
If I had to describe my countryside trip using only one word, I would have to say 
“incredible”.  To describe the Mongolian people, I would have to emphasize the 
words hardworking, patient and generous. 
 
On this trip I quickly became accustomed to the “Mongolian way”.  Being patient 
and flexible was as important to daily life as breathing.  I never knew exactly 
where we were going or what the plan was for the day, and if I did ask, the plan 
usually changed anyway!  For example, when we were driving through the-
middle-of-nowhere and the van would stop, I was never sure if we were (A) 
having a toilet stop (B) asking for directions (C) making lunch or (D) fixing 
something on the van.  Or, any combination of the above!  I just waited to see 
what everyone else was doing and followed along. 
 
I had a fantastic team.  Each of them had a real passion for the country and for 
the work we had set out to do.  My team members were Sansar (large animal 
vet), Chimgee (small animal vet), Baaska (bookkeeper), Nergui (driver) and 
Esther (New Zealand vet student).  It did not take long before we felt like a family 
and even lived like a family, with everyone being conscience of the needs of 
others.  On a couple of occasions we arrived at a vet’s ger and only the children 
were home.  The vet would be in the soum (village) center visiting a sick family 
member and the children would be left to take care of themselves.  We would 
move in and make ourselves at home.  For example, we would use the vet’s 
meat for cooking and we would always stay for the night.  Living in a ger was like 
living in a big, multi-purpose tent.  There was only one room for cooking, eating, 
sleeping, studying, entertaining… 
 
I learned so many things about Mongolian culture that I could never explain it all 
here.  The Mongolian way of life fascinates me.  Every time we visited a ger we 
were offered some milk tea.  I quickly realized how much time and effort was 
necessary to produce this traditional drink.  The required ingredients were milk, 
water, salt and tea.  The salt and tea could be purchased from the soum, which 
was sometimes as far as 50 km away.  The milk was from the local livestock, be 
it cows/yaks, goats or even camels!  The water would have to be collected and 
transported from a river or well.  All of the ingredients were boiled together in a 
big bowl, on the stove, which was always located in the center of the ger.  One 
would have to walk for many kilometers in order to collect the animal dung that 
fueled the fire.  Contrary to the saying: “a watched pot never boils”, it eventually 
does, and the milk tea would be strained and served in small bowls. 
 
There were many cultural customs to respect upon entering a ger.  The guests 
were supposed to sit at a higher level than the host family and women were not 
to sit with crossed legs.  You must accept anything that is offered with your right 
hand, or both hands, but never your left hand.  Along with your milk tea, there 
was always a small something to eat: arrol (dried cheese), tos (dried butter), talh 
(bread), bov (cookies) or chiker (candy).  The Mongolians must have very strong 
teeth because the dried cheese and butter were as hard as rocks! 



 
The goal of our trip was to teach and to minister to the countryside vets and 
herders.  When we taught the vets, I shared my story of how I came to be in 
Mongolia.  When we taught the herders, I told them about the value of using 
veterinary services.  I enjoyed the teaching and I also enjoyed learning!   
 
Our team always tried to begin and end each day with devotions.  Esther and I 
were in charge of leading them.  In the morning, we each had a turn sharing our 
testimony.  Then, we transitioned into answering questions, like, what was your 
most memorable experience of the trip.  In the evening, we did our study from 
books.  Chimgee gave Esther a book on “hearing God’s voice” and I was given a 
book on leadership.  Esther did a good job of condensing her book down into 
short studies.  I was a bit worried about my teaching because the book was very 
in depth, and difficult to summarize, to be translated into Mongolian.  However, I 
was surprised and blessed to find out that I had a very keen group!  Everyone 
(minus our driver) is a leader of a group and each person has a big vision for 
their group.  I only had time to teach 3 chapters out of the 12 chapter book.  Now 
that we are back in the city, we all want to continue meeting weekly and finish our 
leadership devotions.  I never would have imagined that something like this 
would have transpired from the trip.  Our team will always be a team. 
 
Every moment of this trip was memorable.  Whether we were driving along the 
bumpy roads, watching the vast steppeland roll by and listening to traditional 
Mongolian music, or, we were waiting for 2 hours for a meal to be prepared, I do 
not want to forget a single thing!  I learned more about life and myself in 16 days 
than I have in an entire year. 
 
(Photos are attached below…) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
My incredible team…Baaska, Chimgee, Me (Mongolian-ized), Esther, Nergui and 
Sansar. 
 

 
Esther really connected with the Mongolian children. 
 
 



 
Moving time… 
 
 

 
These were the only gers we saw with wind power.  Many gers used solar power. 
 
 
 



 
Herder’s camels. 
 
 

 
If this looks awkward, it was!  We found this camel hobbled by the side of the 
road.  The herder was no where in sight.  So, we took his camel for a joy ride! 
 



 
Yaks. 
 
 

 
Sheep and goat herd.  This is what they were eating…nothing! 



 
Mongolian horses are tiny! 
 

 
 
 



 
The goat kids were separated from their mother’s during the day. 
 
 

 
Weighing goat kids for the model herder program. 
 



 
And this is how we washed our hair. 
 
 

 
And this is how we washed our clothes. 
 
 



 
Making dinner.  Botz (Mongolian dumplings) and milk tea. 
 
 

 
Learning how to “fold” the botz. 
 



 
Men eating meat.  The knives came out and the bones were picked CLEAN. 
 
 

 
The soum (village) market.  Get your meat products here. 



 
And your milk products here. (Most of this is dried cheese and butter). 
 
 

 
Making lunch, journaling and washing hair…in the desert! 



 
Children getting water. 
 
 

 
Me getting water. 



 
Teaching the vets in our “ger hotel”. 
 

 
Sansar teaching in a herder’s ger. 



 
There was the occasional sick animal to attend to. 
 
 

 
And there was the occasional breakdown. 



 
And the occasional “tourist stop”.  (This is where Chenghis Khan signed a peace 
treaty!) 
 

 
The end. 


