
The Honorable Charles Solomon 
New York State Supreme Court 
Part 82 
111 Center Street 
New York, NY  

 

Thank you to this court and to the District Attorney’s office for giving me an opportunity to share some 
of my thoughts about Leah on this day. 

It’s been more than a year now since Leah finally succumbed to death after spending three-weeks 
slowly deteriorating in a coma at Bellevue Hospital. 

For much of that time my thoughts have been transfixed on how Leah’s life came to an end. I’ve 
envisioned over and over again every moment of those last three weeks. I remember Dr. Watt 
panicking in his office, as he was unable to even set-up his own blood pressure machine. I called 911 
as the licensed medical doctor only performed mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. I remember Leah being 
wheeled out of the Bellevue trauma room after EMTs revived her using CPR and electronic heart 
defribullation – Leah’s arms were unnaturally crossed over her chest and her entire body was in 
constant epileptic-like seizures. Then I remember the moment nearly three-weeks later when nurses 
awakened me just before 3 a.m. in order to hold Leah’s hand as she slowly gasped for her final 
breaths. 

Although thoughts of that time will forever inhabit my mind, I want now to share a little bit about who 
Leah was when she was alive to attempt to share what it means to me to have lost her. 

Leah and I first met in the Deep Ellum section of Dallas Texas at a little club where they have a Grateful 
Dead cover band every weekend. Leah was a sales executive for Compaq computers in Dallas and I 
was working as a computer systems manager at a family-owned importer and light manufacturing 
company. I saw Leah dancing, and I was instantly attracted. We were both displaced east coasters 
who felt a little alienated in Dallas, and we were both old deadheads who had long-ago given up the 
concert scene in favor of business suits and cell phones. 

On that very first night we each talked of our desire to move back east, and especially to end up living 
in New York City. 

We began dating and it wasn’t long before we were going away camping for the weekend, spending 
Halloween week together in New Orleans and just getting to know each other. Leah loved old movies, 
but in three attempts she couldn’t get me to make it through Dr. Zshivago without falling asleep. We 
shared music, political beliefs, art and our deep love for animals – although I couldn’t get her to stop 
eating them. 

After a few months Leah took a job with Seibel Systems in Manhattan, I began looking for a job in NY 
and we moved in together to an Upper Eastside apartment at 90th Street and York Avenue. In those 
first few months we had a great time exploring the city, finding new restaurants, climbing trees in 
Central park, going to concerts and Yankee games and generally immersing ourselves in this 
overwhelming Metropolis. I remember going to one of those storefront psychics downtown when we 
first arrived in the city. Now, I don’t put much stock in these people, but this woman supposedly read 
our palms and she told Leah that Leah had already found the love of her life – but she told me that I 
had not yet. At the time that didn’t make much sense to us – but sadly, now it does. 

Now, about Dr. Watt, and why we are here today: 
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In pleading guilty to criminally negligent homicide Dr. Watt admitted that he didn’t keep sufficient 
resuscitation equipment in his office, that he didn’t monitor the amounts of gas he was giving to Leah, 
and that he grossly deviated from normal standards of care. 

What strikes me about this case is that it was perhaps the most preventable homicide ever committed. 
Dr. Watt is an educated man; he knew Leah reacted violently to his treatments in the past. He stopped 
treating her after one of her violent reactions -- unless I came to his sessions to help restrain her. Dr. 
Watt knew he was illegally practicing without insurance, he knew if anything did go wrong that there 
was nothing he could do to cover medical costs or to help make it right. 

Dr. Watt told us that Leah’s violent reaction was unusual, although the medical text on the subject says 
otherwise. He often said his therapy was completely safe – explaining that at no time are you getting 
less than twice as much oxygen content as you get from air – that proved to be obviously false. 

When something did go horribly wrong, as I restrained the woman I loved at Dr. Watt’s behest, I 
watched this man – the defendant – Leah’s doctor, as he panicked and muttered and failed to even 
perform CPR – the commonly accepted way to ensure oxygenated blood gets to the brain. He had no 
resuscitation equipment in his office, no paddles – no nothing, and all he did was perform mouth-to-
mouth and fumble in failed attempts to take Leah’s blood pressure – her medical doctor. 

I don’t believe any earthly court can mete out justice for Leah’s death, yet I do believe that God can 
forgive even this – I however have not found my forgiveness. I wish that I were above a desire for 
revenge, and I know that my desire should not be any part of the court’s decision in this case – but I do 
ask that you consider Leah, and what it really is that this man – this doctor whom Leah trusted to help 
her get well – what did he take from her and what should he have to give up for doing so? 

This educated man either knew the risks he was taking by continuing to treat Leah or he certainly 
should have known them. 

What message do we send to snake oil salesmen with MDs if we don’t at least hold the most egregious 
offenders who take human life accountable for their actions? 

Thank you for listening. 


