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Memoirs of Mendel Beilis

PART V.

A warder came and took away
prisom oclothes, and brought me the
blus st which 1 was wearing st
time of my arrest, and which I had
soen for two 3eare.

“Make yourself comfortable,' mald the
suparintendent, while 1 wus dressing,
“swou have nothing to worty about. The
truth will soon be told now'

When I heard him say this In quite &
kind wvplee I could scarcely believe my
oars. Was this the man who had all
along treated me so ahamefuliy?

Hé evidently had an ldea of what was
passing through my mind—I supposs |
miiat have lookeid astonished, for he made
haste to add, In an apslogetic tone:

"I mém by the nawspapers that there is
no svidopes ageinst vou, und that yvou
will ba soon set free. When that time
comos [ don't want you to think unkindly
of us. Remember, in prison we have to
do muny things we don't like. '

I thanked him and jeft the cell with
my guard

BHofors maving prison, two of the po-
lloapment took hold of me and took off
my clothas until | wan naked. ‘Then
they began to punch me and pinch me
all over until I cried from pain. One of
them put his flat In my mouth, and,
taking hold of my tongue, twisted 1t untll
he nearly tore it from the roois. Thia
was 10 make wure that 1 had no poison
in my mouth.

. nearly fainted with paln They
roared with laughter. This treatment
went on every day during my trial

Having redressed myself, 1T was told
to follow my gusrd, and after a walk
along some corridors, I found myeell at
the prison entrance, where a prison van
wis drawn up. Aw I wan getting into
the van [ caught one glimpee of the
beautiful sky, which I had not sren for
0 many weary months. The van was
sitrrountded by soldiors In the courtyard
of the prison, and when the great doors
opened T could sea from the small grating
many more soldiers, and hundreds of
police and gendarmes pushing back a
great orowd who tried to make their way
to the wvan.

Thera seemed to he more women than
men in the crowd. Moat of them weare
girl students. There must have been
many thousands in all. Many waved
handkerchiefs, and thelr hats, and 1
heard them shouting my name I was
overjoyed to find that I had so many
friends outside, and my heart became
much llghter,

All the way to the court the sirsets
were thronged, and I could sed cossacks
drivipg the people back with whipa be-
fore we arrived. Although I had llved
in Kiev for many years, this was the
first time I had seen the bullding.

As wa entersd the court, the thought
came into my head., "I must not fear.
God will help me. He will show them
ths truth. He will not leave me alone
in this hour,” And It was this thought
that kept me up during the terrible time
of my trial, which now seems to me like
& nightmare.

Going up the stalrs I met several stu-
dents, with thelr "Black Hundred"
badges on thelr ocoats. They stoed in
our way, and would not allow us to pass
for the moment,

“Wait a moment,” they arled, “You
dirty Jew! They will show you here
how to kill our Christian ohlidren!”

1 was placed in a cell in which prisoners
awalting trial were kept. It was very
small, with a wooden bench on one side,
Four soldiers guarded me with loaded
rifles. It seemer hours before I heard
& voloe oalling:

"Bring In the prisoner!"

The four soldlers, with naked sworda,
surrounded me, and took me into ocourt,
telling me to occupy the tiny dock, ia
which for thirty-five days, and sometimes
nights, I was to remaln.

My oyes first fell on the four judges,
all of whom were dressed In black, while
the president, in addition, wors his chain
of office. At the back of the Judges, an-
other forty or fHfty officlals fllled svery
available chair, and many were standing.
Among these 1 recognized all the prose-
cuters who had oome Lo see me, the
governor of Klev, and the chief gen-
darmes, who had me arrested, and dur-
ing my imprisonment had (requently
questioned me.

FPresently my eves wandered arcund the
body of the court room, where I noticed
& number of fashionably dressed women
1 wondered what they had come for,
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very nervous. 1 saw a great number of
lawyers walk In, and s warder told me
they were all aguinst me. This made

me viry much afrald, Hut soon after-
ward I paw my lawyers come Into court,
and my confidence came back.

1t seemed to me that there was & quar- |

rel between
start,

the lawyern right at
a8 to where they should sit,

the

laughed and looked very happy. One of
them beckoned to me, and told me to
take a seat at the other end of the dock,
Just ngminst them

I paw the jury come in. 1 had hoped
find them of the belter élase It spemedd
{to me that the ordinary moujlk could
[ not possibly understand tha complicated
| questiops T had been told were to come
up. When I saw that ten of them were

thelr rough dress and long
hopes agnin began to fuds,

halr, my

man in the uniform of a gencral,
clhieat being nearly covered with medals
He reminded me very much of my old
oolonel. My Lthoughta went back to the

that I was Uving them over again
I had another look at the general. 1 could
not mee his face, but

I at once decided

| that so important & man muet be agalnnt |

me. But when he looked around and I |
saw his ocountenance I thought Imme-
diately that this must be n very good

up for me. 1
wua Dr.
clan

He turned out to be my moat powerful
friend in ocourt.

found afterward thut It

the unfortunate boy, Inflieting such ex-
| traordinury wounds,

| customed to slaughtering animals

[in Russian:

|
I
think mipne must have won, beosuse they |

| course, I had, Then followed the read-
1 shall never forget my feellnga when |ing of the Indictment, which lastedd three

days In the army, and I wigshed heartily
| Jurymen that the
| boen wn Important witness if he had not

man, and I was sure that he would stand |
Paviow, the caar's own physi-|
His testimony proved |
that & man Uke mywself, with no medical |

knowledge, could not possibly huve killed |

It was discovered |

of having committed the murder was ac-

At last the eourt sramed to settle down,
and 1 heard the president’'s voice saying

“"BHellla, how old are yout"

In a trembling volea which sacarcely
seamed to be my own, I told him.

“Are you w Jew?" |

"Yes; wyour excellepey,” 1 repled.

Oiher questions followed, Lthe last ones
belng devoted- 1o finding out whether 1
had confidence In my lawyera. which, of

daye L remembar that my name was
only mentioned once, and then, only on

the lnst page.

At lsst, the evidence started,
the mother of Yuschinsky, Prichodko, tell
how her boy left home and never re-

pensanty, and logked at them sitting In | turned.

Then Vera Cheberink was called,
I could not help feeling neryous and |

Just In front of me I noticed a gentie- | excited. Although [ 414 not know all|
his | that she was golng 1o say, yet, friom what

the prosecutor had told me while I m|

in prison, 1 knew hor story was lllp»l
posed ta bhe right against me.
She began by telling the judges and |

voy, who would have
died under suspicious clreumetances, had
beonn  playlng with  his  little  friend
Yuschinsky, near the brick works.

Buddenly, sha sald, o Jew with a biack |
beard rushed out and selged her boy, |
dragging him into the grounds of ZQ.I!-I
peff's brick works, and Yuschinsky was
never seen Allve asain,

I ¥new this to he a pack of lies, but
all the same [ could ses, watching the |
faces of the Jjurymen clossly as I did, |
that her story had made a deep Impres- !
glon upon them
excited, which
confronted with

increased when she was
the police offlcer whu[

All oyes were turned on me, and 1 Telt |juter that the man whom many suspected [ was present when her son died
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This
betn In  hospital 1
He took a turm for
the warse and Lhe
doctors fearsd for his life. At thin mo-
ment the mother appeared.and inaisted
on taking him home. The doctors pro-
tested, but ahe insintad,

Because he ‘was to be such an Important
witness, the police did not 1&t him out of
plght, and one of them accompanied the
pair home. Shortly after thelr arrival
tha hoy bscame ao bnd that his death was

| feared. The poor boy himeelf realined

Lthis, and oalled for a priest,

“Father! Father!™ he cried, “come
quickly. | want to make a confeasion. '

The priest came, but the woman step-
ped between them, Exeltadly ahe put
hor bands to her mouth and signalled the
boy not Lo speak. -

“Jonin! Jenin!" whe soreamed, “tell the
police officer that T am Innovent of this
murder. Tell them that T kmow mnothing
about it."”

But the bor, in = soft., heartbroken

! voios, said:

“No, mother, 1 oannot, T cannot, Leave
me alone,” and, addressing himself to
the police, In hisn gantls volce he ecalled
oul:

“Father! Father! Come, come quickly!
I must tell you the truth!™

He never had the chance. Cheberiak
rushed at him, pushing aside the priest
and pollce afficer, and selized him in her
arme. She caught him up to her, show-
ervd kisses upon hils mouth, so that he
could not speak, and thus the boy died. 1
heve often wondored what this

would have said had he been allowed to } terrible screams from A

wpeak

While my counsel, Mr.
brother of Lthe minlater of the interior,
wae describing this dreadful ipcident, I
fell tainting to the floor,

littis boy had  Me,

Mendel Beilis.

and this was as moch as 1

know

It was the story told by the Journalist,
Hrazul Broushkoveky, s Christinn, which
aroused my keenspt Interemt, and which
broukht me almoat to a staie of frensy.
It was this story that gave me light on
0 mAny things that 1 had not before
been able to understand.

Mr. Broushkoveky sald that after the
murder he, g8 u Journalist, was dlosely
in touch with the facts and the names
of all those supposed to be Implicated,
When ha found that the enemies of
Jowry were making use of the arime for
the purpose of arousing the passiona of
the mob sgainst the Jews he decided to
look for the real murderer.

It did not take him lmng to find out
that it was Impossible for me to have
bheen gullty. i firet step, after having
seon all the police officials and the wit-
nesxns In theWariier inquiry, was to make
himmself thoroughly aocquainted with per-
nons who Xnew the hoy Yuschinsky well
He got acquainted with the Loy's mother
and step-father and got clomaly in touch
with the eriminale living In the district
whers the crime was commiiled,

He vidited the pince where the hody
was Adlscovered and also the houses of
all those whom he thought might have
besan connaocted with the murder. As a
result of all his inguiries hin susplcions
fell on the woman Cheberiak and her as-

| mocintes.

Six montha after the murder new facts |

oame to light. A neighbor of Cheber«
lak's came forward and declared that on

boy | the night of the murder she heard some

boy, which

laated meveral minutes. After that there

Maklaklow, | Was dead wilence.

Moreover, this woman sald, nelther
Cheberiak's husband nor her children
ware In their houss that night. And. she

As for Lthe greater part of the trial, 1 wont on, ouriously emough some doge &

do not know even mow what It was all
ahout. For days many important people

practice, but 1 understood nothing of
what they sald. | used to ask one of my
lawyers whether they were for or agalnst

}

faw days later dug up some rage soalked
In blood. Next morning those dogs were

Everyone In court Wus | came and gave evidence about the ritual | found hanged,

This led to the previous careers of
Cheberiak and her friends belng Investl.
gated. This was not diffioult, On the

Massacre
Soldiers,
Hundred,"” the Anti-fewish Organi-

of Revolutlonists by Russian
Men Belonging te the “Black

ation Described by Nedlis, Are

Meked Out for Such Ougs
rages and Are Troated
to KN as Many
dews as M'os-

sible.

Mh of March, 1ML the day before the
murder, the polles had arrested a gang
af thieves with whom Cheberink Was
known to have booan associated

Mre. Broushkovaky ‘was abls e Drova
that twa or thres days bafors thin there
had been a quarrel betwesn Yuschinsky

and the children of Cheberiak, and the
tormer thyeatensd to tall the polica about

"the woman Cheberlak and the gang of

thieves. And, In Mr. Broushkovaky's
opinlon, there, was no doubt that this led
to The boy's murder by the gang, they
svidently being afrald of hia talking.
Many belleve, when Cheberiak’a son Iny
dying and begged to make hia eonfesaion,
It was the truth about the murder which

ever | he wished to tell

With all tha fante that aventually came
nte his possosslon, Mr. Braushkovaky
was able 10 reconstruct tha roens of the
murder. e says that Tuschinsky was
enticed to CUChebariak’s house, whare the
assmaping, the remiining members of the
gang, Fvan Latishov, Peter Bingasvaky
and Boris Roudsinsky were awalting him.

The boy wans dragged to & amall bed-
room by the men, Cheberiak and an-
other woman kept watch., Youschinaky
was gagged It must have been during this
titme that the soreams wars heard—and
tortured. Bingaevaky held his arms and
loga. RMoudsinaky, a butcher hy trads,
inflicted the curious wounds on his tem-
ples and all over his body. Latiashov ob-
tained the rags, and with the utmost dare
wiped away the traces of hlood.

The body wns drained of the blood,
the wkill was pleroed and wrapped in &
earpet. AL this moment the foul work
was Interripted,

A knock was heard at the door. Che-
beriak went to answer It. A visitor stood
outside—one ol Cheberiak’'s friends had
called. Cheberiak asked the f(riend 1o
have some ten In the kigohen

Whan ahe left the body was placed In &
bath, Next day, wrapped In a cloth, it
wias pliced In a stable, and a day later
buried tn the cellar. That night the an-
snsaing laft for Moscow where thev com-
mitted another robbery, but were caught
and brought back to Kiey

Laft alone the same evening in tha
houss, Cheberink was overcome by the
thoughts of the orimes. Bhe went to the
same woman who had called while the
murder was in progress, and asked her
to spend the night with bher in her houss,
an she wan haunted by *“the ghost of
the murdersd boy,"” the murder now being
publie property

Together with another woman, they
went Lo Cheberiak's house, hut they did
not remain all nlght. The former was so
wild in hoer manner, and In such a
hysterical stale, that they feared to re-
maln and Julckly left

Neéxt day, the members of the gang
who had been arrested & week before

whom you could strike a good bargain.

Join the Swappers’ Club--Membership is Free

Call at Room 104, Bee Building, for particulars about our SPECIAL OFFER TO SWAPFERS.

weora reiensed and wont siraight to Chebw
erinl, They told ber thatl Yuschinaky
wan not, after all, the catime of thelr ar-
rest. This statement seemed to maks
Cheberiak more agltated still. Bhe jeft
the bouse and went to & small lodring
until & day later thé body was
removed ta the brick works, whither it
was taken by a ceftain Vitka Britl, and
wae discoversd by the police on Mareh 01
On the Jist the mother recelved am
anonymour letter slgnsd “"Christian,” and
samped Klev-Cherson The lelter was

hHirlime

dateq March 3, It was written a8 a
Ietier of sympathy (6 the uafértunats
noman, and denounosd the crires a8 &
ritual murdsr committed by Jews And

here Ia, the atrang® fact. Later, one of
the witntssea at my trial recelved a let-
ter from Chebariak. wiitten for her by

Mandeeleviky, one of Lhe gang. The
handwriting was thal of the latter te-
eetved. by Yuschinaky's mother o this
ocaoRslon

The senantion caused by Bronshkévaky a
rory when related in court can ba Im-
ained, [ stood amazed as suvch A tals
of villany, Poor Mr, Broushkovaky! He
also suffered on my account!

It snemin tha! whem I pad been In
priaon anly & faw monthe he |ald thesa
facts Lefore Lthe prosscutor, Fanenke,
amd the other authorities Bt they re-.
fused to take notice of them or inves-
tigata furthe: Bince [T have besp ye-
leaned he haa been pantancsd (o twelvs
mantha’ imprisnnment on & chargs of less
majesie. It appears that he omitted 1o
take off hin hat while the national
|anthers was being plaved. On such an
Pobviously trumped-up charge=tried with-
aut w jury—he was candamned for what
| he Jid for me
! Mr. Krasovaky, t(he sx-detectiva whao
alded him, suffered niso. Fiest of all ha
was dismisecd from hin post for not con-
ducting the inquirtes on the anti-Samitio
lines demanded hy the autherities. The
nrocasdings were commenced agalnat him
for spreading ‘libels’ when he publlished
the above disclosires. Moreover, many
newsparers wers confiscated for slating
that my cAre neadad revislon
Rearing theso facts In mind, 1t (s sasvy
to imagine what bsoame of the svidenca
of Bingnavaky, Roudzinaky and ¢ halhﬂ'ilk
~the witnessss as to fact against me.-
wheh my counsal hegan to question them.
Their story toppled like & house of cards.
T knew that #f a fair vordlot wam given
I munt ba sequitted and my heavy bur-
den seamasd to fade into the air,

All the hopes that 1T had formed fell to
nothing whilea Prossoutor Wipper was
making ha address to the fury, T could
understand every word he sald. Evidently
he did not mean to speak above the heans
of the maoujiks of the jury, men with less
edueation than mywelfl,

1 wondersd whather he could believe all
he was saying. Throuihout, he did noth-
Ing but insist that Jews used Christian
blood, and he even wept when he sald
this. He [ooked to me like & man aoting
hin part. He sald soarcely o word about
the faots of the murder. The entirs
rpeech was one long Attack on my race.
If he spoke of Yusohinsky, ha apoke of
him as & saint, and If hé mantioned me
It wan always as “that murderer.” Even
I could see that he had no facta 1o go
upon. Ele waa trusting o a passionate
attack upom n and my 1ace (o ebtaln
my tonviction, Unfortunately | could sea
tivat It waa telling with the flury.

I felt my doom was sealed. After thia
there ssemed nothing for It but & verdict
of gullty. “Burely.” 1 thought, “‘the
jurymen will not dare to go againgt bhita. '

But this was not all. Next day he was
followed by Mr. Zamislovaky, who, I am
told, s one of the Black Hunfired. as
wall as & member of the Duma. He spoke
just like My, Wipper, but he was mors
violent still,

1 did not know how to kesp atill dur-
ing his spesch. 1 felt llks appealing to
the Jury, men like mysel!, not to listen
o such lise. Put I managed to keep
calm.

The finish of his spesch mads me ery
with shame, as he sald:

“Jurymen, thare s no other murderer
than Bellis. He ia the man who dragged
the unfortunate boy to his doom! You
are real Russians! I leave It to you to
mve a renl Russian verdiet.'

1 eould not sit quite still under this. 1
jumped up and shouted)

“hod strike me dead If I have done
this!"

Maendel Bellls will eoncluds his story
next Hunday.
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