
Red Notice 

a dozen of Sergei's complaints. When Sergei asked for more time to 

go over the "new materials" that Silchenko had brought to court, Sta

shina told him to be silent. 

But Sergei wouldn't be silent. Instead he stood in the cage and, in 

a booming voice that defied his physical state, accu ed her of violat

ing the law and his rights. He finished his speech by saying, "I refuse 

to take part in and Ii ten to today's court hearing because all my peti

tions to uphold my rights have been simply ignored by the court." He 

sat and turned away from the judge, and the hearing proceeded with

out him. Stashina was unmoved. She went through a few technical is

sues and then coldly extended Sergei's detention. The hearing ended 

and the guards came into the cage for Sergei. He couldn't muster the 

trength even to smile at his family as they led him away. 

He was taken back to the hallway and chained to the san1e radiator. 

Neither his lawyer nor his family was allowed to see him for the rest 

of the evening. His mother and his aunt waited for hours outside in 

the cold for the van that would take him back to Butyrka, so that they 

could try to give him a little wave and tell him that they loved him. But 

by 9:00 p.m. the prison van had still not emerged. The cold, the de

spair, the sadness, ate into them. Finally, they gave up and went home. 

I found out about all of this the next morning. When I told Elena, she 

became distressed. "I don't like this, Bill. I don't like this one bit." 
I agreed. 

"We have to get someone to Butyrka," she insisted. "Someone 

needs to see Sergei-today." 

But no one could. His lawyer, who was the only person permitted 

to see him, was out of town and wouldn't be back until Monday. 

That night, at 12: 15 a.m., the voice mail alert on my BlackBerry 

vibrated. Nobody ever called my BlackBerry. No one even knew the 

number. I looked at Elena and dialed into voice mail. There was one 
message. 

I heard a man in the midst of a savage beating. He was screaming 

November 16, 2009 

and pleading. The recording lasted about two minutes and cut c 

mid-wail. I played it for Elena. Afterward, we sat in bed, unable 

sleep, pondering all sorts of gruesome scenarios. 

As soon as the sun came up, I called everyone I knew. They we 

all okay. The only person I couldn't call was Sergei. 

. . . 
On Monday, November 16, 2009, Sergei's lawyer, Dmitri, went 

Butyrka to see him. However, the prison officials said they would 

bring Sergei out because he was "too unwell to leave his ce: 

When Dmitri asked for Sergei's medical report, he was told to go 

Silchenko. He called and asked for a copy, but Silchenko told h 

that the report was "an internal matter for the investigation" and 

fused to give Dmitri any details. 

They were deliberately giving Dmitri the runaround; Sergei \ 

more than "unwell." After months of untreated pancreatitis, g, 

stones, and cholecystitis, Sergei's body finally succumbed, and 

went into critical condition. Although the prison officials at Buty 

had previously rejected his numerous requests for medical attenti 

that day they finally sent him to the medical center at Matrossk 

Tishina to receive emergency care. 

However, when he arrived, instead of being taken to the med 

wing, he wa taken to an isolation cell and handcuffed to a bed1 

There, he was visited by eight guards in full riot gear. Sergei 

mantled that the lead officer call his lawyer and the prosecutor. Se 

said, ''I'm here because I've exposed the five-point-four billion 

bles that were stolen by law enforcement officers." But the riot gu 

weren't there to help him, they were there to beat him. And they 

into him viciously with their rubber batons. 

One hour and eighteen minutes later, a civilian doctor arrived 

found Sergei Magnitsky dead on the floor. 

His wife would never hear his voice again, his mother w 

never see his easy smile, his children would never feel the squee: 

hi oft hands. 
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Lucy
Sticky Note
Magnitsky, who Browder says was tortured in detention, is allowed to have a cell phone? Really? And he makes a call while being beaten by 8 govt thugs? Or did he say, hey guys, can I have 5 minutes, I need to call my man in London? And the chief says sure Sergei, hey boys, take 5 for a smoke. Really! And this was read by editors and book reviewers who saw nothing odd about it? Really?
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Lucy
Sticky Note
Who took down Magnitsky's "last words"? And then gave them to Browder? Do you believe this? Really! In fact, Browder's lawyers had been pressing SM to make this charge for many months, and SM had stood them off, as he told Oleg Lurie, because it wasn't what he was charged with, which was Hermitage tax evasion. He finally signed a statement in Oct. And then Browder gave him a last zinger and put it into his dying breath!
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