Brodny). 

 

With all this teamwork behind us, Dani 

again surpassed my goals. In early Sep-

tember, she won an all-breed Best in 

Show under Mrs. Trotter.  Then in Octo-

ber, she finished her Canadian title by 

winning BISS at the Borzoi Canada Na-

tional Specialty under Mr. Michael Ca-

nalizo.  Later that month, she won BISS 

at the Potomac Valley Borzoi Club spe-

cialty, judged by Dr. Richard Meen. 

 

In December, my Orlando goal looked 

doubtful.  Dani, who sheds naked twice a 

year, was very out of coat.  Urged by 

friends, I decided to go anyway. It was 

our last show of the year.  Again, Dani 

rose to the occasion.  When we were 

taking the Best of Breed photo, Mr. 

White commented, "She looks like a bor-

zoi and she moves like a borzoi; those are 

both more important than coat."  What 

good luck that we were assigned a judge 

with that attitude!  And I gave silent 

thanks to all the people who told me, "Go 

anyway," and reminded me of my own 

words before the national, when Dani's 

coat had been partially shed:  "She may 

be out of coat, but she is not out of move-

ment!" 

 

When the year-end statistics came in for 

2001, Dani was #3 in the all-breed sys-

tem, and in the breed system she was #1.  

Yes, it does take a village to show a dog. 

                       - Rebecca Peters-Campbell 

ò ...éThere was a star danced, and under that I was 

born.ó (Much Ado, Shakespeare) 


