s a child, I had little to do

with horses outside the coin-

operated mustang in the IGA.
We were corn-fed van people horses
were for cowboys and adventurers,

people | only saw and envied in movies.

At the University of Michigan,
however, | had a history professor
with a knack for storytelling. He
described how a 13th century Mongol
horseman would rotate through a
string of mounts, survive on the blood
and meat of the weakest, and remain
constantly moving through conquest
and the seasons.

eir brutal simplicity was an
attractive counterpoint to my
comfortable mundane middle-class
Midwestern life. More importantly,
the nomadic life of the Mongols was
a more romantic version of my own
childhood odyssey through a series

A horse skull on

the banks of the
Kharaa River in
northern Mongolia’s
Darkhan-Uul
province. Bleached
bones are a common
sight in Mongolia
as herd animals and
working horses are
slaughtered, freeze,
or, more rarely, die
from natural causes.
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Cuisine

HORSE, OF COURSE

A desire sated, an insight gained
by Luke Meinzen

of small towns by moving van. e
professor s story fused the idea of

adventure, horse esh, and my own life.

I was mostly vegetarian, but | became
perhaps the only student in Ann Arbor
with an active desire to eat a horse.
In a pleasant accident, | went
on to Mongolia as a Peace Corps
Volunteer and arrived with a rucksack
appropriately full of romantic
ideas. Typically, the experience of
volunteering promptly failed to
cooperate with my expectations. |
began my service in Khongor, rare
among Mongolian towns because its
fortunes are more apparently tied to
settled agricultural and industrial labor
then they are to herding. Surrounded
by wheat and canola elds, Khongor
drizzled realism on my romantic ideas.
My host family lived at the edge
of town. ey had jobs in town and

raised root vegetables. ey had no
horses of their own, only a few cows
that required a minimum of wrangling.
ey did not plunder or conquer,
but they did make the best yogurt |
have ever tasted. We ate mutton and
noodles, fried goat pies, and more
dairy than | had seen since | learned
to walk. It was hearty food that | was
both grateful to share and quietly
disappointed to see was not the exotic
meat | had imagined. e better part of
me appreciated the typically grey, beige
and white food of Mongolia. Another
part of me daydreamed about hummus
and Cheez-It crackers. Another part |
tried to ignore still wanted the red esh
and yellow fat of horsemeat.

By the end of the summer | spent
with them, the desire to eat horse
dulled until I did not even notice
the rst time | ate horse. While |
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