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The last day in November was full-bore New York autumn: leaden skies, damp air 

when it wasn’t raining (which was never), cold wind, and sunset encroaching more 

on the afternoon with each successive day. It was only ten to four in the afternoon, 

but the electric lights in the office were blazing bright. I was with a client, but we had 

finished up most of our business and were just chatting about a few final details when 

Dara came into the office, knocking with one hand while opening the door with the 

other. 

“I’m with a client,” I observed unnecessarily since she herself had brought the client 

into my office fifty minutes earlier. 

“There’s a call you need to take.” 

“It can wait until we’re done. You know I never interrupt billable hours with other 

people’s business.” I must have said that same sentence to Dara a thousand time, but 

the point really was just to assure the client that he or she wasn’t going to end up 

paying for my time on the phone with someone else. 

Dara caught my eye. “You should take this call, Eric.”  

A chill raced down my spine. “Is it my wife?” 

Dara smiled slightly. “Nothing like that,” she said. “It’s William Witherspoon.” 

“The Deputy Attorney General of the United States?” I noticed my client’s eyes 

widening slightly. 

“Yes, that William Witherspoon.”  



“Did he say what he wants?” 

“To speak to you.” 

“Get his number and tell him I’ll call him back…” I glanced at my watch. “…as soon 

as I’m free. Within the hour. Be polite.” 

Dara narrowed her eyes. “Yessir,” she said, her tone matching her withering gaze. 

“Polite. I’ll try to remember.” 

I wrapped things up with my client—we were really almost done anyway—and 

picked up the receiver to phone the Deputy Attorney General of the United States, 

formerly my roommate in law school. I dialed the number. He picked up 

immediately. 

Bill and I were together in the dorm for three years and were the best men at each 

other’s weddings. When we were both still starting out, we spoke all the time to 

compare notes or to seek each other’s professional counsel. As the years passed, 

though, we spoke less and less frequently and eventually settled into the easy pattern 

of phoning each other on our birthdays. On the November evening in question, in 

fact, we hadn’t spoken since I had called him the previous February to wish him a 

good year and to ask after his family. 

“Is everything okay?” My birthday is in December, so he was calling almost a month 

early. 

“Everything’s fine,” he said quickly. “This is business.” 

“Business?” 

“I need to ask you to serve your country.” He sounded serious. 

Even though I knew full well he would never ask for a favor he didn’t truly need, I 

still responded warily. “To serve my country how?” 

“To take on a new client.” 



“I’m not really looking for new….” 

He cut me off instantly. “This is something different,” he said. “The client in question 

is an old man. A very old man!” 

I was intrigued, but still wary. “How old exactly?” 

“Ninety-six. Exactly.” 

“What’s he been charged with?” 

“First-degree murder. The kind you execute successfully by successfully executing 

someone.” 

“And taking him on as a client would be serving my country in what specific way?” 

“Well,” he said, “that’s a bit of a complicated story.” 

“I’m listening.” 

“Are you free for dinner later? I’m in New York.” 

“You’re not at work?” 

“I’m always at work. I’m at the Waldorf. Come in for dinner. My treat.” 

I told him I could be in the city by nine and, remembering our shared predilection for 

Indian food, suggested a place on East 28th Street not too far from his hotel. He agreed, 

said he’d have his “guys” check it out and that, unless I heard from him first, he’d see 

me there at nine. 

I was a few minutes late, but I knew that Bill was in place even before seeing him at a 

back table because of the two giant men with wires in their ears and bulges beneath 

their left shoulders sitting at a table near the front of the restaurant nursing mango 

lassis and trying wholly unsuccessfully to blend in. Bill, on the other hand, in a pale 

blue shirt and no necktie, really did look like a regular person having dinner out in 



the kind of Murray Hill eatery that mostly attracts people who don’t travel with their 

own security.  

For a few minutes, we had a normal conversation, quickly racing through the regular 

topics: our wives, our children, our health, and, briefly, the Rangers. (We met at Yale 

but were both originally from Queens, hence our interest in local hockey.) And then 

we got down to business. 

“The man’s name is Judah Augenwehtig,” he said abruptly.  

“Do I know him?” 

“I doubt it. He came to this country in 1949 and settled in Eureka, Montana.” 

“I’ve been to Montana a few times,” I said. “But I don’t recall running into him.” 

“It’s a big state. And he’s hardly ever left since settling in about seventy years ago. 

Have you even heard of Eureka?” 

“No, I don’t think so.” 

“There’s no reason you would have. It’s a town of maybe a thousand souls a few miles 

south of the Canadian border. Near Kalispell. Due west from Glacier National Park. 

An out of the way place, to say the least.” 

“And that’s where this Augenwehtig chose to settle? How did he support himself?” 

“He worked for a local butcher.” 

“He had a family?” 

“A wife. But she was killed in a hit-and-run after just three years in Eureka and he 

never remarried. No children.” 

“I take it he was Jewish. Is there any sort of Jewish community there?” 

“Yes and no.” 



“Yes he was and no there isn’t?” 

“Correct. Or maybe it would be more right to say that there is a Jewish community in 

Eureka and he’s its sole member. At least until we deport him, that is.” 

“We’re going to deport him? I thought you said he’s been indicted of first-degree 

murder.” 

“He’s been indicted, all right. But not by ourselves. By a court in Germany, in the city 

of Frankfurt an der Oder. Not the Frankfurt with the huge airport. The other one.” 

“There are two Frankfurts?” 

“Three, if you count the capital of Kentucky. That one is spelled slightly differently, 

however.” 

And then, having dispensed with the preliminaries, Bill told me the story in detail. 

Angela Merkel’s party formed the current government in Germany, but all the 

opposition parties together hold more seats than her own coalition does. That makes 

it necessary for Mrs. Merkel to do what it takes to keep those opposition parties from 

bringing down the government, among which parties the far-right Alternative für 

Deutschland is by far the most aggressive in terms of its demands. That much I knew, 

more or less, from reading the newspaper. And now we got down to the real point of 

our meeting and I began to hear Judah Augenwehtig’s story in detail. 

“He was,” Bill said, “born in this lesser Frankfurt. Today it’s a border city right across 

the river from the Polish town of Slubice, but up until the end of the war they were 

one single German city. As a result, the troubles for the Jews began even before the 

war broke out. At first, it was all about deporting Polish-born Jews to Poland. But 

then the synagogue was destroyed on Kristallnacht and the distinction between Jews 

based on where they were born was made irrelevant. By the time the real 

deportations began, however—the ones to the camps—the Augenwehtigs—Judah, his 

parents, his maternal grandmother, and his three sisters—were in hiding, taken in by 

a dairy farmer and his wife on the outskirts of the town who appear to have been 

motivated solely by their Christian faith. And hidden in the loft of those good 



people’s barn they would have remained, except that the farmer’s son-in-law, a 

confirmed Nazi, learned of their presence and betrayed them to the authorities. Kurt 

and Luise Hermann were executed on the spot. And once they had their guns out, 

they shot Augenwehtig’s parents and his grandmother as well. The children, 

however, they shipped off to Theresienstadt where they were together until the 

sisters were sent to Auschwitz and never heard from again. Judah, the Nazis put to 

work building roads around the camp for a while, but he too was eventually sent to 

Auschwitz. What exactly happened next I’m not sure, but Augenwehtig ended up as 

the sole survivor of his entire family, including something like forty aunts, uncles, 

and cousins.” 

And now the story got even more interesting. “After liberation,” Bill went on, “he 

was interned in a DP camp in Bavaria on the Czech border. He applied for permission 

to emigrate to Palestine and was turned down by the Brits, so he applied for a U.S. 

visa and we agreed to take him. We booked him passage on a ship leaving from 

Hamburg too. Things moved quickly in those days. What choice was there? There 

were scores of thousands of refugees to deal with, almost all destitute and stateless, 

and almost all eager to start new lives anywhere but in Germany. I doubt he garnered 

too much attention. He applied. He was granted asylum. We booked his berth on the 

boat. He had all of ten days to kill before heading north to Hamburg. But young 

Augenwehtig—he was still only twenty-three in 1946—young Augenwehtig wasn’t 

quite as done with Germany as it was with him. And so, in the course of those few 

days he had left on German soil, he returned to his hometown to find out if his 

family’s betrayer had survived the war.” 

The rest, Bill, said, I could probably imagine easily. He located Jürgen Nieland easily 

enough—after being discharged, Nieland had simply collected his wife from his own 

parents’ home in Leipzig where she had been living and took her back to what had 

originally been her own parents’ farm and was now their own property. And that 

made things almost remarkably simple for Judah, who simply walked on foot from his 

hotel in the center of town to the farm on its outskirts and, secure that he wouldn’t be 

recognized after all he had been through, introduced himself as a reporter for one of 

the big German dailies. The son-in-law, fully unrepentant and only too eager vocally 



to lament the decision to capitulate after the Führer’s suicide, was just thrilled to meet 

someone who wanted to listen to his rant. And so they were alone, just the two of 

them in the man’s front parlor, when Judah took a knife from his pocket, opened the 

blade, and, without fanfare, warning, or explanation, slit the man’s throat.  

I was slightly amazed, slightly aghast. “And then what?” 

“And then nothing. He walked back to his hotel, retrieved his suitcase, took the train 

to Hamburg, and came here.” 

“And no one ever knew?” 

“Nieland was making a lot of the locals uncomfortable with his fervent post-war 

Nazism. No one could say for sure who had killed him and, as far as we can tell, no 

one cared. It wasn’t a big news item—we found a few articles in the local press and 

one single one in a national paper. The police, most of whom were probably thrilled 

Nieland was dead, opened a half-hearted investigation. They asked around. The 

murder weapon was lying on the floor next to Nieland’s body, but it had been wiped 

clean and bore no identifiable markings. They had no suspects, therefore, and no 

meaningful leads. The case was never formally closed, but neither was it pursued: the 

last thing anyone in the Soviet Zone of Occupation wanted was an un-denazified Nazi 

running around stirring up trouble. And that, more or less, would have been that.” 

“So how do we know all of this?” 

“Well, that’s the funny thing. Augenwehtig lived briefly in Newark, which is where 

he met his wife. They got married quickly—this was 1947, when they were both 

twenty-four—and went off to Montana, which he seems to have concluded was the 

state in which he was the absolute least likely ever to meet anyone who knew him 

from Europe. Why specifically Eureka, I’m not sure. But things worked out as he had 

hoped. He was never taken by the locals as anything other than a refugee determined 

to earn his keep and fit in. And no one who had known him in Europe ever showed 

up to renew their acquaintance.” 

I felt completely drawn into the story. “So what actually happened? You seem to 



know all about it.” 

“Well, that’s just the thing. The man is ninety-six years old. About seven months ago, 

he was diagnosed with something called Acute Myeloid Leukemia. His doctors told 

him it was serious, that he wasn’t going to survive for long. I guess he had been 

waiting all these years to get it all off his chest, so he responded to the doc’s 

pronouncement by—this is so twenty-first century—he responded by getting the kid 

next door to help him make a video in which he told his story, including the part 

about slitting Jürgen Nieland’s throat, and then to post the damn thing to youtube. 

Which the kid did.” 

“It’s impressive he even knew what youtube is.” 

“Agreed. But he was a savvy guy. Very bright, lots of time in Eureka to read, to hone 

his computer skills, to practice the flute….” 

“The flute?” 

“He was apparently almost virtuoso-level. He certainly had enough time to practice! 

But the flute isn’t the point. The point is that the video went viral. And not only in 

this country, but in Germany as well. And that brings me to his indictment. Mrs. 

Merkel was pressured by the righties to seek his extradition—and they had a leg to 

stand on: the man had basically confessed to what we in this country would call first-

degree murder, fully premeditated and as intentional as murder comes, and 

specifically not in wartime or even close to it since this all took place in August of 

1946, a full fourteen months after the end of the war.” 

I was stunned. We take a dim view of premeditated murder in this country as well, 

but I couldn’t recall any instances of people in their upper nineties being indicted 

more than seventy years after the fact. Mind you, we too have no statute of 

limitations for murder. So how could we insist that too much time had passed for 

Augenwehtig to go to trial? 

“And we’ve agreed?” 



“What else could we do? We’ve certainly encouraged the Germans to indict, try, and 

convict Nazi war criminals in their nineties, you know. Oskar Gröning, the so-called 

accountant of Auschwitz, was ninety-three when he was convicted of war crimes in 

2015. Reinhold Hanning was ninety-four. There have been others too. I realize the 

parallel isn’t precise, but it’s really close enough.” 

“And the AG has signed onto the idea of deporting an American citizen to face a trial 

for a crime committed more than seventy years ago?” 

“He has. And that brings me to you. We’ll arrange for a German lawyer to represent 

him in court. But we need someone to prepare the case here before he’s sent to 

Germany, someone sympathetic who will work every conceivable angle—both in 

public and in private—to find grounds for acquittal. It’s not going to be easy with that 

youtube clip out there for all to see. But we are committed to doing our best. Look, if 

it had been my family that had been completed annihilated and I had a chance to take 

out the person responsible, I’m not sure I wouldn’t have done the same.” 

I couldn’t quite think of how to respond to that last part, but one detail remained 

unresolved. “I thought you said he did this because the doctors told him he was dying 

of…what did you say? Leukemia?” 

“Acute Myeloid Leukemia.” 

“So how come he’s still alive.” 

“Because he hasn’t died yet. How should I know?” 

And with that, the intense part of our evening was over. The crispy pakoras and 

samosas were already on the table as the waiter approached with our bowls of 

mulligatawny soup. Clearly, it was time to eat our meal and go back to talking about 

our children. Which we did. For a good hour. And then it was wrap-up time. 

“So you’ll do it? You’ll take this on? It’s not much, when you get down to it: you’ll 

have to fly to Sioux Falls….” 



“In Iowa?” 

“You’re thinking of Sioux City. Sioux Falls is in South Dakota.” 

“South Dakota? I thought you said he never leaves Montana.” 

“When he’s in federal custody he does.” 

“He’s in prison? Whatever for? He’s hardly a flight risk.” 

“Says you. He responded to the news of his imminent deportation by attempting to 

slip into Canada. Eureka is only eight miles and change from the border, but his 

passport was flagged and our border guys detained him. Yes, we are that good. And at 

that point, we really had no choice.” 

“And there wasn’t any place in Montana he could be held?” 

“There aren’t any federal detention facilities at all in Montana or Idaho, so the Federal 

Prison Camp in Yankton, South Dakota, is where he ended up until we can ship him 

out and the Germans can deal with him. It’s only about eighty miles from the Sioux 

Falls airport. I’m sure it’s a fascinating drive.” 

“You know how far Yankton is from Sioux Falls?” 

Bill smiled. “I had to look it up. Google really does know everything.” 

“Does it know if I’m going to take this on?” 

A broader smile. “Yes, Eric,” he said, “it does.” 

 



I drove home, told Cathy all about my evening, then slept on it. The next morning, I 

got my partners to take on whatever cases couldn’t wait ten days to be dealt with. 

Referring vaguely to a sudden call from the Department of Justice, which was as 

reasonable a way as any to describe what had happened, I knew them all well enough 

to know they’d be thrilled to spin this as an example of our firm’s prominence: even 

the DOJ, staffed by its own million and a half lawyers, turns to us for help when the 

going requires special expertise or discretion. I did what needed doing and was on an 

American Airlines flight with a single stopover in Chicago two days later. I landed in 

Sioux Falls, picked up my rental, found the nearest Starbucks with a drive-thru 

window, and was on my way south on Interstate 29 within an hour and a half of 

landing. 

Yankton was easy enough to find and the Federal Prison Camp was right where Waze 

said it would be: on Douglas Avenue just east of the local Domino’s Pizza. There was 

plenty of parking. 

The place looked welcoming enough: a large brick building with an attractive arch 

over its front entrance, the place looked more like a church or an old-style high 

school than a prison housing five hundred men. There was no perimeter fencing. Nor 

were there any bars on the windows or guard towers. But that I knew to expect, of 

course, since escaping from a Federal Prison Camp would guarantee incarceration 

upon recapture at a dramatically less pleasant place. And so, recapture being more or 

less inevitable, no one ever escaped. Nor, I was sure, did anyone want to. 

A large sign noted that visiting days at FPC Yankton were on Fridays, Saturdays, 

Sundays, and federal holidays, but that fortunately did not apply to lawyers. And even 

those wheels had been greased by the DOJ: sidestepping the usual procedures, I had 

been signed on—apparently overnight—as Judah Augenwehtig’s attorney and 

granted full access to my client with no restrictions at all. So there really wasn’t much 

red tape to wade through and, within an hour of strolling through the front gate, I 

was seated in an interview room awaiting my client’s arrival. 

For a long moment, I tried to run quickly through everything I knew about the case. 

There wasn’t much, just really what Bill Witherspoon had told me and some 



background material I had had someone in my office ferret out about Frankfurt an der 

Oder and Eureka, Montana. (About Theresienstadt and Auschwitz, I already knew 

more than enough.) That same assistant, a lanky paralegal named Barry, had managed 

somehow to locate the three articles that appeared in the local press in the days 

following the discovery of Jürgen Nieland’s murder and to have them translated into 

English, plus a longer article, which he also had translated, that had appeared about 

three months later in the Süddeutsche Zeitung.  So I had those documents as well, 

plus—of course—a copy of the German-American Extradition Treaty submitted by 

President Carter to the Senate in June 1978 and in effect since August 29 of the 

following year, a twenty-one page document in thick legalese that I had by now not 

merely perused but read through carefully several times. For good measure, I had a 

copy of Marion Kaplan’s Between Dignity and Despair: Jewish Life in Nazi Germany 

in my briefcase as well. Now all this party needed to get started, I remember thinking, 

was the guest of honor. 

And then, suddenly, there he was! I’m not sure what exactly I was expecting him to 

look like but I suppose I was taken off-guard, first, by his height: the man must have 

been six-foot-three at least. Maybe more. And as tall as he was, that’s also how thin 

he was. He was wearing the standard prison outfit of sneakers, green khaki pants, and 

a white t-shirt. He looked—and, yes, I realize how odd this is to say—he looked, well, 

healthy. Not at all on edge, which is what I’ve come to expect when I visit clients in 

prison, or particularly ill at ease. And certainly not terminally ill, which is what Bill 

Witherspoon had told me unequivocally was how things were. Just to the contrary, in 

fact, was the case: he exuded an air of intense wellbeing that suggested that the 

Federal Prison Camp at Yankton, South Dakota, was exactly where he wished to be 

and that his presence there, far from occasioning psychic distress or melancholic 

despair, was some sort of boon for which he had long hoped but perhaps not truly 

expected ever to attain. I am well aware that not every seriously ill individual looks 

all that under the weather. (Not at first, at least.) But I have to say that I was 

surprised. And that was before either of us had said a word! 

I introduced myself, but he already knew who I was and why I had come. In a funny 

moment, he introduced himself too as though I might possibly not know with whom 



I was chatting, as though I might possibly just have stopped into the prison in the 

course of my day’s errands to rest for a moment in one of the interview rooms and he 

had walked in on me unexpectedly. We got through the preliminaries, then got down 

to business. 

“So where do I stand?” he asked. 

“The truth is that you are standing on relatively uncharted territory.” I never lie to 

anyone, and least of all to my clients. 

“Do you think the Germans will decide that they’ve made their point, that now that 

they’ve secured an indictment they can just let it go with reference to me being so 

ancient?” He spoke an only slightly accented English, but his voice was robust and he 

seemed to have every single one of his marbles. This was not the doddering senescent 

with whom I had feared having to deal, but a strong-willed, articulate oldster who 

was asking his lawyer the same questions anyone in his shoes would want answered 

forthrightly and honestly.  

To say the truth, I felt relieved and also slightly unnerved as I realized that the 

chances of him attempting to defend himself vigorously at trial were excellent. I 

assumed he could still speak German well. I was certain he remembered every single 

detail relating to the crime, its backstory, and its aftermath. It suddenly dawned on 

me that the whole youtube thing wasn’t a semi-amusing instance of an old guy not 

understanding the power of social media to make a video clip go viral, but a 

calculated effort to goad the Germans into seeking his extradition. I’m not sure 

exactly how I knew, but it was suddenly crystal clear to me that he wanted his day in 

court. He was approaching his centenary, but not only was he not hoping to avoid 

extradition, he was counting on it and hoping then to use his advanced age to draw 

the attention of the world to his trial. And I also somehow knew that his aborted 

flight into Canada was hardly him attempting to flee our jurisdiction, but just a 

preliminary P.R. stunt undertaken to get some initial press before the big show could 

finally get underway. 

All this I somehow knew just from watching his eyes and as I answered his questions.  



“You could easily be found guilty,” I felt obligated to say clearly. “To speak honestly, 

it’s not going to be hard for the prosecution to make its case. You have the right to 

plead not guilty, of course, but they have your videotaped description of the crime 

featuring you front and center. And it’s hard to imagine a more premeditated murder 

either—you traveled all the way to Frankfurt an der Oder to encounter the man you 

killed, and you had a crystal-clear motive.” 

He fell silent for a moment, then moved us off in a different direction. “And what 

punishment do the Germans mete out these days to murderers?” 

This part of my homework I had undertaken to do myself. “There are two levels of 

murder in German law,” I explained. “Totschlag—intentional killing—is regular, 

intentional murder and gets the murderer from five to fifteen years in prison.” He 

smiled as we both calculated quickly how old he would be in fifteen years. “And then 

there’s Mord—murder in its realest sense—for which the penalty could be life 

imprisonment.” Another smile. “But they usually let such people out after seventeen 

or eighteen years.”  

“And what are my chances of being convicted of this more severe crime?” 

“I don’t think they’ll go there. The German Criminal Code makes it clear that that the 

Mord charge is only brought when the murderer acts out of murderous intent—that 

is, killing for its own sake—or as part of some depraved sexual encounter, or out of 

greed, or insidiously or cruelly, or in a way that risks danger to the public, or in order 

to cover up a different crime. None of those really applies to you.” 

“I’m sure they’ll think of something. I don’t want them to get off easy by letting me 

get off easy, you know.” 

I knew. As things fell into place, I could suddenly see the larger picture. As 

Augenwehtig approached the end of his own life, he wanted to bring his parents’ 

murderer out of the shadows in which he had moldered for decades and into the light 

where the whole world could see him for what he was…and know what horrific 

wrong he had perpetrated against Augenwehtig’s family. And the only real way to do 



that—and, I had to admit, seizing this in advance was a stroke of brilliance—the only 

real way for Augenwehtig to do that was to force the Germans to arrest him for 

Jürgen Nieland’s murder and put him on trial. Given his advanced age—and given the 

way his trial would appear to at least a certain class of German as some sort of 

payback for the trials of Oskar Gröning and the other ancient Nazis still being asked 

in their nineties to take responsibility for their crimes—he could be assured not 

merely of Germany-wide but world-wide coverage. And he truly had nothing to lose. 

If he was found not guilty, the scandal of his acquittal—the acquittal of a confessed 

murderer possessed of motive, opportunity, and the dictionary definition of mens 

rea—would guarantee that the case would be reviewed and discussed, at least by law 

students, for the rest of time. 

And even if he was convicted, then what exactly were they going to do to him? If he 

lived long enough to face actual incarceration after exhausting the complex German 

appeals process, he could conceivably have gone to prison in Germany. But far more 

likely was that we would formally request that he be permitted to serve out his time 

in the United States, in which case he would likely end up back in a place like 

Yankton. Or perhaps even in Yankton itself. Would that be so bad? Most assisted 

living facilities, particularly the kind that cater to centenarians, cost a fortune. But 

life-long housing at a Federal Prison Camp is 100% free! He had no wife and no 

children. So why not wrap things up with five hundred or so new friends, almost all 

of whom surely have good stories to tell? It’s true that we usually send convicted 

murderers to far more secure facilities than FCP Yankton, but given Augenwehtig’s 

age and the details surrounding his murder of Jürgen Nieland—and particularly the 

fact that the latter was responsible personally not solely for the murder of 

Augenwehtig’s parents, grandmother, and sisters, but also of his own wife’s parents—

given all that, it seemed highly unlikely that Judah Augenwehtig would end up at the 

Supermax in Colorado.  

We finished our conversation quickly. I promised to stick with him, to get my 

partners to agree that I attend his trial in Germany, to make sure he would continue 

to have the full support of the Department of Justice and its resources throughout the 

coming ordeal. I promised to vet his German representation to guarantee it was top-



notch. And I promised to stand by his side as he sought personally to serve as a living 

memorial to his parents, to his grandmother, to his sisters, and to the heroic German 

couple who risked everything—and paid the ultimate price—for harboring a family 

of innocents for whom they had no legal responsibility. As I thought things through, 

Augenwehtig’s plan made more and more sense to me. The Hermanns were shot in 

cold blood as punishment for having been decent, kind, and brave. No one ever has or 

ever will erect a monument to their memory. But not every monument is made of 

granite. There’s also the kind fashioned of gesture and stance, of principled behavior, 

and of the willingness to do what it takes personally to memorialize an act of 

selflessness and charity that deserves to be remembered. And it was that specifically 

willingness that Judah Augenwehtig chose at age ninety-six to embody.  

In the end, nothing came of it. He apparently looked way healthier than he really 

was. Three months after our time together at FPC Yankton, I was attending his 

graveside funeral at the Home of Peace Cemetery in Helena. There were, all together, 

fifteen people in attendance: myself, the rabbi conducting the service, and thirteen 

Eurekans who had taken the time to travel almost three hundred miles to Helena out 

of respect for their neighbor of almost seventy years. There were no representatives of 

the German government. 

I myself spoke the eulogy, telling the story in the specific way I imagined the 

deceased had been hoping to live long enough to tell it in a German courtroom. And 

then we filled in the grave, the rabbi intoned the Memorial Prayer, the ghosts in 

attendance—and they were legion—vanished in the morning heat, and Judah 

Augenwehtig was finally able to rest in peace.  

 


