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INTRODUCTION

THE BEGINNING IS NIGH

THE BELL TOLLED at midmorning, summoning the faithful to their church. They trooped down the hillside silently; they’d abjured unnecessary speech, along with sex and liquor. Some stopped to pour out food they wouldn’t need, covering the path with flour.

The members of the Movement for the Restoration of the Ten Commandments, a shoot sprung from the trunk of Catholicism, had expected the world to end in 1992, in 1995, and on the last day of 1999. Despite their prophecies’ failures, they’d continued recruiting new members. Now, on March 17, 2000, they knew the Virgin Mary was about to come to take them to heaven. They’d celebrated, slaughtering three bulls, at their compound at Kanungu in the fertile hills of south Uganda; they’d burned clothes and money, vestiges of earthly life. Inside the building, waiting, they sang and chanted. Someone nailed shut the doors and windows.

The End came in a flash of gasoline-fed flames.

Afterward, local police guessed that 530 people died in the fire. The dead were hard to count, since ashes were all that was left of many bodies. Within days, police found some four hundred more corpses buried in pits at Kanungu and other sect compounds. The signs were that they’d been stabbed, strangled, or poisoned in the weeks before the fire, though neighbors had heard nothing, no cries of resistance.

Ugandan officials described the case as mass murder, rather than mass suicide. They posited that the sects’ leaders had escaped, taking the wealth of the members; warrants were issued for their arrest. An AP report referred to Credonia Mwerinde, who founded the movement after seeing visions of the Virgin, as a “huckster” and “charlatan.” It fit a common description of “cults” that predict the End—con-man leader, duped followers. Perhaps that was less frightening than another possibility: that hoping for history’s end and the kingdom of God, sane people had killed or had willingly died, based on beliefs an inch or three away from those of established religions. But in the first days after the fire, it was impossible to prove either explanation of the catastrophe. The witnesses had left this life.

One thing should be clear: A certain sigh of relief elsewhere in the world at the start of 2000 had been altogether premature. In the months before the turn of the millennium, media reports and security agency assessments warned that religious groups might commit violence to help the End begin. At the same time, newspapers carried updates on concerns that the Y2K bug would stop computers at midnight, December 31, 1999. That whiff of techno-apocalypse helped merge the two concerns. So did the use of “millennium” to refer both to the Christian belief in God’s kingdom on earth and to the biggest New Year’s party ever. It was easy to get the impression that anyone predicting the End was expecting it that midnight, and that if anyone acted on the belief, that’s when he’d do so. But the magic minute passed, the computers didn’t even hiccup, and no “cultists” killed themselves. Ergo, the religious concerns were misplaced, just like the technological ones.

Just two and a half months later, fire swept through a Ugandan church. Reading the reports in Jerusalem, I was sickened, but not surprised.

As a journalist and an associate of the Center for Millennial Studies, I study people who believe we are living in history’s final days. Popular depictions of such people are often simplistic, drawing too great a separation between “doomsday cults” and mainstream society. The fact is that millions of quite rational men and women, belonging to established religious movements around the globe, look forward to history’s conclusion, to be followed by the establishment of a perfected era. They draw support from ideas deeply embedded in Western religion and culture. You don’t need to go to central Africa to find them; they live in American suburbs; they work in insurance offices and high-tech startups. Some are influential leaders of America’s Christian right.

Likewise, the fear that any outburst of violence would occur on January 1 was mistaken: It fed exaggerated concerns about that day, and overlooked more serious risks afterward. In fact, the Uganda tragedy fit a pattern familiar to researchers: The deaths came as a delayed reaction, after reality repeatedly defied prophecy. Worse, there was no reason to assume that the Ugandan case would be the last outburst of violence linked to expectations of the End. The turn of the millennium marked not the end of the danger, but the beginning of a dangerous time.

Living where I do, I take that danger seriously. If there’s any place in the world where belief in the End is a powerful force in reallife events, it’s the Holy Land. The territory today shared and contested by Jews and Palestinians is the stage of myth in Christianity, Judaism, and even Islam. When a great drama is played out here, the temptation to match events with the script of the Last Days can be irresistible. For a century just such a drama has been acted out, compelling the world’s attention—and firing expectations in all three religions among those who hope for the End.

The impact of such belief on a complex national and religious struggle has received too little attention. It underlies the apocalyptic foreign policy promoted by many on the American religious right: support for Israel based on certainty that the Jewish state plays a crucial role in a fundamentalist Christian script for the End. In Israel, belief in final redemption has driven the most dedicated opponents of peace agreements. Among Muslims, expectation of the final Hour helps feed exaggerated fears about Israel’s actions in Jerusalem. Belief in the approaching End has influenced crucial events in the Arab-Israeli conflict. Time and again, it has been the rationale behind apparently irrational bloodshed, and undermined efforts at peacemaking. In the worst case, desire for history’s finale has the potential to spark all-out war in the Middle East.

And here’s the paradox: The world’s resolute refusal to end doesn’t mute expectations; it turns them up. In the years to come, therefore, hope for the End will continue to exert political influence—and its potential to set off violence will only increase. That hope is more than a fantasy; it has the power to affect our world. The purpose of this book is to show why.

I CAME TO JERUSALEM from California in 1977. I was a year out of college. I came to study Judaism in the Holy City for a year, but I had a one-way ticket. I had nothing written down for the future. I fell in love with the place and, surprising myself, I stayed.

The America of my childhood had been the arena of outrageous hope: We could change the world, completely, by tomorrow. When I was fifteen, spending a summer as a volunteer in a legal aid office on the poor side of Los Angeles, I sat with friends on the floor of the house we shared, and we talked about what America would look like after the revolution. We had, of course, little clue as to what “revolution” meant, besides a mood expressed half by having long hair and half by spending a summer in south Los Angeles, suburban kids righteously slumming. At the university where I later studied, on the coast south of San Francisco, the mood of the sixties lasted halfway into the seventies. Fellow students had programs for remaking humanity: Marxism, lesbian feminism, offbeat spirituality. By the time I left for Israel, the mood of extravagant hope had passed, leaving a dry hangover in many mouths. My last year in America I spent in Berkeley. The town’s telephone poles were the public notice boards, covered in countless layers of announcements. Already, flyers advertising new kinds of psychological therapy and meditation had buried all the famous calls to protest. My older sister, who’d thrilled me by getting arrested at a campus demonstration when I was in eighth grade, now commuted to a job she hated.

Through college, my own commitment to Jewish tradition deepened. There were many reasons, but two messages of that tradition matter for this story. One was messianism: faith that a time would come when war would end, oppression evaporate. Irreligious or anti-religious as my left-wing friends often were, it seemed obvious that this hope was the mother of their hopes. If we believed that the world should be radically different than it was, religion was responsible. The second message had the opposite import: People were inherently capable of both good and evil; that’s what made them human. No change in the regime, class structure, or relations between the sexes would change that. Therefore, anyone hawking a program for a perfected world was selling a hollow promise. The two messages didn’t live peacefully with each other, but both struck me as true.

In Israel, political passion had not gone out of fashion. Strangers argued politics on the bus. In a society where very little was rude, it was rude to phone someone during the evening TV news: The news mattered. There were a dozen political parties in parliament; banks and HMOs had party labels, even the soccer teams belonged to parties. Egyptian President Anwar al-Sadat visited Jerusalem in 1977, offering peace in return for the Sinai Peninsula. Everyone I knew, it seemed, went to demonstrations for or against. Simply deciding to live in the country rather than returning to an easier life in California would be a political statement. Eventually, I succumbed, trading my tourist visa for an immigrant’s papers. After several years of study, in yeshivah (Talmudic seminary) and graduate school, I began a career as a journalist.

I wrote regularly on religion and politics. In particular, the ultra-nationalist Orthodox settlers of the West Bank gripped my attention. They were changing the map of the occupied territories, but they were also imposing a new map of Judaism. The settlers’ ideology was messianism: The creation of Israel fulfilled prophecy, and the conquest of the West Bank was another step toward final redemption. They claimed to know God’s program for history, and their place in it. For the most extreme, that hubris freed them of all moral constraints: In the mid-eighties, a group of settlers was arrested and convicted of terrorist acts against Palestinians and of plotting to destroy the Dome of the Rock, the Muslim shrine at the center of the Temple Mount in Jerusalem. A central member of the group, Yehudah Etzion, told me after his release that “we saw ourselves as God’s messengers, asking what He would want us to do.”

This isn’t where faith has to end up. But I wanted to lay bare at least part of the reasons that it sometimes does. In the process, I widened my focus to include all three of the religions that call Jerusalem sacred. I’ve listened to Muslim sheikhs explain how verses in the Koran foretell Israel’s destruction, and to American evangelical ministers who insist on their deep love for Israel and nevertheless eagerly await apocalyptic battles on Israel’s soil so terrible that the dry river beds will, they predict, fill with rivers of blood. I also came to realize that the center of my story had to be the Temple Mount. What happens at that one spot, more than anywhere else, quickens expectations of the End in three religions. And at that spot, the danger of provoking catastrophe is greatest.

Which is also an old story: A Jewish text records the debate of sages 1,800 years ago on why Cain murdered Abel. By naming what drove Cain to kill, each sage meant to identify the source of human violence. According to one, a twin sister was born with Abel; the brothers fought over who’d possess the only available woman. Another sage argued that the brothers agreed to divide everything in the world between them. One promptly claimed the clothes on his brother’s back and ordered him to strip; the other claimed the ground under his brother’s feet and shouted, “Fly.” Blows followed, then blood.

The third sage, a Rabbi Levi, also said the brothers agreed to split the world. But then, he said, one claimed the land where the Temple would be built, the other insisted it was his, and “Cain rose up against his brother Abel, and slew him.”

The history of fratricide began, said Rabbi Levi, in an argument over who would own religion. It began with a fight over the Temple Mount.



ONE CATTLEMEN OF THE APOCALYPSE


—DYLAN THOMAS

And death shall have no dominion.

MELODY, THE COW that could have brought God’s kingdom on earth, or set the entire Middle East ablaze, or both, depending on who you ask, has her head stuck between the gray bars of the cowshed and is munching hay and corncobs.

At late afternoon in the Jezreel Valley in northern Israel, the hot moist unmoving air could poach a person for dinner. The cows stand on slats that let their droppings fall into a vat below. In the milking room, Gilad Jubi, dairyman of the Kfar Hasidim agricultural school, works with teenage boys in rubber aprons slipping nozzles on udders. A shovel lies in the farmyard next to a rusty wheelbarrow. The scene seems pastoral, not apocalyptic, fit for William Carlos Williams, not St. John the Divine. The friend I brought from Jerusalem, a young born-again American Christian who grew up on a Pennsylvania dairy farm, tells me that his dad once turned on the machine that liquefies the manure under the slats to pump it out, and ten cows dropped dead, asphyxiated by nitrogen that wafted up. The most dangerous thing around is dung. Only the backdrop hints at divine fury: Above Kfar Hasidim looms Mt. Carmel, where Elijah slaughtered the prophets of Baal. Driving up from the city, we stopped at the ancient ruins of Megiddo, whose name came out as Armageddon in the Book of Revelation and gave the West a title for history’s ultimate battle, to be feared or hoped for or disbelieved, depending on your wont. Myth hangs over the countryside like the afternoon mist.

The Holsteins are black and white. But Melody is deep red, from her wet nose almost to the tip of her tail. She looks like an adman’s concept: the one bit of furious color on a black and white page. The color says she matters. It’s her color that threatened to undo the delicate division of holy space in Jerusalem and to set Jews and Muslim at war. Her color made her the unlikely herald of apocalypse for evangelical Christians around the globe. “The red heifer”—as one U.S. evangelical website voiced the mood—“is but another piece in the prophetic timetable which is moving closer to the end of the age and the return of Messiah.”

Melody’s birth in August 1996 seemed to defy nature: Her mother was a black and white Holstein. In fact, Jubi says he’d had trouble breeding the dairy cow, and finally imported semen, from Switzerland, he thinks, from a red breed of beef cattle. But “red” cows are normally splotched. An entirely crimson one is extraordinary: The Mishneh Torah, Moses Maimonides’ twelfth-century code of Jewish law, records that just nine cows in history have fit the Book of Numbers’ requirements for sacrificing as a “red heifer.” Yet the rare offering was essential to maintaining worship in the Temple in Jerusalem. The tenth cow, Maimonides asserts, will arrive in the time of the messiah. That’s when Jewish tradition foresees the Third Temple being built on the Temple Mount.

Kfar Hasidim is an Orthodox Jewish school. Up from the cowshed is a storehouse with the words “End of Days Square” painted on the eave. In a fading mural on the wall, a wolf lies down with a sheep, a lion cuddles with an antelope. A sign on the door reads:

Subjects studied here:
The king messiah
The Kingdom of Israel
“And it will come to pass in the end of days”

Not surprisingly, the boys in the dairy talked about the new calf, and one mentioned it to his father, school rabbi Shmaria Shore.

Shore, still not sure if this is really his story, if he belongs in it, takes pains to deny the report, published during the media storm Melody set off, that his son ran home saying, “Dad, a red heifer, a red heifer,” almost as if he was announcing the coming of the messiah. Fact is, Shore didn’t pay much attention when his son mentioned the calf. Two weeks later, when the subject came up again, he dropped by the dairy. She was red, but there were white hairs on her udders. Shore wasn’t sure, but to be safe he told Jubi not to apply the cream that removes a cow’s horns: To fulfill the requirements of Numbers 19, the heifer must be in mint condition. Seeking advice, he called the state-appointed regional rabbi, who was uninterested. So he phoned someone who would know whether the calf qualified, and would care: Rabbi Yisrael Ariel, founder of the Temple Institute in Jerusalem’s Old City and a central figure in the movement on the far edge of Israel’s religious right dedicated to establishing the Third Temple—not as faraway hope, but as a practical program, a pressing need. Finding a red heifer is one precondition to building the Temple. Another, it’s generally assumed, is removing the Dome of the Rock from the Temple Mount.

Ariel said he’d come with a colleague to look Melody over. Instead, Shore recalls, “two or three minibuses” arrived one March day, and fifteen or twenty people, the Who’s Who of the Temple movement, piled out. Ariel came, as did Yehudah Etzion, who had spent years in prison as the ideologue of the terrorist underground organized by West Bank settlers in the 1980s; and Adir Zik, an announcer on the settlers’ pirate radio station known for his fiery rhetoric. Jubi let the cow out, Ariel and his colleagues examined her and ruled that, so far, she fit the requirements. The question was whether she’d stay red till the third year of her life, as required to serve for the sacrifice. Someone passed out wine to toast, “To life.” In a snapshot, schoolboys and black-jacketed rabbis are dancing in a circle in the farmyard as if at a wedding.

The next day, a newspaper broke the story. Zik spoke about the red heifer on his radio show. The madness about Melody had begun.

One of the first calls came from an Israeli TV anchorman: how about bringing Melody to the studio? Shore refused; he didn’t like the media circus. It didn’t matter. Press photographers arrived. The rabbi, sans calf, appeared on national TV. The Boston Globe’s man did a story, and other American correspondents followed. In the next few months, Shore says, a CNN crew made a pilgrimage to the red heifer, as did crews from ABC and CBS, and from Japan, Holland, France.

If much of the world’s media reported on Melody in a bemused tone, as a story about the strange things people believe, not everyone saw the cow as a joke. On the opinion page of the influential Israeli daily Ha’aretz, columnist David Landau argued that the security services should see the red heifer as “a four-legged bomb” potentially more dangerous than any terrorist: “It’s equal, in its ability to set the entire region on fire, to the power of non-conventional weapons in the hands of Iranian ayatollahs.” Landau, it happens, is doubly unusual: an Orthodox journalist in the often stridently secular Israeli press, and a proponent of peace in the mostly hawkish world of Israeli religious Orthodoxy. He understood the expectations of building the Temple that the cow could inspire among Jewish religious nationalists, and its potential for inciting war with the Muslim world. “A bullet in the head,” he wrote, “is, according to the best traditions, the solution of security services in such cases …”

Too shrill? As Landau alluded, the nameless agents of Israel’s Shin Bet domestic security force, caught offguard by the assassination of Prime Minister Yitzhak Rabin in November 1995, had underestimated the power of faith in the past. At Kfar Hasidim, Melody was moved from the cowshed to “solitary confinement” in the school’s petting zoo, where she could be kept slightly safer from the visitors arriving daily. A dog was posted to guard her. It couldn’t guard against sprouting white hairs.

UNQUESTIONABLY, the reactions to Melody seem bizarre. But there are three very solid reasons for the fears and hopes she engendered: the past, the present, and most of all the future.

Numbers 19 is one of the most opaque sections in scripture. A red heifer, “faultless, wherein is no blemish, and upon which never came a yoke,” is to be slaughtered, and its body burned entirely to ash. Paradoxically, this sacrifice must be performed outside the Temple, yet the heifer’s ash becomes the key to the sanctuary: It alone can cleanse a man or woman tainted by contact with human death.

For, says the biblical text, anyone who touches a corpse, or bone, or grave, anyone who even enters the same room as a dead body, is rendered impure, and must not enter the Temple. Yet proximity to death is an unavoidable part of life, and sacrifice was how Israelites served God. So to free a person of impurity, says Numbers, mix the heifer’s cinder with water, and sprinkle the mixture on him. As Jewish tradition read those verses, the heifer really had to be faultless. Two white hairs would disqualify it. The rarest possible beast was essential to purify a priest who’d attended his own father’s burial, or to allow any Israelite who’d been in the presence of a corpse to share in the sacrificial cult.

Presumably, the ritual seemed reasonable three thousand years ago. Impurity, as a modern Bible scholar points out, was a real thing, and was contagious, virulent, an affliction of the soul. The rite of the red heifer, writes Tel Aviv University’s Baruch Schwartz, meant that “God will dwell among and protect His people” only if death has no dominion in the sanctuary. Our modern minds get half a fingerhold on the blank rockface of the idea, but no more. We can’t climb up it. Which puts us in good company: By the classical era, first-century sage Yohanan ben Zakkai asserted that the commandments of Numbers 19 were beyond human grasp, to be performed only out of obedience and love for God—another concept many moderns find distant.

The last ashes of the last red heifer ran out sometime after the Romans razed the Temple in Jerusalem in the year 70. Every Jew became impure by reason of presumed contact with death which, practically speaking, didn’t matter much because there was no sanctuary to enter and sacrifice had ceased being the center of Judaism. The tenth heifer logically belonged to the imagined time of the messiah because a rebuilt temple also did.

Except that today, the absent ashes of the red heifer have a new function. They are a crucial factor in the political and strategic balance of the Middle East.

Over nineteen hundred years have passed since the Temple’s destruction, but its location—give or take a few crucial meters—is still a hard physical reality. It is the most contested piece of real estate on earth: a thirty-five-acre not-quite-rectangular enclosure on the southeast corner of the Old City of Jerusalem. If the mountain of the Lord doesn’t look much like a mountain, it’s because of earthworks carried out by the Herod the Great, the Roman-appointed vassal king of Judea, in the first century B.C.C.* Herod expanded the Temple courtyards, at the top of the hill known as Mt. Moriah, presumably because the appearance of glorifying God would glorify himself. To do so, he built huge retaining walls, turning the hill into a stone box. In principle, the Temple Mount remains the most sacred site in Judaism. In practice, the place to which Jews have come to worship for centuries is the base of one of Herod’s retaining structures, the Western Wall, or, as it was once commonly called, the Wailing Wall, in reference to Jews mourning for the ruined sanctuary. The stones are huge. At the bottom the crevices are packed with the crumpled notes of prayer pushed into them by worshipers.

But the Mount itself isn’t in ruins. As Al-Haram al-Sharif, the Noble Sanctuary, it is the third-holiest site in Islam. Near its center stands the Dome of the Rock—a gilded half-sphere rising from an octagonal base. The protuberance of bedrock inside the shrine traditionally marks the spot where Muhammad ascended to heaven on his nighttime journey from Mecca nearly fourteen hundred years ago. It probably also marks—a shimmering uncertainty is part of the landscape—the location of the Holy of Holies, the sacred core of the Jewish Temple. At the southern end of the esplanade is Al-Aqsa Mosque. To confuse matters, the name has a double meaning: Today any Muslim, at least in Jerusalem and the West Bank and Israel, will insist that the entirety of the Haram is Al-Aqsa, including the open squares between the shrines and the olive grove north of the Dome, all sacred ground.

Perhaps human beings should recognize that God’s mountain could have more than one name, more than one path up it. In practice, packing two kinds of sanctity into one place is like stuffing it with two volatile chemicals. A glance at the Mount testifies that any effort to build the Temple where it once stood—the one place where Jewish tradition says it can be built again—would mean removing shrines sacred to hundreds of millions of Muslims, from Morocco to Indonesia. An attempt to dedicate even a piece of the enclosure to Jewish prayer would mean slicing that piece out of the Islamic precincts.

On June 7, 1967, the third day of the Six-Day War, Israeli troops took East Jerusalem, bringing the Temple Mount under Jewish rule for the first time since the year 70. Israel’s leaders decided to leave the Mount, Al-Haram al-Sharif, in Muslim hands. The decision kept the ingredients for holy war apart, just barely. Instead of the Mount, the Western Wall drew Jewish pilgrimage.

Yet the separation made by the civil government would not have worked without a hand from Jewish religious authorities. From the Six-Day War on, Israel’s leading rabbis have overwhelmingly ruled that Jews should not enter the gates of the Mount. One of the most commonly cited reasons—even if the sages have not always explained their decree in full—is that under religious law, every Jew is presumed to have had contact with the dead. For lack of a red heifer’s ashes, there is simply nothing to be done about it: no way for Jews to purify themselves to enter the sacred square, no way for Judaism to reclaim the Mount, no way to rebuild the Temple. Government officials and military leaders could only regard the requirement for the missing heifer as a stroke of sheer good fortune preventing conflict over the Mount.

In any legal system, a technical ruling can mask deeper considerations. The statement issued by Israel’s Chief Rabbinate in the summer of 1967 ends with the prayer that “the Holy One Blessed be He will speed our full Redemption, and we will joyously … visit His sanctuary and serve with a full heart, quickly and in our days.” Decoded in traditional manner, that would mean that the Temple will be rebuilt only when God sends his messiah: in a future for which the faithful should pray and wait. Conquering the real estate isn’t enough.

Unless the future is now. Unless the waiting is over, unless history is literally drawing to its climax, ancient prophecies coming true before our eyes.

That idea, too, can strike the modern mind as foreign, but this time the distance is an illusion. Belief in the End is part of our lives. Tens of millions of people speak of it openly in the traditional language of religion. Widespread predictions that the year 2000 marked the hour were only one expression of that belief. After the year is past, the last of the three zer0s clicked over to 1, it’s likely to grow stronger. Many more people, even those who laugh at religious language, have held a fragment of a hope that they are living at history’s dénouement. Some, for instance, would have at least an embarrassed memory of a tremble on hearing words like:

We are stardust
We are golden
And we’ve got to get ourselves
Back to the garden.

The idea that human beings are in exile from the Garden, that we’re on the verge of returning, wasn’t born in the 1960s. Pause before you mock.

The concept of an End of Days, in which God’s kingdom will be established on earth, exists in Christianity, Judaism, and Islam, though it’s often suppressed in all three faiths. If there’s one thing that has made it difficult to repress that subversive idea today, it is the existence of the state of Israel. The creation of Israel in 1948 and its conquest of Jerusalem in 1967 aren’t ordinary history: For those inclined to hear them, they’re divine proclamations that the hour is near. For literalists, the venue for the final events is Jerusalem—and at its center, the Temple Mount.

This may be myth, but the Mount is not a mythical spot. It is in the midst of a very earthly city. It is a short stroll from the business districts of West and East Jerusalem. The dispute over who owns the Mount is one of the most intractable issues of real-world Middle Eastern politics. The conflict is intense because of the Mount’s place in history—but even more because of its place in the future. For a small but growing group of Jews on the Israeli religious right, every day since 1967 has been a missed opportunity to begin building the Third Temple. For a far larger number of conservative Christians elsewhere in the world—and particularly in the United States—building that Temple is an essential condition for the Second Coming. And for many Muslims, any attempt to destroy the shrines of Al-Aqsa is a sign that the Hour is at hand.

Should such beliefs matter to anyone else? In 1984, the Shin Bet stumbled onto the Jewish settler underground’s plot to blow up the Dome of the Rock. One of the group’s leaders explained that among the “spiritual difficulties” that kept them from carrying out the attack was that it is forbidden to enter the Temple Mount because of impurity caused by contact with the dead—that is, they lacked the ash of a red heifer. In a verdict in the case, one judge wrote that if the plan had been carried out, it would have “exposed the State of Israel and the entire Jewish people to a new Holocaust.” The danger hasn’t gone away: The Temple Mount is potentially a detonator of full-scale war, and a few people trying to rush the End could set it off.

JOURNALISTS WEREN’T ALONE in coming to see Melody. The first to flock to see her were the ultra-Orthodox, the Jews who most vehemently criticize modernity. The ultra-Orthodox traditionally reject any human efforts to bring redemption. For that reason, they opposed the establishment of Israel. But the red calf was all right, she was a proper miracle, a sign God could be ready to act Himself. Other Israelis followed. By Passover, a month after the first news reports, visitors were arriving in droves, seven or ten or twelve cars at once arriving at the gate of the agricultural school.

Interior Minister Eli Suissa didn’t visit Melody, but he did comment on her. Suissa’s ultra-Orthodox Shas party is usually moderate on the issue of Israeli-Palestinian relations. Suissa stands out as the hawk of the party. In a speech to right-wing professors, he repeated the rabbinic position since 1967, saying that he wasn’t interested in Jewish control of the Temple Mount for religious reasons. But, he added, “when use is made of the red cow that’s been discovered, and the people of Israel can be purified through its ashes, I’ll change my mind.” That is, the status quo could remain in force until Melody reached her third year and became the full-grown heifer required by scripture.

That detail didn’t escape the foreign visitors—mostly born-again Christians—who were pulling up at Kfar Hasidim. There were days when three tourist buses arrived, or five, or ten. A group of one hundred clergymen from Texas met with Shore and asked when the cow would be ready. In two years, he answered, when it was in the third year of its life. Immediately, Shore says, they got very excited, and winked at each other, and started talking about the year 2000: Melody would be ready on time.

Reverend Irvin Baxter, a Pentecostal minister from Richmond, Indiana, made Melody the cover story in his Endtime magazine, which provides “World Events from a Biblical Perspective,” then published a follow-up article when he was able to come and visit himself. To his 40,000 Christian subscribers, he explained Maimonides’ view that the tenth red heifer would be offered in the messiah’s time—and then noted that under the diplomatic schedule then in effect for the Oslo accords, “the final status of Jerusalem and the Temple Mount is to be settled by May of 1999. It’s in 1999 that Melody will be three years of age …” In other words, the calf, the medieval Jewish sage, and the Israel-PLO peace agreement all proved that the Temple would be in place for the End Times to begin by the millennium’s end. Televangelist Jack Van Impe likewise noted that “scripture requires the red heifer be sacrificed at the age of three,” and asked breathlessly, “Could Melody’s ashes be used for Temple purification ceremonies as early as 2000?”

Here and there such enthusiasm sparked complaints. In his Internet newsletter, Dallas televangelist Zola Levitt said he’d received too many letters about the calf. “If the Christian community had as much concern about the Lord, salvation, prophecy, and correct doctrine in churches as it has about the red heifer, we would be fine Christians,” he wrote. Apparently Levitt’s objections to interest in the Temple didn’t go too far; the same newsletter carried an upbeat interview with Gershon Salomon, leader of an Israeli group dedicated to building the Temple. The writer suggested that Salomon’s efforts were part of “the fulfillment of biblical prophecy [which] marches onward, moving inexorably toward the Second Coming of the Messiah.” But Levitt—a Jew-turned-Christian-fundamentalist who promotes proselytizing to the Jews along with support for Israel and rejection of the Mideast peace process—had another beef: The rabbis wouldn’t come through. “With their almost pathological insistence on the letter of the law, I suspect they will reject the heifer,” he said. The polemic against “legalism,” a shopworn standard of theological anti-Judaism, gained a new use—“the law” could keep the Jews from fulfilling their role of building a Temple to facilitate the Christian apocalypse, and once again the Jews would fail Jesus.

The concerns in other quarters were different. Early in the summer of 1999, I dropped in at the offices of the Al-Aqsa Association, a group linked to the radical wing of the Islamic Movement in Israel, to see Ahmad Agbariya. The office is on the main street of Umm al-Fahm, an Israeli Arab town a half-hour drive from Kfar Hasidim (drive south past Armageddon and turn right). Green flags and banners on the street proclaim, “Islam is the solution” and “There is no god but God.” Agbariya is in charge of the association’s efforts to develop the mosques at Al-Haram al-Sharif. Three large, framed photos of the holy site decorate his office; in one, taken on a Friday during the holy month of Ramadan, rows of worshipers fill every inch of outdoor space. The Jews, he told me, “intend to build the Third Temple.” Was there a target date, I asked. “All I know is that three years ago they said a red heifer had been born,” he said, “and that in three years they’d start building. Three years will be up in August 1999.”

Agbariya wasn’t the only one worried. Deflecting the Arrows from the Book, “The Life of the Community of Islam,” an Islamic tract on the approaching apocalypse published in Cairo, also discusses “the red cow … born recently in Haifa, in what they call Israel.” What that event portends, explains author Amin Jamal al-Din, is that the appearance of the Antichrist—a sign of darkness before the final dawn in Islam as in Christianity—“is an arrow’s shot away or closer.” For when the cow “reaches its full development in the third year of its life, it will be sacrificed at the Temple of Solomon, and the person who will do this will be their king, their redeemer, the Antichrist.” Jamal al-Din and Irvin Baxter agreed on one thing: The folks with the cow had a star role on the stage of the End.

RABBI SHMARIA SHORE is miscast in that role. He didn’t ask for it, but then neither did he choose to escape it. He’s fragmented.

We meet one day in a Jerusalem café frequented by professors, artists, writers. The waitresses are in tanktops. If Shore, a thin man with a long steel-gray beard and a white button-down shirt—the standard attire of an Orthodox rabbi—feels misplaced, he doesn’t show it. He begins conversations in Hebrew, but his accent is as American as mine, and I switch to English. When he changes languages, I hear a cadence—a vowel stretched in diffuse amazement at the world, a consonant rounded off at the end of a word—familiar from another time: the sixties, dorm rooms, and campus coffee shops.

The former Steven Shore grew up in New Haven, Connecticut. Black Panther founder Bobby Seale’s murder trial opened in the city in tandem with the Chicago 8 trial, Shore tells me, as the start of his own biography. “In high school I was radical, I was against the war…. There were four days of protests, with tear gas on the New Haven Green. And the prosecutor was one of my parents’ best friends.” From there, with the help of Antioch College’s work-study program, he began a tour of the era’s last blazing. He spent four months in Berkeley, where he worked in a school for disturbed boys; he took classes in Zen. In the summer of ’72 he lived in a Boston commune that ran an organic restaurant. “Every night we’d go do something else, Sufi dancing, or yoga, or things I wouldn’t want to mention.” But he was torn between “the sincere part and the feeling people were just having fun. Like the drug scene…. By my first year of college, I’d read a lot, you know, Aldous Huxley’s Doors of Perception. And then I remember one guy saying to another what are you doing tonight, and he says, ‘Watching a movie and taking acid.’” The world wanted to change, the rabbi across the table tells me, but there was a dark side. “Woodstock—people romanticized it, but three people died.”

He studied for a year in Grenoble—philosophy at the university, Christianity with a Jesuit group. He was, it seems to me, a spiritual bungee jumper: “I really got into French culture. I wouldn’t speak English.” In a visit to Lucerne, a divinity student asked him if he was Catholic or Protestant. “I told him ‘Jewish.’ He pulled out a book in Hebrew. I didn’t know Hebrew.” By the next summer, he was in Israel—“instead of going to Nepal,” he says. The journey from antiwar protests to Merkaz Harav yeshivah, the talmudic institute that inspired the West Bank settlement movement, he would argue, is not as long as it seems. Religious Zionism, the kind of Orthodox Judaism he chose, asserts that human beings are acting to bring the world’s final redemption. Jews returning to their land and building a state is a piece of that. “There’s a basic feeling that the world is progressing toward something. What’s nice is it exists not only on a Jewish level…. Communism also believes in perfection of the world. ‘Getting better, all the time,’ as John Lennon said. It was electrifying to be in the world in Cambridge in the summer of ’72. There was a feeling that something was about to happen.” The distance between him and the other man he could have been—living, say, in a Boston burb with a collection of old Joni Mitchell albums and the jazz he played on his Antioch radio show—was the small extra willingness to throw oneself into a new hope rather than say that hoping for a world perfected here and now had proved extravagant.

But the cow was a problem. He’d point out to visitors that it might not fit the biblical requirements. He’d tell Christian groups that if they wanted to see proof of the messiah’s approach they should look at the boys from Russia and Ethiopia in his school, Jews returning from four corners of the earth. The “Redemption is not just technical. It reflects spiritual changes in the Jewish people and the whole world. It’s not as if God is wringing his hands because a red heifer hasn’t been born yet.” The teachings he follows put building the Temple only at the very end of the spiritual process. He still doesn’t like shallowness.

Yet when Melody was born, he did not say, as he quotes his spiritual master Rabbi Tzvi Yehudah Kook responding to reports of a red calf twenty years ago, “Nu, so there are brown cows in the world.” He called the Temple Institute. When I ask why, he answers slowly. You can know people best by their contradictions, and this is one of Shore’s contradictions. “Whether this was the red heifer, or just to study about the red heifer, I had the responsibility to find out if it was kosher. I was doing my duty.” Melody solved the problem. By the age of a year and a half, she sprouted a clump of white hairs at the tip of her tail. The story was published, but news of a letdown travels more quietly than reports producing high anxiety. Jubi moved her to the cowshed, and removed her horns.

Yet under instructions from Shore, he used semen from a red bull to inseminate her. Shore’s teachers taught that people acting in the world are bringing the messiah, and that the Temple would be built. They also said to wait for God’s time to build it. Put one foot on the gas pedal of sacred history, they said, and one on the brake. As happens in movements to perfect the world, the machine bucks and bursts out of control.

[image: image]

THE COWS ON THE SCREEN graze on barely rolling pastureland. They’re red—some appear pure red—and there are lots of them. The sky is gray, the occasional tree is barren of leaves. On the audio, two men speak in strong southern accents, over the cattle’s low grunts. We see a young calf, and Reverend Clyde Lott’s voice says, “This is really an extraordinary heifer, from the standpoint of her length of body, her massiveness, her stoutness of bone … the quality of the hair she has on her, it is the color that rabbis are looking for.”

Lott knows cows the way he knows to walk or speak; the knowing is bred into him. Knowledge of what rabbis want in a cow has come more recently. He passes in front of the camera, a square-faced, silver-haired man, his wide shoulders hunching in a sweatshirt insufficient for Nebraska at winter’s end. He tells Reverend Guy Garner to swing the camera at a calf which, he says, “from a color standpoint, is very very close to what is required to be a Numbers 19 heifer … a heifer to meet all the qualifications of parah adumah, from the Babylonian tractate of Parah Adumah,” the Hebrew words battered by his drawl. “Not all of these will go but there are some individuals here who will be selected to go to Israel,” he tells us. With the help of jumbo jets and contributions from born-again American Christians who deeply love Israel, Clyde Lott and Guy Garner are ready to drive hundreds—eventually thousands—of head of cattle onto the set for the End of Days.

Lott, son and grandson of cattlemen, grew up on a farm in Mississippi. By his twenties, he was on the success track on what he calls the “high-tech” side of farming, producing show cattle, “the highest of the highest quality,” exhibited in shows across the Southeast. He sold hundreds of champions. He was also, it seems, dissatisfied.

Lott was raised a Southern Baptist, a tradition that, he says, “didn’t put a lot of moral restraints on my life … I realized there had to be quite a bit of improving in my life.” One night he attended a Pentecostal church—part of the branch of Christianity that combines biblical literalism with an all-out religious enthusiasm, a certainty that in these Last Days, men and women have direct access to the Holy Spirit. Swept up by the Spirit, Pentecostals “talk in tongues”—speaking what are for them the inspired words of unknown languages and what for outsiders is babble—and practice faith healing. Often they hear what God wants of them. Their exultation and willingness to hear the Voice from without inspires disdain even from other conservative Protestants—and has turned Pentecostalism into what may be the quickest-growing form of Christianity around the globe. Lott went home “and got down by my bed, and repented, and felt the Holy Spirit enter into me.”

Soon after, he began a correspondence course that led him to ordination in the Pentecostal Assemblies of Jesus Christ. The course was for himself; he’s never served as a pastor, though he’s a gifted preacher: A fundraising video shows him shout out extemporaneous prayer, fists pounding the air, then switch to a sermon voice that reminds one of the look of well-finished wood, polished to a sheen but with the natural grain showing.

At the end of the 1980s, Lott recalls, “there was a wave of prophecy preaching going through Mississippi, and the question was when is Israel going to build the Temple.” For that, Lott knew, a red heifer was needed. Yet studying his scripture one night he hit Genesis 30,* where Jacob tells his father-in-law Laban what he’ll take as salary after having received both Leah and Rachel in marriage: “I will pass through all thy flock today, removing from thence all the speckled and spotted cattle …” Or so says the King James version—in which, Lott didn’t realize, a crucial word is easily misunderstood. If the Israelites’ original cattle were speckled and spotted, the cattleman-preacher wondered, how’d they ever get a red heifer?

The question weighed on him for months. Until one day, when he was working in the field and a piece of equipment broke down and Lott got in his car to head for town, the car took him instead to the state capital of Jackson, where he strode uninvited into the office of Ray Manning, international trade director for the State of Mississippi. Lott enjoys telling of the “cold shock” on the official’s face at seeing him, straight from the hay field, dirty, smelly. The bizarre meeting eventually produced a letter to the agriculture attaché at the U.S. embassy in Athens, responsible in his specialty for the entire Middle East. Manning explained that he’d been approached by a cattle producer who’d made this offer: “Red Angus cattle suitable for Old Testament Biblical sacrifices, will have no blemish or off color hair, genetically red … also excellent beef quality.”

What Lott did has a logic. Cattle-raising today is biotech. It was his life’s work. But did it mean anything? Lott isn’t the only technical person pulled to the vision of Temple-building because it promises that a technical skill is essential to the world’s salvation. Nor is he the only one in our technological age to read the Bible itself as a tech manual, installation instructions for the final, fantastic upgrade of the universe.

The letter bounced from Athens back to New York to the U.S. embassy in Tel Aviv to Israel’s Religious Affairs Ministry to the Temple Institute in Jerusalem’s Old City, where it landed on Rabbi Chaim Richman’s desk. It moved from the Mississippi biblical literalist to the Israeli fringe group either by chance or, as Lott and his partners for a number of years at the Temple Institute would see it, by the unswerving hand of Providence.

CHAIM RICHMAN grew up in Massachusetts in a Jewish home with little religion. Under circumstances he won’t discuss—Richman possesses the ideologue’s certainty that what matters is the cause, not himself—he became Orthodox and gained a rabbinic education. By 1982 he’d moved to Israel, and sometime afterward joined the staff of the Temple Institute—part of a self-imagined vanguard who will restore the Jews to their proper status in the world as “a sign that God exists” by virtue of performing sacrifices at a rebuilt Temple.

Richman speaks in an anxious, sarcastic voice that hovers precisely between mocking himself and taunting his listener. Thin, dark-haired, sidecurls tucked behind his ears, gazing through small wire-framed glasses with amazement at how the world has misunderstood him, he is Woody Allen’s counterlife, the ultra-Orthodox Jew as whom Allen has imagined himself on-screen. “I don’t have to apologize for …” is the standard way he half-apologetically starts ideas about the Jews’ place in the world. Fact is, he likes to quote Allen, among others. “Israel has been here fifty-one years. The question, to paraphrase Jack Nicholson, is ‘Is this as good as it gets?’ The Bible says the Jews are the chosen people. Does that mean we’re the best pediatricians and Wall Street brokers?” he says, explaining the need for a Temple.

Lott’s letter set off several months of phone conversations, after which the Pentecostal cattleman arrived in Jerusalem in 1990 to meet Richman and Rabbi Ariel. As Lott tells the story, Richman asked him how many cows would have to be imported to produce a red heifer in Israel. Two hundred, Lott replied. And how much would they cost? For the high-quality cows needed, Lott estimated, $2,000 a head. Richman translated for Ariel, who speaks no English; the two rabbis spoke furiously in Hebrew; Lott asked what the problem was. Twenty thousand per cow is a lot, Richman said. No, $2,000, Lott repeated, adding, “We’re not trying to take advantage of you as you turn to God.” Again, Richman translated and the rabbis talked furiously.

Then Richman told him a two-thousand-year-old story, preserved in the Talmud and other rabbinic texts, of a wealthy gentile named Dama, son of Netina, who lived in Ashkelon. In the version of the story that Richman told to Lott, a delegation of rabbis went to Dama to buy a jewel for the high priest’s breastplate, in the days when the Temple stood. They offered one hundred gold dinars; Dama refused, saying the key to the lockbox was under his sleeping father’s pillow. The rabbis assumed that was a negotiating ploy, steadily raised their offer to one thousand pieces of gold, and finally left. Soon after, Dama caught up to them and announced that his father had awoken and he could sell the jewel. So the rabbis counted out one thousand coins, but Dama would only take the original hundred. Here, as Lott recalls the story, Dama says he doesn’t want “to take advantage of you when you turn to God.” His reward: God causes a red heifer to be born in his herd.

That’s not the only version of the tale, part of a cycle that celebrates Dama the idolator as the paragon of honoring one’s father. In the ancient texts the hero says nothing of God, only of not wanting to make a profit from filial respect—and eventually he makes good his loss by selling the red heifer. But the version Lott was told, with the pious gentile who takes a tenth of what he could get, fit the hour. For Richman and Ariel, Lott became a walking literary allusion. As for Lott, he’d later tell Christian audiences back home that every time Israel needed a red heifer, it had come from a gentile. In conversation, he stresses that “God has called gentile people to help Israel” many times—Hiram, who helped Solomon build his Temple; Oskar Schindler …

That was the first of Lott’s trips to Israel. He and Richman began exploring the country, looking for the right spot to raise red cows. The search first took them to the Golan Heights, then to the West Bank: precisely the areas whose future would be determined in peace talks, precisely the land whose conquest by Israel—in the eyes of both Israeli religious rightists and countless conservative Christians abroad—had signaled fulfillment of biblical prophecies of the End of Days.

Back in Mississippi, Lott fasted and prayed, “seeking God’s face” for guidance. Strangers called him: a preacher who’d found Lott’s name on his desk and who’d had a vision of a valley where the cows should go; an expert on grasses who offered a strain of alfalfa grass whose roots would dive toward hidden underground water and make wilderness bloom. For Lott, those miracles showed he was being guided by God. That’s the kind of certain faith that has fed media stories suggesting he was one more kook in the turn-of-the-millennium American landscape. Another exegesis makes more sense: Lott’s name was getting out, people who’d never met him were inspired by his plan, in one significant swath of American society he was not nuts but cold sane.

On a quest for perfect pastures, Lott, Richman, and Ariel visited the West Bank settlements of Shiloh and Elon Moreh, then moved on to the Jordan Valley. Afterward Ariel pointed out that they’d inadvertently retraced, in reverse, the Israelites’ footsteps as they’d entered the land under Joshua—another sign they were on the right track. “Yasser Arafat,” Lott later explained to potential supporters back home, “is trying to take possession of this land…. Now there is a plan to take this land, fence it and take it out of disputed status…. It is now Israel’s.” Christians would help Israel stake that claim. “We feel”—Lott likes the first person plural—“that God is going to directly involve his Church.”

In 1994, Richman visited Mississippi, a country undoubtedly more foreign for him than Israel ever was. Lott took him to the barn and showed him four heifers. One caught his attention. Richman stared, moved back, checked her from another side, examined the young animal for fifteen minutes, and finally declared: “You see that heifer. That heifer is going to change the world”—the first cow in two thousand years to satisfy Numbers 19. Lott had proved he could deliver. Richman, though, apparently still wanted a heifer born and raised in Israel, to insure it remained unblemished.

In the meantime, Lott’s idea was changing form. Israeli growers, he’d found, were raising the wrong cattle for producing meat. He felt “guided by the hand of God” to change that. Rather than bringing a few hundred Red Angus to Israel, he’d bring fifty thousand. The “restoration of Israel”—the term Christians concerned with the End have used for generations to refer to the prophesied return of the Jews to their land—must also, he decided, be the “restoration” of Israel’s livestock industry.

Lott gave up his family farm. At a Nebraska ranch, he began raising Red Angus bred to the highest standards, which means, he explains, “marbling in the meat, white flakes through the flesh … easy calving, hardiness … longevity.” To further the effort, the Association of Beef Cattle Breeders in Israel set up a professional board whose members included Lott, Richman, and several Israeli Agriculture Ministry officials. Ranchers who could take the cows were found. The “hosts” did not need to have any interest in red heifers for sacrifice. Lott was making an offer they couldn’t refuse: He’d supply them with perfect beef cattle. In the spring of 1998, Canaan Land Restoration of Israel, Inc., a nonprofit body dedicated to bringing cattle to Israel, was established, with pastors scattered from California to Pennsylvania as officers and advisory board members. Lott appeared at churches, raising funds, and on Christian TV. Donation cards, adorned with sepia photos of grazing cows, allowed supporters to sponsor the purchase of “1 red heifer—$1,000.00,” a half-heifer or quarter, or “1 air fare (1 cow)” at $341. A fundraising letter exhorted, “Remember, Gen. 12:2-3: ‘I will bless those who bless you, and whoever curses you, I will curse’”—a verse often cited by evangelicals as a reason to support Israel—and expressed thanks for “this opportunity to share a portion of this monumental work that the God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob is doing at the hands of these simple men of faith in these last days.” The idea that Christians should “bless Israel” with cows had grown beyond one man’s obsession.

GUY GARNER is a broad-built, relaxed man in his fifties, with an accent that erases the difference between “tie” and “tire”—the latter being what he sold for “twenty-something years,” along with serving as pastor of the Apostolic Pentecostal Church of Porterdale, Georgia, until he gave up the business to commute to Israel and handle Canaan Land’s affairs.

Garner admits to knowing little about cows. That’s not what brought him in. On a Christian tour to Israel at the start of the nineties, he found himself in the Temple Institute’s exhibition of utensils for the Third Temple, his group guided by Chaim Richman. Suddenly, “I felt that God called on me to … study Endtime prophecy.” He devoted the next four years to studying scripture, praying, and fasting—and talking with Lott. Among the insights he gained, he told me in our first meeting, is that Daniel 7:4—a snippet of a vision that describes a lion with eagle’s wings—actually forecasts the United States gaining independence from England: The lion is England, and the wings that are “plucked” off him and given a “man’s heart” are America, whose symbol is an eagle. Earlier the same week, a pastor from the Midwest had presented precisely the same reading of Daniel to me as his revelation.

Finding the nations in Daniel’s beasts is a spiritual concern shared by countless conservative Christians. What makes Garner unusual is his concern with the Bible’s predictions of the role of agriculture, and particularly cattle, in the Last Days. He and his wife Jean arrived at my office with several yellow legal-pad pages with verses copied out by hand. “In that day shall thy cattle feed in large pastures,” Garner cites Isaiah 30:23, and adds a gloss: “IN that day meaning = Last days, or end of the Holy Ghost dispensation of time.”

The cows, Guy Garner stresses, are “a giveaway to the Jewish people.” The growers get them and the calves they produce free of charge, with just two obligations: After a number of years, they must provide Canaan Land with the same number of young cows as they originally received. And along the way, Canaan Land has the right to examine every newborn calf, and to take any it judges to be “special”—likely to qualify as a red heifer and speed establishment of the Temple. “We’ve always said that those who bless Israel will be blessed,” Jean Garner happily affirms. The couple’s dedication is immense: Not only have they given up their business and church and moved thousands of miles from their children and grandchildren, they draw no salary from Canaan Land. “Lots of changes,” I comment, and Jean Garner for once drops her smile and looks at me intently.

“Do you like changes?” she says.

“She doesn’t like things to change,” her husband adds.

Yet who is supposed to reap the real benefit of bringing red heifers to Israel? Garner’s certainty he is helping Israel is sincere. But he has humbly cast himself as a bit character in an Endtime drama whose script is somewhat rougher on Jews than on born-again Christians. In fact, the Christians will safely exit to the wings, while on stage, the Jews will find themselves at the center of the apocalypse. To start things off, that demonic figure known to Christian theology as the Antichrist will appear and, as Garner explains, solve the problem of the Islamic shrines on the Temple Mount by negotiating “a peace, or false peace … that includes setting up the Temple.” In the process, “the Muslim temple will come down.” From there, the world plunges toward Armageddon. “It’s not a pleasant thing to think about,” Garner says glumly, “but God’s going to do what He’s going to do.”

Speaking to me, Lott stressed that his thinking had shifted since he started out. Helping Israeli agriculture, not building the Temple or “trying to make Endtime,” had become the focus. That stress could be a matter of the audience, a Jew, or of Lott’s own contradictions. In his recorded fundraising talk, he explains that once the true Christians vanish from earth the moment before the apocalypse, ownership of the project will pass to the Jews left behind. What’s more, thousands of embryos will be culled in advance from the new herds in Israel and frozen to protect them from history’s final catastrophes. That way, following the Second Coming, “in the first one or two decades of [Jesus’] millennial reign, Israel will be able to take the embryos and place them in cows, so in one generation … they will have the greatest cow on the face of earth.
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