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again, as each animal passes by him; a stainless steel rack of tongues:
Whizzards peeling meat off decapitated heads, picking them almost
as clean as the white skulls painted by Georgia O’Keeffd“We wade
through blood that’s ankle deep and that pours down drains into huge
vats below us. As we approach the start of the line, for the first time
hear the steady pop, pop, pop of live animals being stunned.

Now the cattle suspended above me look just like the cattle I’ve seen
on ranches for years, but these ones are upside down swinging on
hooks. For a moment, the sight seems unreal; there are so many of
them, a herd of them, lifeless. And then I see a few hind legs still kick-
ing, a final reflex action, and the reality comes hard and clear.

For eight and a half hours, a worker called a “sticker” does nothing
but stand in a river of blood, being drenched in blood, slitting the
neck of a steer every ten seconds Or s, severing its carotid artery. He

uses a long knife and must hit exactly the right spot to kill the animal

humanely. He hits that spot again and again, We walk up a slippery
metal stairway and reach a small platform, where the production line
begins. A man turns and smiles at me. He wears safety goggles and a
hardhat. His face is splattered with gray matter and blood. He is the
“knocker” the man who welcomes cattle to the building, Cattle walk
down a narrow chute and pause in front of him, blocked by a gate, and
then he shoots them in the head with a captive bolt stunner — a com-
pressed-air gun attached to the ceiling by a long hose — which fires a
steel bolt that knocks the cattle unconscious. The animals keep stroll-
ing up, oblivious to what comes next, and he stands over them ;mbm
shoots. For eight and a half hours, he just shoots. As I stand tHere, he
misses a few times and shoots the same animal twice. As soon as the
steer falls, a worker grabs one of its hind legs, shackles it to a chain,
and the chain lifts the huge animal into the air.

1 watch the knocker knock cattle for a couple of minutes. The ani-
mals are powerful and imposing one moment and then gone in an in-
stant, suspended from a rail, ready for carving. A steer slips.from its
chain, falls to the ground, and gets its head caught in one end of a con-
veyer belt. The production line stops as workers struggle to free the
steer, stunned but alive, from the machinery. I've seen enough. \.&

I step out of the building into the cool night air and follow thepath
that leads cattle into the slaughterhouse. They pass me, driven toward
the building by workers with long white sticks that seem to glow in the
dark. One steer, perhaps sensing instinctively what the other don't,
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