ABOUT THE FILM

PATH TO GLORY: The Rise & Rise of the Polish Arabian Horse
A Documentary Film by Horsefly Films
“Trace our present day's strength to its source and you'll find that man's path to glory is
strewn with bones of the horse."-- Unknown
It can be said that the history of man is the history of the horse. Nowhere is
that more true than in Poland and their beloved Arabian horse—their
greatest national treasure. This is the strange, unexpected story of far-flung
lands as disparate as Egypt and the Arabian desert, and the long-suffering
Slavic kingdom of Poland coming together in war and in peace and
influencing one another through the living history written on the backs of
centuries of horses. With interviews, rare archival footage and photographs
previously lost to history, this film documents the unlikely, triumphant story
of Poland’s entrance onto the world stage through the breeding of one
animal and how a beleaguered nation rose up, coming full circle from desert
sands to the hallowed halls of Europe to serve as the wellspring for the
greatest Arabian horses in the world.
The modern Arabian Horse owes its stature in the pantheon of equine
greatness to its roots in Poland and the breeding genius of the famed Polish
studs. Established by Alexander I to re-supply cavalry horses, the Polish
studs became Arabian breeders of great renown and today, Poland is the
source of a great river of legendary Arabian Horses. N!o!w!h!e!r!e! !o!n! !earth! !h!a!s!
!t!h!e! !A!r!a!b!i!a!n!s!'! !s!u!r!v!i!v!a!l! !b!e!e!n! !m!o!r!e! !s!e!v!e!r!e!l!y! !c!h!a!l!l!e!n!g!e!d!, yet through t!h!e!ir
never-ending !e!f!f!o!r!t!s!,! !despite! !w!o!r!l!d! !w!a!r!s a!nd !y!e!a!r!s! !of political oppression,
Poland h!a!s! !tirelessly !w!o!r!k!e!d! !t!o! !p!r!o!d!u!c!e! !t!h!e! !f!i!n!e!s!t! !A!r!a!b!i!a!n! !h!o!r!s!e!s! !o!f! !t!h!e!
!w!o!r!l!d!.!
This film is written, shot, directed. edited and produced by Horsefly Films,
the creative team of just two: Sophie Pegrum and Jen Miller, who were
allowed unique access to the State Studs of Poland and archives worldwide
in the making of this film. Not just for horse enthusiasts, the film chronicles a
little-known fascinating history of Poland’s greatest passion.
!!!

ABOUT THE FILMMAKERS
Horsefly Films has its roots in the extraordinary twist of fate that brought
Jen and Sophie twelve years ago. (Cue bolts of thunder and sweeping
orchestral music). Tapping into a magical creative fusion, their innate talent
and passion for great filmmaking was mutual and the two collaborated on
scripts and a documentary short on horses, the first of many film projects
together. They formed Horsefly Films in 2007 and now travel the world
filming horses for their ever-growing list of clients. PATH TO GLORY is
the first feature-length documentary the two have created together but
certainly not the last.
Sophie Pegrum
Sophie Pegrum was born and raised in sunny Bristol, England and after
graduating with Honors from Sussex University with a degree in American
Social Studies, she moved to Los Angeles to pursue her career as an
independent filmmaker and study the social behaviors of Americans in their
natural habitat. She has succeeded at both endeavors, having written &
directed an ultra-low budget, critically-acclaimed feature called Dogstar, and
filled volumes of notebooks in her head with her astute field observations on
homo sapiens Americanus.
In 2000 she wrote, directed and edited a full-length 16mm feature film
“Dogstar” for under $10,000. Among widespread acclaim, critics praised
the film saying “There is a lilting grace to this low-budget indie. Director
Sophie Pegrum has a good eye for sensuous detail (from goldfish to camels).
It's good work, especially considering that it was made for about the cost of a
Ford Escort. “ and “This well-crafted, winsome fairy tale by writer-director
Sophie Pegrum has an otherworldly quality reminiscent of Australian
director Jane or Anna Campion. Definitely a new voice in danger of
slipping beneath everyone's radar. “
Critically well received, Sophie continued as a commercial editor and
producer, worked on independent documentary subjects and film writing
projects, and also began shooting her own subjects as a digital videographer.
Long dreaming of ice and snow, Sophie ventured to the South Pole in 2006
on a National Science Foundation grant as documentary filmmaker on a
prestigious team of artists, directing and shooting a documentary about artist
Lita Albuquerque and her “Stellar Axis: Antarctica” installation. Later
Sophie travelled to the North Pole in the same capacity, documenting the
second half of a global artistic endeavor.

Jen Miller
Raised by wolves in the Rocky Mountains, Jen has lived a nomadic life,
including several years in Germany on a Congressional Scholarship. Having
graduated from the University of California with a Biology degree, Jen
abandoned Latin names of flora and fauna, her passion for storytelling and
film beckoned and Jen moved to Los Angeles where her first job was
working on Forrest Gump.
From there she moved into producing, writing & directing, producing a
feature film for MGM, on which she also served as Music Supervisor and
Creative Director for the publicity campaign, overseeing key art one-sheet
and trailer production from concept to completion. She was nominated for a
Key Art Award as Copywriter and Creative Director for her efforts. Over
the next five years, Jen directed and produced music videos for MTV
through her own production company. As a music supervisor she put
together the soundtracks for several feature films for Miramax and MGM
films. Jen has also worked as a music producer, producing music for
commercial production house, producing music for films, commercials,
trailers and tv series.
Jen has worked in virtually every facet of filmmaking and production and
her screenplays have been optioned and produced by such companies as
Columbia Tristar and Stormworks Entertainment. Her first novel was a
semifinalist in the 2011 Amazon Next Great Novel contest.
!!!

A LETTER FROM THE FILMMAKERS OF PATH TO GLORY
As passionate filmmakers, storytellers and great lifelong admirers of the
Arabian horse, creating this film has been a unique labor of love.
For us, t!h!e! !c!o!n!n!e!c!t!i!o!n! !b!e!t!w!e!e!n! !t!h!e! !h!u!m!a!n! !a!n!d! !t!h!e! !h!o!r!s!e! !has always been!
!i!n!h!e!r!e!n!t!l!y! !i!n!t!e!r!e!s!t!i!n!g—an almost mythical bond in which horses allow us a
relationship!,! !c!a!r!r!ying us! !f!o!r!t!h, !i!m!b!u!ing us! !w!i!t!h! !t!h!eir! !p!o!w!e!r! a!s! !i!f! !we !h!a!d!
!w!i!n!g!s!.! That union is larger than life and inspires us in our work, to always
strive to capture that magic on film. The Polish Arabian horse and the
moving image are a match made in heaven—their beauty, their movement,
grace and bravery—no other horse is so tailor-made for the alchemy that is
filmmaking.
!

Having been raised in the world of the Arabian horse and on the legends of
Polish Arabians such as *Bask and *Naborr coming to the shores of America
in the belly of a ship, it was a dream come true to finally go to Poland as
filmmakers. Despite our prior knowledge, we were both immediately
overwhelmed by the enormity and weight of the history, all !t!h!e! !human
s!t!r!u!g!g!l!e!s! and triumphs the Poles have undergone. Our already deep passion
for the Polish Arabian horse grew exponentially as we came to know and
love the Polish people and their undying devotion to these creatures. !At the
same time we were awestruck by the sheer beauty of everything we were
filming and each horse crystallized a clear vision of what we wanted to create
in telling this moving, incredible story on film. The Polish story epitomizes
man’s story with the horse over generations, and with Path to Glory we strove
to capture that stretch back through history. For the ever-humble Poles, the
Arabian is now ‘their’ horse, their country’s national treasure, forged
through the fires of wars and constant rebuilding.
While the Arabian horse was a kind of salvation for the Poles throughout
wars—a reminder of man’s connection to loftier nature-- so too for us has
our passion for this story, these people and these horses multiplied as our
film grew. Our most fervent hope as filmmakers and horsewomen is to share
this emotional, beautiful story of the Poles and their beloved Arabian horse

with the world. To have the hearts of an audience splash in their chests
—that is the greatest achievement this film could have. We are without
doubt, unabashedly enthralled with Poland and the Polish Arabian horse
and we wanted to give something back to them for all they have given the
world. Path To Glory was born out of our intense desire to tell this uniquely
Polish story to people everywhere.
!
!
The story of the Polish Arabian is neverending and we are thrilled to be even
a small part of this continuum with this truly heartfelt film. We hope you
enjoy it.
Sincerely,
Jen Miller & Sophie Pegrum
Horsefly Films

IN THE MEDIA

World Premiere of New Feature Film on the Polish
Arabian Horse Will Host Polish Dignitaries
Historic Premiere of “PATH TO GLORY: The Rise & Rose of the Polish Arabian
Horse” will be attended by Polish dignitaries including Polish Consuls and State Stud
Directors
Ojai, CA, March 9 2011—
Horsefly Films will premiere their long-awaited documentary feature film PATH TO
GLORY: The Rise & Rise of the Polish Arabian Horse in Las Vegas April 16th, in
conjunction with the 5th Annual Arabian Breeders World Cup Show. Many Polish
dignitaries including the Polish Consul General of Los Angeles, the Polish Consul of
Culture, and two honorary Consuls in Las Vegas and Denver will be in attendance
at the VIP World Premiere event at the SouthPoint Hotel & Casino in Las Vegas.
Horsefly Films, an independent production company comprised of filmmakers Sophie
Pegrum and Jen Miller, has worked over two years as directors, producers,
camerawomen, writers and editors, traveling throughout Poland, Europe and the United
States filming, interviewing and unearthing rare archival footage and photographs
previously lost to history.
Part of the film’s financing was through donations via a Kickstarter campaign launched
through Facebook, which reached it’s initial fundraising goal in less than 48 hours. “We
are so grateful to those hundreds of generous supporters. The film has struck a chord with
people from all over the globe!” say Sophie and Jen.
“ The Polish story really epitomizes man’s story with the horse over generations, and
Path to Glory captures that stretch back through history. For the ever-humble Poles, the
Arabian is now ‘their’ horse, their country’s national treasure”.
PATH TO GLORY is the strange, unexpected story of far-flung lands as disparate as the
ancient Arabian desert, and the long-suffering Slavic kingdom of Poland coming together
in war and in peace and influencing one another through the living history written on the
backs of centuries of horses. This in-depth, breathtaking film documents the unlikely,
triumphant story of Poland’s entrance onto the world stage, and how a beleaguered nation
rose up to become the wellspring for the greatest, most expensive Arabian horses in the
world, coming full circle from desert sands to the hallowed halls of Europe.
About Horsefly Films: Horsefly Films is an independent production company
producing documentaries, commercials, marketing videos and specializing in equine
subject matter.
Contact:
Jen Miller
Horsefly Films
323-445-8871
http://www.horseflyfilms.com

LETTER FROM POLISH FOREIGN MINISTER
RADOSLAV SOKORSKI

Dear Ms. Miller and Pegrum:
The movie PATH TO GLORY is a beautiful worldwide tribute to Polish
history and traditions. I highly appreciate your commitment tp propogating
the unique cultural phenomenon of the Polish Arabian Horse.
Images depicting crucial moments in Poland’s history incorporated in the
film make your work ever more valuable. Wishing you every success with
PATH TO GLORY!
Yours sincerely,
Radoslav Sikorski
Minister of Foreign Affairs

APPEARED IN THE COSMOSPOLITAN REVIEW

!T!h!e! !A!r!a!b!i!a!n! !H!o!r!s!e!s! !o!f! !P!o!l!a!n!d!:! !O!n!c!e! !A!g!a!i!n! !t!h!e! !W!e!l!l!s!p!r!i!n!g! !f!o!r!
!t!h!e! !G!r!e!a!t!e!s!t! !A!r!a!b!i!a!n! !H!o!r!s!e!s! !i!n! !t!h!e! !W!o!r!l!d!
by Justine Jablonska
!S!u!n!d!a!y!,! !2!0! !M!a!r!c!h! !2!0!1!1! !
!
! !B!e!f!o!r!e! !y!o!u! !b!e!g!i!n!,! !I’!d! !l!i!k!e! !t!o! !r!e!c!o!m!m!e!n!d! !t!h!a!t! !y!o!u! !w!a!t!c!h! !t!h!i!s!.!
!
!I!t’!s! !t!h!e! !t!r!a!i!l!e!r! !t!o! !t!h!e! !m!o!v!i!e!.! !A!n!d! !i!f! !y!o!u! !d!o!n’!t! !a!t! !t!h!e! !v!e!r!y! !l!e!a!s!t! g!e!t! !c!h!i!ll! !s! !a!t! !t!h!e! !s!i!g!h!t! !o!f!
!t!h!a!t! !g!o!r!g!e!o!u!s! !g!a!l!l!o!p!i!n!g! !w!h!i!t!e! !h!o!r!s!e!,! !o!r! !t!h!e! !h!e!r!d! !t!h!u!n!d!e!r!i!n!g! !d!o!w!n! !a! !l!e!a!f!y! !l!a!n!e! !t!h!e!n!,!
!m!a!y!b!e! !j!u!s!t! !w!a!t!c!h! !i!t! !a!g!a!i!n!.!
!
!O!r!,! !w!a!t!c!h! !o!n!e! !o!f! !t!h!e!s!e!:! P!i!a!f!f ! !o!r! !P!r!i!d!e! !o!f! !P!o!l!a!n!d!. !T!h!a!t’!s! !w!h!a!t! !I! !d!i!d! !b!e!f!o!r!e! !m!y! !i!n!t!e!r!v!i!e!w!
!w!i!t!h! !t!h!e! !f!i!l!m!m!a!k!e!r!s!.! !O!v!e!r! !a!n!d! !o!v!e!r! !a!g!a!i!n!.!
!
!I’!m! !n!o!t! !a! !h!o!r!s!e! !p!e!r!s!o!n!.! !I’!v!e! !n!e!v!e!r! !o!w!n!e!d! a! ! !h!o!r!s!e!.! !I’!v!e! !r!i!d!d!e!n! !o!n!e! !a! !f!e!w! !t!i!m!e!s!.! !A!n!d! !b!y!
!r!i!d!d!e!n!, ! !I! !m!e!a!n! !I’!v!e! !w!h!i!t!e!-!k!n!u!c!k!l!e!-!c!l!u!t!c!h!e!d! !t!h!e! !r!e!i!n!s! !o!f! !a! !s!l!e!e!p!y! !p!o!n!y! !a!s! !i!t! !p!l!o!d!s! !a!r!o!u!n!d!
!a! !s!m!a!l!l! !r!i!n!g!.! !B!u!t! !t!h!e!s!e! !h!o!r!s!e!s! !m!a!d!e! !m!e! !w!a!n!t! !t!o! !b!e! !a! !h!o!r!s!e! !p!e!r!s!o!n!,! !t!o! !l!i!v!e!,! !b!r!e!a!t!h!e!,! !r!i!d!e!,!
!a!n!d! !b!e! !a!r!o!u!n!d! !t!h!e!s!e! !a!n!i!m!a!l!s! !d!a!y! !a!n!d! !n!i!g!h!t!.! !A!n!d! !o!n!c!e! !I! !l!e!a!r!n!e!d! !a!b!o!u!t! t! !h!e!i!r! !h!i!s!t!o!r!y!. !I! !w!a!s!
!h!o!o!k!e!d!.! !A!m! !h!o!o!k!e!d!.!
!
!T!h!i!s! !i!s! !t!h!e! !s!t!r!a!n!g!e!,! !u!n!e!x!p!e!c!t!e!d! !s!t!o!r!y! !o!f! !f!a!r!-!f!l!u!n!g! !l!a!n!d!s!,! !c!o!m!i!n!g! !t!o!g!e!t!h!e!r! !i!n! !w!a!r! !a!n!d! !i!n! !p!e!a!c!e!,! !a!n!d!
!i!n!f!l!u!e!n!c!i!n!g! !o!n!e! !a!n!o!t!h!e!r! !t!h!r!o!u!g!h! !t!h!e! !l!i!v!i!n!g! !h!i!s!t!o!r!y!,! !w!r!i!t!t!e!n! !o!n! !t!h!e! !b!a!c!k!s! !o!f! !c!e!n!t!u!r!i!e!s! !o!f! !h!o!r!s!e!s!. !--! !"!P!a!t!h! !t!o!
!G!l!o!r!y!"! !f!i!l!m! !t!r!a!i!l!e!r!

!
!S!o!p!h!i!e! !P!e!g!r!u!m!,! !H!o!r!s!e!f!l!y! !F!i!l!m!s!:! !T!h!e! !c!o!n!n!e!c!t!i!o!n! !b!e!t!w!e!e!n! !t!h!e! !h!u!m!a!n! !a!n!d! !t!h!e! !h!o!r!s!e! !i!s!
!i!n!h!e!r!e!n!t!l!y! !i!n!t!e!r!e!s!t!i!n!g!.! !O!u!r! !c!u!l!t!u!r!e! !a!n!d! !c!i!v!i!l!i!z!a!t!i!o!n! !h!a!s! !d!e!p!e!n!d!e!d! !o!n! !t!h!e!m! !f!o!r! !c!e!n!t!u!r!i!e!s!.!
!T!h!a!t! !i!s! !t!h!e! !b!a!c!k!b!o!n!e! !o!f! !t!h!e! ![!f!i!l!m’s!]! !s!t!o!r!y!:! !h!o!w! !t!h!e! !h!o!r!s!e! !h!a!s! !b!e!e!n! !u!s!e!d! !b!y! !m!a!n! !p!r!i!m!a!r!i!l!y!
!t!h!r!o!u!g!h! !w!a!r!;! !h!o!w! !o!u!r! !r!e!l!a!t!i!o!n!s!h!i!p! !h!a!s! !c!h!a!n!g!e!d! !b!u!t! !r!e!m!a!i!n!e!d! !i!n!h!e!r!e!n!t!l!y! !t!h!e! !s!a!m!e!.! !N!o!w!
!w!e’!r!e! !n!o!t! !e!x!c!h!a!n!g!i!n!g! !t!h!e!m! !i!n! !b!a!t!t!l!e!,! !w!e’!r!e! !e!x!c!h!a!n!g!i!n!g! !t!h!e!m! !o!n! !t!h!e! !s!h!o!w! !g!r!o!u!n!d!.!
!T!h!e!y’!r!e! !m!y!t!h!i!c!a!l!.! !T!h!e!r!e’!s! !a!n! !e!l!e!m!e!n!t! !o!f! !t!h!e!m! !w!h!i!c!h! !i!s! !b!e!y!o!n!d! !r!e!a!l!i!t!y! !b!e!c!a!u!s!e! !t!h!e!y! !c!o!m!e!
!t!o! !u!s! !l!o!w!l!y! !h!u!m!a!n!s! !a!n!d! !s!a!y!,! !h!e!r!e! !I! !a!m!,! !l!e!t! !m!e! !c!a!r!r!y! !y!o!u! !f!o!r!t!h!.! !W!h!e!n! !y!o!u! !s!i!t! !o!n! !t!h!e! !b!a!c!k!
!o!f! !a! !h!o!r!s!e!,! !y!o!u’!r!e! !b!e!i!n!g! !i!m!b!u!e!d! !w!i!t!h! !t!h!e! !p!o!w!e!r! !o!f! !t!h!i!s! !a!n!i!m!a!l! !t!h!a!t! !i!s! !c!a!r!r!y!i!n!g! !y!o!u! !f!o!r!t!h!
!a!s! !i!f! !y!o!u! !h!a!d! !w!i!n!g!s!.!
!
!A!s! !h!u!m!a!n! !b!e!i!n!g!s!,! !w!e! !h!a!v!e! !k!i!l!l!e!d!,! !d!e!s!t!r!o!y!e!d!,! !w!o!r!k!e!d! !t!o! !t!h!e! !b!o!n!e! !h!o!r!s!e!s! !t!h!r!o!u!g!h!o!u!t!
!h!i!s!t!o!r!y!.! !T!h!e!y! !h!a!v!e! !g!i!v!e!n! !t!h!a!t! !t!o! !u!s!.! !W!e! !s!h!o!u!l!d! !a!p!p!r!e!c!i!a!t!e! !t!h!a!t!.!
!
!T!h!e! !o!t!h!e!r! !p!a!r!t! !i!s! !t!h!i!s! !e!l!e!m!e!n!t! !o!f! !t!h!e! !h!o!r!s!e! !c!o!m!i!n!g! !f!r!o!m! !t!h!e! !d!e!s!e!r!t!,! !b!e!i!n!g! !i!n! !P!o!l!a!n!d!,! !a!n!d!
!n!o!w! !g!o!i!n!g! !b!a!c!k! !t!o! !t!h!e! !d!e!s!e!r!t! !b!e!c!a!u!s!e! !t!h!e! !M!i!d!d!l!e! !E!a!s!t! !i!s! !c!o!m!i!n!g! !t!o! !P!o!l!a!n!d! !t!o! !b!u!y! !A!r!a!b!i!a!n!
!h!o!r!s!e!s!.!
!

!

!T!h!e!r!e‘s! !a! !l!o!t! !a!b!o!u!t! !t!h!i!s! !f!i!l!m! !t!h!a!t’!s! !v!e!r!y! !d!e!t!a!i!l!e!d! !f!o!r! !a! !n!i!c!h!e! !m!a!r!k!e!t!.! !B!u!t! !w!e! !w!a!n!t!e!d! !t!o!
!m!a!k!e! !s!u!r!e! !t!h!a!t! !w!e! !w!e!r!e! !a!l!s!o! !t!e!l!l!i!n!g! !t!h!e! !l!a!r!g!e!r! !s!t!o!r!y!,! !w!h!i!c!h! !w!o!u!l!d! !a!p!p!e!a!l! !t!o! !a!n!y!b!o!d!y! !-! !t!h!e!
!h!i!s!t!o!r!y!,! !t!h!e! !s!t!r!u!g!g!l!e!s! !t!h!a!t! !t!h!e!s!e! !h!u!m!a!n!s! !h!a!v!e! !g!o!n!e! !t!h!r!o!u!g!h! !w!i!t!h! !t!h!e!s!e! !h!o!r!s!e!s!,! !a!n!d! !t!h!e!i!r!
!t!r!i!u!m!p!h!.!

!I!t! !w!a!s! ![!a!l!s!o!]! !a!b!o!u!t! !t!h!e! !p!e!o!p!l!e! !t!h!a!t! !h!a!d! !t!h!e! !c!o!u!r!a!g!e! !t!o! !p!r!o!t!e!c!t! !t!h!e!s!e! !h!o!r!s!e!s! !a!n!d! !t!o! !b!e! !c!r!a!f!t!y!
!a!b!o!u!t! !i!t!,! !h!i!d!e! !t!h!e! !s!t!u!d! !b!o!o!k!s! !f!r!o!m! !t!h!e! !G!e!r!m!a!n!s!.! !T!h!a!t! !k!n!o!w!l!e!d!g!e! !o!n! !p!a!p!e!r! !f!o!r! !b!r!e!e!d!i!n!g! !i!s!
!i!n!v!a!l!u!a!b!l!e! !a!n!d! !p!r!e!c!i!o!u!s!.! !Y!o!u! !c!a!n! !s!t!e!a!l! !a! !h!o!r!s!e!,! !b!u!t! !i!f! !y!o!u! !d!o!n’!t! !k!n!o!w! !h!o!w! !i!t! !w!a!s! !b!r!e!d!,!
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!a!l!l! !t!h!e!s!e! !A!m!e!r!i!c!a!n!s! !r!u!n!n!i!n!g! !a!r!o!u!n!d!:! !T!h!e! !h!o!r!s!e!s! !a!r!e! !o!u!t! t! !h!e!r!e!!! !A!n!d! !I! !s!a!i!d!,! !t!h!i!s! !i!s! !a!
!t!h!u!n!d!e!r!s!t!o!r!m!.! !T!h!e!s!e! !h!o!r!s!e!s! !h!a!v!e! !g!o!n!e! !t!h!r!o!u!g!h! !s!o! !m!u!c!h! !w!o!r!s!e! !i!n! !t!h!e!i!r! !h!i!s!t!o!r!y!.! !T!h!i!s! !i!s!
!n!o!t!h!i!n!g!.! !O!n!e! !o!f! !t!h!e! !t!e!n!t!s! !h!a!d! !b!l!o!w!n! !o!v!e!r! !a!n!d! !t!h!e!r!e! !w!e!r!e! !6! !h!o!r!s!e!s! !t!h!a!t! !t!h!e!y! !c!o!u!l!d!n’t! !f!i!n!d!
!a!n!y!w!h!e!r!e!.! !W!h!e!n! !t!h!e!y! !w!e!n!t! !t!o! !l!i!f!t! !u!p! !t!h!e! !t!e!n!t!,! !t!h!o!s!e! !h!o!r!s!e!s! !h!a!d! !j!u!s!t! !w!a!i!t!e!d! !t!h!e!r!e! !f!o!r! !2!
!h!o!u!r!s!:! S!o!m!e!o!n!e! !w!i!l!l! !c!o!m!e! !a!n!d! !f!i!n!d! !u!s!. ! I! !d!o!n’!t! !k!n!o!w! !i!f! !A!m!e!r!i!c!a!n! !h!o!r!s!e!s! !w!o!u!l!d’v!e! !d!o!n!e!
!t!h!a!t!.! !B!u!t! !P!o!l!i!s!h! !h!o!r!s!e!s! !d!i!d!.!
!P!a!t!h! !t!o! !G!l!o!r!y !w!i!l!l! !p!r!e!m!i!e!r!e! !A!p!r!i!l! !1!6! !a!t! !t!h!e! !L!a!s! !V!e!g!a!s! !W!o!r!l!d! !C!u!p!.! !J!e!n! !a!n!d! !S!o!p!h!i!e! !a!r!e!
!a!l!s!o! !p!l!a!n!n!i!n!g! !o!n! !s!h!o!w!i!n!g! !t!h!e! !f!i!l!m! !i!n! !P!o!l!a!n!d!.!

!
!J!:! !I!t ‘!s! !a!l!w!a!y!s! !b!e!e!n! !v!e!r!y! !i!m!p!o!r!t!a!n!t! !t!o! !u!s! !t!h!a!t! !w!e! !d!o! !a! !P!o!l!i!s!h! !v!e!r!s!i!o!n!.! !I!t! !w!i!l!l! !p!r!o!b!a!b!l!y!
!p!r!e!m!i!e!r! !a!t! !J!a!n!ow! !P!o!d!l!a!s!k!i! !i!n! !A!u!g!u!s!t!.! !O!f! !c!o!u!r!s!e! !w!e! !h!o!p!e! !i!t’!s! !w!e!l!l!-!r!e!c!e!i!v!e!d! !e!v!e!r!y!w!h!e!r!e!.!
!B!u!t! !w!h!a!t’!s! !m!o!s!t! !i!m!p!o!r!t!a!n!t! !i!s! !t!h!a!t! t! !h!e! !P!o!l!e!s! !l!o!v!e! !i!t!.! !I!f! !t!h!e! !P!o!l!e!s! !l!o!v!e! !t!h!i!s! !f!i!l!m! !t!h!e!n! !I! !k!n!o!w!
!w!e’v!e! !d!o!n!e! !o!u!r! !j!o!b!.!
!
!###
!

! !J!u!s!t!i!n!e! !J!a!b!l!o!n!s!k!a!

!i!s! !t!h!e! !P!r!e!s!s! !&! !M!e!d!i!a! !/! !P!R! !A!d!v!i!s!o!r! !t!o! !t!h!e! !E!m!b!a!s!s!y! !o!f! !t!h!e! !R!e!p!u!b!l!i!c! !o!f!
!P!o!l!a!n!d! !i!n! !W!a!s!h!i!n!g!t!o!n!,! !D!.!C!.! !S!h!e! !c!o!m!p!l!e!t!e!d! !h!e!r! !M!a!s!t!e!r!'!s! !o!f! !J!o!u!r!n!a!l!i!s!m! !a!t! !N!o!r!t!h!w!e!s!t!e!r!n!'!s!
!M!e!d!i!l!l! !i!n! !J!u!n!e! !2!0!1!0!,! !a!n!d! !i!s! !a! !2!0!0!8! !P!i!t!R! !a!l!u!m!n!a!.!
To see this article online visit http://cosmopolitanreview.com/articles/36conversations/322-path-to-glory

APPEARED IN THE ARABIAN MAGAZINE MARCH 2011

Path to Glory: The Rise & Rise of the Polish Arabian Horse
Words and interview by Samantha Mattocks
This April’s Arabian Breeders’ World Cup in Las Vegas will see a historical event
take place. After over two years in the making, a full-length feature film on the
Polish Arabian will be premiered and I am among the many that cannot wait to
watch this fascinating and in-depth film. During a sunny lunchtime in Scottsdale, I
had the opportunity to speak to the brains – and heart – behind the film, Sophie Dia
Pegrum and Jen Miller of Horsefly Films.
It is debatable whether Sophie and Jen are horsewomen or filmmakers first. They have so
effortlessly bound the art of latter with the beauty of the former that there are no clear
lines of distinction. Their films capture the magic of the Arabian horse like no other and
having produced a number of world-class featurettes, Path to Glory: The Rise & Rise of
the Polish Arabian Horse is their first feature-length film on the Arabian horse, and one
that is long overdue.
“No matter what you think you know about Poland, you don’t” explains Jen. “As
filmmakers and horse people, Poland has always fascinated us and to our mind, the story
of the Arabian horse in that part of the world is just made for film.
“The Arabian horse in Poland is huge and despite our having grown up on legends and
tales of Polish Arabian horses and dreaming of going there for an entire lifetime, you still
feel dwarfed by the enormity of it when you first visit the country. We knew a lot about
the pedigrees, the horses, the history, but it is not until you first visit the different stud
farms that you really become so acutely aware of the true weight of the history
surrounding the Polish Arabian. It really is huge.
“Neither Sophie or I spoke about this history, this story, to the other directly; it was a
month later, when we were on a flight across the US, that we said that we had to tell the
story of the Polish Arabian. It truly was an organic evolution – from our visiting Poland
to reaching that decision. We admit that we are unabashedly in love with Poland and we
want to give something back to them. And it was from this initial idea that, carefully and
spiritually, the Path to Glory was born.”
The natural place for them to start with their then-fledgling idea was Poland and, much to
their relief, Jen and Sophie found that the directors of the three main State Studs – Janów,
Michalów and Bia_ka – were all behind the plan. “From when we very first went to
Poland and produced a video catalogue of the sale horses, we knew that they were huge
fans of what we do,” explains Sophie. “Since we first talked about Path to Glory with
them, they have all been so hugely supportive, not just the directors but everyone at the
studs. We were given unprecedented access to the Polish State Stud archives and not only
that, everyone was so very generous with their time. We were able to interview people in
depth and everyone was so giving.”
Jen adds: “The most important thing to us during the making of this film was that the
Poles loved it. The significance of the Polish Arabian in history can never be
underestimated and while we always hoped that everyone would embrace Path to Glory,
we wanted to capture the heritage of this fantastic country and for them to be as
captivated with our film as we are with their history. If they love it, we’ll be happy.”

I ask them about the essence of the film, what it is that made them so want to do a feature
on the Polish Arabian above all other lines. “The Polish story really epitomises man’s
story with the horse over the generations,” Sophie explains. “If you look at war, for
example, which is a key part of Polish history; this is an integral part of man’s story with
the horse. How many horses were sacrificed in war? But equally, how many humans have
given not only their life to protect horses during the war, but also their whole lives to
furthering the breed?
“By nature, the Poles are very humble and they are on a never-ending journey. But we
were already aware of, and then discovered so many more, wonderful stories that just had
to not only be told, but put in one place together.”
Jen continues: “There is a whole new younger generation out there, but they don’t have
access to this information. That is why Path to Glory is so important. It captures all that
has gone before – something that stretches back through history. Everyone in Poland
knows the horses of the State Studs; it is ‘their’ horse. It doesn’t matter whether they are
horse people or not, the Arabian horses of the State Studs are the country’s national
treasure
“Certainly those working at the State Studs, in particular the Directors, feel the weight of
responsibility upon them; they have a huge history behind them and it is up to them to
carry this on into the future.”
Both Jen and Sophie are keen to stress that the film is not an encyclopaedic commentary
on events in Polish Arabian history; more, it is a collection of stories, of key moments
and key horses found littered throughout the legacy of this country.
“Some of the stories are so very poignant while some are wonderfully funny,” says
Sophie. “Just to even pick one to share with your readers is a challenge, but one that
springs to mind is when Michalów manager to get Celebes (Witraz x Canaria by Trypolis
out of Saga) back from the circus. The Directors literally had to drink people under the
table to get this stallion back – the joke is that it was lucky that Michalów had its own
vodka distillery then, or they would have gone bankrupt! But they managed to win back
their stallion and, at 17 years of age, he started his breeding career. They had the
foresight to see that here was a stallion that could become the foundation of a dynasty –
and he did not let them down.
“One of the most poignant moments of the film was when we interviewed Gene Lacroix.
He talked about the impression that Bask (Witraz x Balalajka by Amurath Sahib out of
Iwonka III) made on him when he first saw him; he was just 13 years old and the way he
describes this meeting is very moving. To see Gene tearfully describe just how
courageous Bask really was gets to me every time I watch that clip.
“Naturally, Bask has been gone for a while now, but Path to Glory will help people
understand the connection, the importance of this horse. Of course, his lines have gone
back to Poland again through Monogramm (Negatraz x Monogramma by Knippel out of
Monopolia). The story of the Polish Arabian is truly one that never ends, but continues to
evolve and Bask is a perfect example of this.”
With Path to Glory underway, almost all other Horsefly projects naturally were put on
hold. By September 2010, Jen and Sophie had reached the point where they were ready to
begin the final push to finish the film, but they needed financial backing in order to be
able to do so. A Kickstarter campaign was launched through Facebook, with the aim of
raising $4,500. Within two days, they had reached their target and more, ending up with a
total of $9,375 of donations from generous friends and supporters.
“We were, and still are, totally amazed at the outpouring of support that we received,”
says Sophie. “And it is not only in monetary terms, either; we were humbled by the
amount of people who contacted us and said how they were truly behind us and what we

were doing. Working in film, you tend to work in a vacuum, so this response was
amazing.”
Jen reinforces how the pair felt, saying: “Making a film is a wonderful process, but it is
also very personal. There comes a point where you have to allow other people to see it
and the six-minute clip we put on the Kickstarter site obviously resonated with a lot of
people. We found that people were eager to see more and their support was wonderful,
including sending us archive photographs and footage of horses and Poland. Many times,
we didn’t realise that we needed something until we received it, so we will always be
indebted to these people.”
Much of the money raised went on photograph and film transformation, a costly business
especially when, nine times out of ten, the Horsefly girls had no idea whether there would
be anything usable on the film, in particular. “One such piece was the 1937 Dickenson
footage of Poland,” explains Jen. “We knew it existed and spent a whole day searching
the archives of the Arabian Horse Galleries for it. Just as we were giving up, we spied an
unlabelled box on the top shelf and, sure enough, it was in there. We had no idea whether
the film had survived and it costs £600 just to transfer it. Thankfully for us, the footage
was perfect and beautifully shot; it is a wonderful addition to the film and, to be honest, it
is a stand-alone film in its own right.
“For us, one of the most beautiful things about this footage is that, when you look at these
horses from almost 75 years ago, they could still be shown today – and win. That is how
progressive the Poles were with their breeding programme.”
The night before we conducted this interview, a few of us had gone for dinner. Jen, in
particular, was lamenting the fact that, in spite of numerous searches, pleas, calls and
Facebook requests, they had not managed to find any moving footage of Eukaliptus
(Bandos x Eunice by Comet out of Epigona). As Jen was telling us how this footage
would have completed the film, Jeff Wintersteen announced that they had footage of
Eukaliptus at home, trotting through the Polish paddocks. As we discuss this chance
discover the next day, both Jen and Sophie say that this is how the film has developed as
they have worked on it; indeed, it is truly organic and I have no doubt that it will stay in
the hearts of all that watch it.
With just six weeks to go, at the time of interviewing the Horsefly girls, until Vegas,
thoughts turn to the premiere. “We feel so excited that the Arabian horse community as a
whole has embraced Path to Glory,” says Jen. “And given the strength of feeling we have
encountered, we are thrilled to be able to premiere the film at the Arabian Breeders’
World Cup in Las Vegas.
“We have hired the theatre for the whole evening on the Saturday night and, having
found a vodka sponsor, there will be a drinks reception first. The buzz in Scottsdale
around this evening was very exciting and we have a limited number of tickets available
for those visiting Vegas who want to see this film.”
“It will be a fun evening – although I think I might watch some of it through closed
doors!” adds Sophie. “We have become so close to this project and while it has been hard
to see the wood from the trees at some point, we know that we have brought together an
incredible story, filled with immense passion and beautiful Arabians. It will be a
wonderful moment to witness peoples’ reaction to Path to Glory.”
With just amendments to the score, provided by Brandon Visel, and the voice over
needed, as well as the Eukaliptus footage adding in, the film is all but complete. For me,
Saturday 16 April cannot arrive soon enough. Path to Glory is over two hours in length
and it will not only represent the journey of the Polish Arabian, but also of Jen and
Sophie over the past two years as they have followed their passion and shared their vision
of the Polish Arabian with us.

“We must end by saying thank you to everyone that has supported us, in every way; we
truly could not have completed this film without you. And while we do not want to single
out just one person, Frank Hennessey has been a wonderful supporter of ours. From the
very beginning, he was there with us and that has meant the world. Everyone is
important, but Frank has been singularly amazing, so thank you Frank.”
I have no doubt that Path to Glory: The Rise & Rise of the Polish Arabian Horse is a film
that will resonate with Arabian horse breeders and aficionados the world over. As well as
a premiere in Vegas, Jen and Sophie are hoping to present the film at this year’s Arabian
Horse Days in Poland. It is only right that such a film should be shown there, surrounded
by the history that made the story what it is. Thank you Jen and Sophie, for bringing this
history together.
###
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RULES TO FILM BY
A Peek Behind the Scenes with Horsefly Films
Some undertakings in life require lots of rules. Generally filmmaking is not
one of them. In fact, for the most part, filmmaking is best facilitated by a
distinct lack of rules where one’s creativity and gung-ho attitude are the only
tools necessary, besides all-consuming passion and skill. During the last two
years of making the upcoming feature documentary PATH TO GLORY: The
Rise & Rise of the Polish Arabian Horse, we have discovered that it is precisely
that lack of rules which we thrive on. But sometimes, in retrospect, a few-let’s call them guidelines,--might have been kinda cool. Here now, on the eve
of our sharing our film with the world, we list a few principles we have
figured out. For next time.
1. Always have a GPS. Great rule, superceded only by its corollary : In
Poland, all bets are off--satellites do as they please here. Case in
point: We were thrilled beyond measure when we managed to secure
an interview with the legendary Roman Pankiewicz, best known as the
breeder of *Bask. His translator gave us topsy-turvy directions to
Poznan and a street name which we found out, after driving 8 hours
across Poland, did not exist. The GPS is hopeless. It can’t pronounce
the names let alone find them. Undeterred, we circled the city,
watching fretfully as the light began to sink lower and lower in the sky.
We don’t have any lights with us. We hope Roman has remembered
to pay the electric bill—provided we can find him. In our one stilted
conversation with the translator she had mentioned a street three
turns before his actual street ,which we knew was the name of a Polish
king. It was very little information but on our fourth pass across the
heart of the city we find that royal avenue. Left or right? We say a
quick prayer over the steering wheel and the gods of Polish Arabian
horses and turn right. We make another random turn. And another.
And another, and miraculously find ourselves in the parking lot of
Roman’s high rise apartment building. Glory glory halelujah we have
found the proverbial needle in a Poznan haystack! No time to savor
victory as light is still fading, fading. Roman’s eyes twinkle when we
meet him—he is charming and gracious beyond measure. Rosy
cheeked and excited for our visit. His apartment is lovely and piled
high with horse books in every corner. We are anxious to begin our
interview. Then we spy the table of cakes.
2. EATING CAKE(s) is mandatory.

Roman invites us to sit for a delightful tea, complete with no less than
five cakes, a plate of pastries and three bowls of various candies, which
he claims are all his favorite. We indulge our host and our sweet
tooths and have a slice of cakes 1 and 4. This is not enough. We must
also try cakes 2, 3 and especially 5 as it is a local specialty. Sun sinking
lower. We’re sinking into the furniture. Into diabetic comas. At last
Roman proclaims we can begin the interview. Fortified by all the
sugar, Roman gives us an incredible conversation which we will never
forget. Instead of the hour interview we had scheduled, our chat rolls
on into hour two then three, then four. Roman has paid his electric
bill and the soft glow from the desk lamp illuminates his laughing eyes.
Thank you Roman.
3.Friendly rivalry is good.
After shooting at Michalow last May we regroup at Janow where Director
Trela has returned from judging in Brazil just in time to see us off on our last
night. The entire staff plans a festive barbecue. In the midst of it, we tell the
staff that we’ve put together some of the Janow footage we shot ten days
earlier. We show it to everyone—lots of incredible stallions trotting through
the high grass of Kurs, beautiful shots of mares, all of Janow’s glory. Trela
asks if we did the same for Michalow and we tell him yes. Would he like to
see the little piece we cut together for them? Sure! We cue up the Michalow
piece and everyone is laughing and joking until we get to the now famous
footage of Michalow’s eleven world champion white mares on parade with
their roses, each one more magnificent than the last. El Dorada, Georgia,
Emmona, Egzonera, and still they keep coming. Palmira, Pistoria,
Espadrilla, Emanda, On and on they trot forth like a dream. Emandoria,
Zagrobla & Galilea.The room goes silent. Hmmm, did we miscalculate
showing them this? And then Trela says with a wry smile, “Oh, just regular
morning excercises at Michalow!”
4. Be surprised whenever you can!
We highly recommend it. There is a freedom in not knowing what to
expect. As we cruised through Vegas on our way to interview Mr. Las Vegas
himself, Wayne Newton, we had no idea what to expect from the man or the
interview. We knew we were getting close (GPS works well here) but knew
definitely we’d hit the mark when we pulled up to the giant gold gates
outside his ranch. Surprise one and it was great. How disappointed would
we be if Mr. Las Vegas didn’t have some glitz? Pulling up to the house,
complete with more golden doors, we were greeted by Mr. Newton’s lovely
staff who showed us in. Here we encountered surprise number two as the
golden doors were just the setup for what lay inside: Gold fireplace, piano,
statuary, exquisite antique bejeweled Arabian rugs. All on white carpeting so
clean it hurts your eyes. We wiped our feet a few more times and got to work

setting up our gear. Just as we finished, Wayne came down the stairs and was
immediately the most gracious, well-spoken, genuine, intelligent, passionate
person you could ever wish to meet. Although he was incredibly busy and
had other interviews and appointments booked after our slotted hour, he
gave us three hours of his time, taking us out to see his horses and talking so
candidly and honestly about his obvious true love of the Arabian horse. He is
a true breeder and horse lover and it was beyond refreshing to be in his
company. Thank you Wayne.
5.Walk softly and carry a bullwhip.
We pride ourselves on being prepared for any eventuality that might occur
on a film shoot, but sometimes it takes our handy dandy friend Scott
Benjamin to save the day. One spring morning at Michalow we venture out
to film one of their lovely herds of dairy cattle, grazing idyllically in the lush
green pastures. Caught up in the moment and completely captivated by their
beautiful bovine faces and liquid doe eyes, we do not notice the HUGE bull
lumbering our way. Now this is precisely when we highly recommend having
your very own bullwhip master with you. Enter Scott, suddenly and
enthusiastically brandishing a bullwhip with such force and bravado that the
singleminded and perturbed bull stops in his tracks. Crack! The bull stares
Scott down. A Polish standoff of epic proportions. Are we getting this on
film? Crack! The bull fake charges but thinks better of it. Scott is a
formidable and strange opponent. More staring. Scott whispers something
unknown and soothes the savage beast. The bull stands down at last and
meanders away with a snort. Thank you Scott.
6. Life gives you incredible moments when you least expect it.
Last August, after all the colorful, celebratory crowds had left Michalow
the last afternoon of the Open House, the beautiful stillness surrounded us
once again. The late afternoon sun melted like butter over the stone barns
and our friends and Michalow family Scott Benjamin and Darren Vaast had
the terrific idea of walking down to the corner market for some ice cream
(for us) and carrots (for the horses). We walked, filled with joy to be back
“home” at Michalow. In the little shop we chose our treats human and
equine and walked back to the barns to share the carrots with our favorite
mares and stallions. The magic of the day washed over us as we walked and
laughed and ate slightly stale, yummy, drippy ice cream cones. After
lavishing the horses with affection and root vegetables, Scott produced
another item he had bought at the shop—a candle and lantern, the kind one
puts on a grave. We walked out from the Stud and down the road, turning
down a little dusty lane. A little ways down was a beautiful iron gate that
surrounded the local cemetery. The sun was in its golden hour, a perfect
setting. We entered the cemetery, the only visitors at this hour. We quietly
walked among the beautiful plots, each lovingly tended with fresh flowers

and the same candles and lanterns lit here and there. Scott moved beside me
and asked “Can you figure out which one is Director Jaworowski’s?” My
eyes scanned the graves and there, toward the back, was a large gravestone
that looked exactly like the Michalow barns. The same white stones and red
tile roof. I smiled and pointed, sure. We walked over and read the beautiful
plaque that marks Dr. Jaworowski’s grave. Scott lit the candle and placed the
lantern next to some flowers there. We stood in silence a while. I secretly
thanked Dr. Jaworowski for all he had done in his lifetime, for all the Naborr
daughters, for all the Monogramm daughters, for a vision larger than life
achieved. I brushed the stones with my hand and looked at my companions
all in their own thoughts. All wore smiles. Although it is not on film and now
only a memory, it is as indelible as any movie. Ice cream and carrots had
turned into a moment of infinite joy Sophie and I will never forget as long as
we live.
PATH TO GLORY: The Rise & Rise of the Polish Arabian Horse is a feature documentary.
With interviews, rare archival footage and photographs previously lost to history, this indepth film documents the unlikely, triumphant story of Poland’s entrance onto the world
stage and their worldwide influence on the breeding of one animal. This breathtaking
documentary tells the story of how a beleaguered nation rose up to become the pinnacle
of Arabian horse breeding, coming full circle from desert sands to the hallowed halls of
Europe, and how Poland now proudly serves as the wellspring for the greatest Arabian
horses in the world.
The film will premiere in Las Vegas on April 16th, Saturday night of the Arabian
Breeders World Cup show. Tickets for the VIP premiere party and World Premiere
Screening are available at horseflyfilms.com. The 2 disc DVD set featuring the film as
well as over 2 hours of never before seen bonus features, is available for purchase at the
same website.

PRODUCTION STILLS

THE CHAMPIONS
This historic shot was taken by Horsefly Films in May 2010 at Michalow
State Stud while filming PATH TO GLORY: The Rise & Rise of the Polish
Arabian Horse and features eleven World and/or International Champion
Mares. Pictured from left to right are: El Dorada, Georgia, Emmona,
Egzonera, Palmira, Pistoria, Espadrilla, Emanda, Emandoria, Zagrobla &
Galilea.

Filmmakers Jen Miller & Sophie Pegrum at Michalow State Stud during the
filming of the documentary feature PATH TO GLORY.

Re-enactment of the legendary Count Rzewuski during the filming of
Horsefly Films’ documentary feature film PATH TO GLORY.

