




































































































 

 

September 2016 
 
NYLAG testimony, W.M. Hunt 
 
To Whom It May Concern regarding the history of Demetrius Davis and 
his relationship with NYLAG and the need for appropriate medical shelters 
in New York City. 
 
I was actively involved with Mr. Davis for the past 40 years.  I was, in effect, 
his “Big Brother” from age 5 on, for 40 years.  I was not his father, but I was 
the only person who was supportive of him for most of his life.   
 
When I met him, he was a client of Jewish Child Care, a ward of the State, 
without any immediate family, placed in a facility called Childville on the 
Upper Eastside.   The chronology of this is now spotty for me, but over the 
next 12 years he was a resident of Children’s Village in Dobbs Ferry, then 
ultimately of the Children’s Psychiatric Unit on Wards Island.  He stayed 
there until he was 17 or so when he was moved as an adult to Manhattan 
Psychiatric Hospital.  
 
Against all odds, Demetrius - aka Buddy - was always a very special fellow: 
personable and generous, caught in a nightmare of institutions.  He was 
never properly diagnosed yet treated with a range of psychotropic drugs 
over the years.  I am amazed he survived. 
 
This is truly a much longer story, worthy of Charles Dickens or Nikolai 
Gogol without any happy resolution.  In spite of any number of problems, 
including prison and homelessness, we sustained a long deep association.  
When he was diagnosed with cancer of the pancreas last summer, I 
became his legal proxy imagining I might be able to advocate for him and 
to facilitate his care.  
 
Literally the only good thing that happened to him from any sort of 
institution was NYLAG and Julie Brandfield’s commitment to trying to find 
some solutions, specifically to his housing issues (although they helped 
with his SSI benefits too).  They truly advocated for him.  
 
About 4 years ago, Demetrius went into the shelter system as a way of 
finding subsidized housing.  One can imagine the impact of the stress of 
that environment had on him physically and psychologically.    



 

 

 
Last summer he reported that he felt increasingly sick with stomach 
problems; he was simply trying to survive, ignorant of his medical condition.  
Stage 3 cancer of the pancreas was diagnosed exactly a year ago first at a 
walk in clinic then at an emergency room the following day.  When he 
became too sick to take care of himself, he was admitted to Roosevelt/Mt 
Sinai to deal with infection and jaundice.  After recovery from those 
conditions, he entered a treatment program.  
 
When he finished his initial rounds of chemotherapy, he was told by his 
doctors that he could continue treatment as an out patient.  There was no 
appropriate place for him to go.   
 
If he returned to a shelter, he could not have survived because he was too 
vulnerable, both to infection and to physical threats that he could not 
defend himself from.  Further there would be no adequate dietary support.  
Shelters are not for compromised people.  Again, there was no place for 
him to go. 
 
Mercifully the hospital was ethically prohibited from releasing him into such 
a situation.  This is the reason he stayed as an in patient for a total of 
FOUR months.  He was safe. 
 
However, the hospital environment left him morbidly depressed and barely 
able to sustain himself physically or psychologically for treatment which had 
to be adjusted.  There was no chance to go outside, to move, to live.  It is 
impossible to know the impact of this on his condition although he 
complained constantly about the amount of stress he felt.   
 
His situation was the lesser of two evils, but the hospital was not a place to 
recover, which he might have been able to do.   
 
We will never know because he died last month.   
 
At the beginning of the year, the NYLAG team was able to secure him a 
second interview at Ruby’s Place, a relatively new independent living, 
subsidized housing environment.  They accepted him.  (It still took almost a 
month to get through the paper work.) 
 



 

 

That moment is indelible to me because it changed his life.  For the first 
time, he would have his own: his own apartment, his own stuff - a kitchen 
and bathroom and bed, and privacy, and some pride and some dignity.  All 
of this for the first time in his life.   
 
His physical and psychological condition changed completely albeit briefly 
because the cancer was not in remission only stalled. 
 
That there was no interim facility for someone in his situation undoubtedly 
hastened his death.  It was a nightmare and inhumane.  I urge you to 
consider the case that is being argued here today and in Demetrius Davis’ 
memory take some positive action. 
 
Thank you.   
 

WM Hunt, Proxy for Demetrius Davis 
186 Riverside Drive, New York, NY 10024  
wmhunt@wmhunt.com 
 
 
 
 
















