2008 German Sieger Show Diary

This is not a typical show, and so this will not be a typical Show Diary.  For most of us who travel to attend, the BSZS begins well before the show actually starts and the Sieger show experience includes more than just classes at the show: friends, great GSD related conversations, & interesting local flavor at various venues are all part of the event.   I arrived in Germany a couple days ahead of the show, so I could spend more time with my friends. 

Sieger show week is always busy for German breeders as friends and clients from all over the world clamor for a place to stay, or to just drop in and see the dogs.  It gets hectic as the show draws near and dogs need to be prepared, things packed, and visitors attended to!

Marion and her son, Matthias, were up at 4 a.m. in order to pick up their guests – including me – on time.  There were three of us staying with the Fullers, and luckily, our flights were within an hour of each other. We had a 2 hour drive from the airport, and we stopped for a nice breakfast before returning to the Fuller’s home, with it’s welcoming painted writing “Zwinger vom Kirschental” coming into view as we pulled in.
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We settled in, unpacked some things, talked, and of course, we visited dogs. I was dying to see Panjo and Laiga’s puppies because I was planning to bring home 1 of the girls, Isabelle. The pups were gorgeous, with super heads and lots of bone… and they proved to be devils, too!  Lots of bite in those kids!

2x HGH Siegerin Lailana also had puppies, beautiful &  deeply pigmented. Were they not all reserved, I would have been tempted!

The Fullers’ home is like a museum of my favorite dogs of the past & present. Photos of all my dogs’ forbearers hang on the walls. Eiko presides from his framed photo, as do so many others. Trophies and plaques are tucked everywhere – too numerous to count. And the latest generation of Kirschental dogs eagerly await Karl’s presence in the kennels. Karl had been out herding with Zula, Xenia’s mother, now about 9 years old. Marion asked him to bring her back out, so I could see her, and I was thrilled to visit with her. For me, a devoted fan of Karl’s breeding, being there is like living in a dream!
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In the afternoon, we went to the dog club to do some work with a few of the dogs. I was happy for the chance to handle a couple of the youngsters in the ring, including Xenia’s half sister (same mother) Sera, Sherry’s daughter Xally, and a young male, Uranos. Of course, it was all great until I swallowed a bug – more like inhaled it – and choked to the point of being unable to speak. Note to self: when gasping for air; breathe thru the nose!
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I don’t know how Marion finds the time, but she had cooked a really lovely dinner & we had a nice evening, and a lovely day the following day, as well.

Thursday, we packed up the dogs and all our things, and left for Aachen – a 4 plus hour drive. The weather wasn’t bad Thursday.  Marion had to pick up numbers and register for the next morning, and we took time to check out the lay out of what rings were where at the venue. Shops were setting up, selling leads, bite sleeves, toys, clothing; myriad German Shepherd related wares. Crowds were already swarming the stadium. Of course there were ample places to get sausages and beer! You could feel the excitement as the show began to come to life.

During the show, I was sharing a room with a friend, Chris. We met up late Thursday & a group of 40 or so, affiliated with the kennels/breeders we were traveling with, went to dinner together. The smarter ladies in our group went up to bed earlier. Chris and I stayed up talking with a few people, and then continued talking about dogs deep into the night. It seemed as soon as my head hit the pillow, there was a wake up knock at our door.

We had to hurry – the dogs needed to be walked  and we had to battle traffic to the stadium. HGH classes were first thing in the morning. It looked cloudy,m but no rain yet. I grabbed a rain coat and my camera and purse and was ready to go. The other women traveling with Marion were more savvy. They filled the trunk with backpacks, multiple layers of clothes and changes of coat.  

It began to rain immediately, as soon as we got the dogs headed to the ring. And then, it began to pour. My jeans were so heavy and wet they began to drag down to the ground. My hands turned reddish brown from the leather dye in the leads. I pulled my hood up and shivered, wishing I had brought more layers, my heavier coat, and other shoes! My friends had extra rain gear, umbrellas, and they tossed an extra poncho over our things – purses were now soaked through, too!

It was slippery, foggy, and generally miserable as the first of “our” Kirschental dogs went to the ring for individual stands/teeth and tattoo checks. 

I was worried for Karl, who stood sentient at the ring, seemingly impervious to the rain pelting him, as he watched his dogs. I feared he would catch pneumonia from the experience! His health had been fragile leading up to the show. But, typical of Karl, he stubbornly insisted on attending and standing in the rain & no one could tell him he would do otherwise.

He grew animated as he called his dogs and swung a toy, revving some of them up for the gaiting. 
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Xenia’s ½ sister, Sera v. Kirschental, (Negus x Zula) SG2

I was numb with cold, though it was only September, and soaked. Still, I was excited to be there with my mentors – the breeder I respect most – and with my dogs’ relatives! When I looked at Sera, (Negus/Zula), I saw Xenia’s (my Zula daughter) expressions in her face. Sherry’s progeny, Yurado and Xally are also stamped in his image. Thus, I was very at home with the dogs!

Yurado is a truly excellent Sherry son, and I am eager to see how he develops next year and what he produces.
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Sherry’s son Yurado v. Kirschental, SG1

At one point, Herr Scheld halted the HGH classes while we hoped for the rain to subside. This made the classes go later, and we were all eager to get to the stadium to see Panjo’s performance routine. 

A Sieger show is a veritable circus of show dog activity. Multiple rings are going at once, and things are spread out, so it is impossible to see everything. You must choose where to be and when. If you don’t know a competitor personally to ask what time they will be on the field, you must watch for hours, waiting for a dog to appear. We hurried over to the stadium, through throngs of wet enthusiasts and a sea of umbrellas, to find seats for watching Panjo’s protection work.

At this point, I had missed many good dogs I had hoped to see, while the HGH classes ran. I was able to see Furbo degli Achei – a male I liked very much – and I also saw Odin, Negus, Yukon, and some of the others I was interested to watch. Yukon is a male I liked, and his brother, Yash, is at stud in the USA. Exciting for us here! 

Panjo’s bitework did not disappoint – he performed well, and everyone was pleased… but we had little time to celebrate as we hurried back to the HGH field for the rest of the classes! As we tried to RUN back – people grabbed Marion to hug her and congratulate her on Panjo’s performance. 

When the HGH classes ended, Xenia’s ½ sister Sera was SG2, Sherry’s daughter Xally was SG4. Uranos was SG2 (Uranos is out of Tinkie, a litter sister to Talko. Talko is the sire of my Annika, Aramis, Augstus and Aslan.) Sherry’s son, Yurado, was SG1 in Jungend males class. Finally, the HGH Siger and Siegerin went to Naica Kirschental (out of Zeckie, Zula’s litter sister) and Fosko Kirschental (another Tinkie son).

It was a long, wet day and when we headed  back to the hotel, we had the dogs to feed and walk before we could take care of ourselves. I couldn’t wait to get my feet warm and dry!

That evening a large group of us had dinner in Aachen. Once again, I intended to go to bed early and catch up on sleep. Chris and I had not seen each other all day, as she had gone off to meet her friends and I had gone with mine. We returned at the same time and again, stayed up talking about the performances we had watched and comparing notes on dogs. Another night with too little time to sleep!

Saturday I looked hopefully out my window, but it was still raining. My sneakers had barely dried over night. I packed extra socks, extra clothes, and both my rain coats, and met the very prepared girls at the car equally armed. 

Here I must mention Marion’s old friends – my new friends- the ladies I traveled with.  I have been to German Sieger shows sporadically… (Kharlsrue twice, Bremen once… ) and I had remembered to pack certain essentials – like binoculars. But, these ladies are annual veterans who came prepared. You name it, they had planned for it. They had everything from binoculars to head ache & back ache medicines, cold remedies, sore throat lozenges, snacks, the right clothes for ALL weather, a back pack to carry things easily, stadium/bleacher seat cushions, and even a plan for how to shop at the show! (Don’t be tempted to buy things early in the day and carry them around all day! And bargains can be had on the final day, as vendors prepare to pack up to leave.) They knew what to eat and where to sit and how to see the most of what was important. These girls could write a book on How to See a Sieger Show. (And this very topic might become my next magazine article!) They were also enjoyable company, and I had a lot of laughs with them. All three of us have Kirschental dogs, and the “K family spirit” prevailed, cementing a friendship between us based on the common bond.

I was interested in getting up close to the gathering progeny groups, & seeing as many as I could from a number of studs. The girls mapped out a route to the field, where we walked amongst the dogs in the continued rain, and then we took seats to watch the groups go. I really liked Quenn’s group as well as Negus’, and Arko Bujenter Land’s group. 

I thought Tiras’s group were nice movers, but the individuals didn’t knock me out and wow me. Zamp and Vegas had huge groups, impressive in number. Personally, I didn’t care for the hind angulation on Vegas’s progeny. I felt like many of them were “hock walkers”. I tend to prefer less hind to more. But, the crowd loved these groups and judging from their enthusiasm, I was one of fewer, who preferred some other groups to these!

Saturday evening I split from my group and Chris and I headed to a little village called Monschau, where friends of ours from the US were staying. We had all planned to have a USA friends get together night. Monschau is a very old town built around a river. Really picturesque and remote. We loved it! We met up with the group at Pete, Lenore and Andrew’s hotel. The hotel interior was medieval and the restaurant was in an old wine cellar – all rock and cavernous. A super place! We were surprised to find out we were late to get dinner – the little town’s restaurants closed up early. But, Pete convinced one place to cook for us, and the food was delicious! The lamb and mint pie was reminiscent of a chicken pot pie.. only with home made pastry and incredibly good filling. 

After dinner we ambled into a local pub. There had been a festival in the town that day – a clay pigeon shooting festival. Apparently, this was a huge event in this town. The “King” was the champion for a year. A group of musicians were playing in the pub, and some of the men who had taken part in the competition were there, adorned with traditional outfits, complete with feathered hats and medals on their jackets. I approached one man, who I affectionately dubbed the “Mayor” and asked to take his photo. A discussion ensued, and soon he sent a tray of shots to our table. The shots came frequently, and those of us who didn’t appreciate the taste of the liquor, pawned ours off on Andy… who lived up to his Partyman name! We had a wonderful evening…and you guessed it… once again, too little sleep!
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Sunday, the last day of the show, was FINALLY dry. Still, the wind was chilly and once again, jackets & layers were needed. I watched some of the young males classes, and ring hopped between rings for a little while. Then we headed to the stadium to get seats for the kennel groups and the working classes. Our group took turns saving seats as some of us left to go shop or get food or see friends. I finally caught up with my friend Francis, who was working in the ring. I hadn’t seen her all weekend! She and her husband, Ferdi, are the nicest people! I was sorry we didn’t have more time to visit.

And, I finally found Julie, who was on the field taking pictures. I hope we will see many of them in a future GSDCA-WDA Newsletter!

The kennel groups were exciting for me, as Cosy’s breeder Hermann Niedergassel, (Holtkamper See) and his son, Jorg’s, group (Holtkamper Hof) took 1st and 4th respectively! A super accomplishment! When all was done, they had THREE VA males as well as some high V placings. Odin VA2, Negus VA3, Ilbo VA4. And Cosy’s full brother, Idol, sired the V9 Clinten as well as the V20 , Taboo. All these dogs go back on the superb producer, Cosy’s mother, Ginga Kristall See, and several also on Cosy’s sire, Yak Frankengold.

Congratulations to Hermann and Gisela!!!!!!!!

As the working classes commenced, I felt there was a little less crowd support for many of the “stars” than I had heard in the past. For example, in 1996, I recall Cash Wildsteiger Land, Esko Wienerau, Karly Arminius, Ulk Arlett all had loyal fan clubs cheering wildly in the crowd. All the VA males had loyal crowd support groups at that show, and all tried to out yell/ out cheer eachother.

This year the most vocal crowd support was for Furbo degli Achei. His fans were LOUD and it was apparent he was a crowd favorite. (I also liked this dog a lot!) 

Vegas also got a good deal of cheering; but some of the others I expected the crowd to cheer for, didn’t seem to draw the usual fervor.

Odin, for example, didn’t create a ruckus as he went around.  

Our group was eager to see Panjo, who finished a very respectable V4. I am certain he will move up to VA next year, with progeny then old enough to show. 

The VA group held no real surprises:  Vegas, Odin, Negus, Ilbo, Agassi, Yerom, Yukon, Quantum, Furbo, Tino, and Nando was the final line up of VA males.  VA Females: Lana, Zambia, (an Arko daughter!)  Viana, Anika, Chanel, Schiwa, Ussi, Lea, Tiana, Celin, Alisha, and Biene.

After the show ended, celebrations began in earnest. People were doing victory dances, popping champagne, kissing friends and doing their best to enjoy their results! 

After celebrating Panjo’s placing, and caring for the dogs, we were all exhausted! The show had come to an end and everyone began to say goodbye and prepared to depart until next year!
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Panjo attends his celebration

We returned to Marion & Karl’s the next day; a 4 plus hour drive. Marion had several days worth of work awaiting her – same as we would all have when we returned home. She is a tireless worker and she is the one who keeps things running smoothly. 

The last leg of my journey was to travel home with Isabelle. I had a  reservation to take her on board in an approved dog carry on. Isabelle was an angel. She was quiet and easy the whole way. Isabelle was the darling of the Delta ground crew and the stewardesses. They were kind enough to move my seat so I had no one next to me, and more leg room, since Isabelle’s carrier took up most of my foot space! And with one nice stewardess’s help, I was able to sneak Isabelle into the bathroom, lay down dog diapers I had taken along, and she did her business there, so her carrier stayed clean! I felt much better having her with me than if I had sent her as cargo. It was not traumatic for her… nor for ME!

I arrived home needing a vacation from my “vacation.” I was exhausted! All was well at home – Rick and my Mom had been home caring for my animals, and everyone seemed happy. I found 162 emails awaiting me, as well as puppies who needed a visit from the breed warden for tattooing (THANKS Sabrina for squeezing me in just after her return from Germany!) and were scheduled to begin leaving for their homes. I had work to do, training to resume, Isabelle to settle in, and Sherry’s Resurvey for life in NY, two days later! No time to unpack and settle back in!  (I am please to report that despite my absence and Sherry’s subsequent time off from training, & lack of his usual level of activity Herding and training, he was WONDERFUL for his resurvey! KKL1 LBZ! Under Herr Dux and helper Pat Khuen. )

This will be my last Sieger show diary this year, as we have decided not to attend NASS. My sister’s wedding is here the weekend prior, & I have family here all week. I have a litter due the very day we were due to leave for NASS, and Sherry is now recovering from a broken toe! (Luckily, he waited til the day after his Survey to injure himself!) We just could not make it all come together to be able to travel.  We had hoped to bring a big progeny group of 16 of Sherry’s offspring, and we had planned to enter Sherry. 

Maybe next year……..

Good luck to all our friends competing at NASS!
