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pﬁandpeersalhismm."l‘hedoctor
wants to give you Motrin.” Then he
cradles the phone and confides that the
caller was Yusef Salaam, the tall, good-
looking kid who—with a gang of
pals—raped a jogger in Central Park
and beat her nearly to death.

Twwweeeeeet!

A caller is interested in “peace with
Cuba.” Big rally coming up. It's hardly
a rally in New York until Kunstler ar-
rives.

Tweet.tweet.tweet.'l‘hisshri]lca-

oophmymaybelowdram.butlow‘
drama

is better than no drama. Each
call carries the hope of some new
chance to stir up trouble. A summons
to defend some loopy Maoist's right to
burn the American flag, maybe. Or an
invitation to wade into alleged super-
mobster John Gotti's judicial travails—
followed inevitably by another Page 1
stowhlheDailyNews.Or.ifthe
heavens smile, perhaps another case to
match the most spectacular tweet of
recent years: the 3 a.m. call from Mar-
lon Brando. The boyfriend of Brando's

Brandoon&ewaﬂofhkduttemdof—
fice in Greenwich Village. A photo of
Kunstler and Costa-Gavras, the film-
maker, A of Kunstler at Attica.
A photo of Kunstler taken by Richard
Avedon (“they tell me that's worth
$10,0007). A photo of Kunstler, fist ex-
tended, on the steps of the Supreme
Court after his victory in the flag-burn-
mgcase.AphotooiKmsﬁuwimDa-
mond Tutu,

Visitors to the office have plenty of
time to survey this gallery; meetings,
regardless of the business at hand, are
constantly interrupted by the phone.
Between the interruptions, Kunstler
rambles. Laughs uproariously. Free-as-
sociates. Feigns outrage. Blusters, Fili-
busters, The world slips away, the light
drains from the afternoon sky, and still
he talks. All his old comrades have fad-
ed away, Why is he still around?

The Ubiquitous Attorney

Question: When celebrities drop
from the public eye, do they continue
to exist? Your brain says, yes, of
course, a former famous person con-
tinues to ambulate and occupy space.
Ontology does not recapitulate pho-
tography. But your gut says no. A ce-
lebrity without fame—is nothingness.
This is why we are endlessly fascinat-
ed by the mere discovery of forgotten
celebrities; the American media are
full of such finds, headlines along the
lines of BARDOT: STILL SEXY AT
60 ...GIDGET'S A GRANDMA. ..
LIFE GOES ON FOR FORMER TV

About 10 years back there was a
flurry of these stories published about
Bill Kunstler. They all shared one
theme: Remember Kunstler, the out-
rageous hippie lawyer? Well, he still
exists. And that would have been it,

AL AR A -

a wounded punk; hanging ten for El
Sayyid Nosair.
Suddenly,h;e'am.var;vwheﬂ!.ltsas;in~
gle 24-hour stretch recently, Kunst-
lu,nowmhnpmhableﬁyearsold:
a Whipped up a writ of mandamus on
behalf of Gotti, America’s most fa-
nmsaﬂegedMaﬁadon.argtMgGotti
had been denied his Sixth Amendment
right to counsel.
m Faxed a set of letters to reporters
explaining why his latest contempt-of-
court citation had been settled by pay-
Mgtheﬁnemthermangoingtoﬂ
-ClippedastoryfmmmeNewYork
':["unesrecgrdinghismurtappw_ame

coming bio-flick “Malcolm X.")
= Engaged in a dab of legal
for his defense of an alleged drug deal-

er.

= Placed an encouraging call to the
lawyers suing New York State over
the deadly aftermath to the 1971 Atti-
ca prison riot. ‘

You get the idea.

When nine young people were
crushed to death in December at a rap
music celebrity basketball game, ev-
ery reporter in town wanted a word
with the promoters, At last they ap-
peared for a press conference. The
press waited impatiently..

Aind Kunstler. Him again Is just like
the old days; he has a finger in every

pie.
Well, it's sort of like the old days.

‘Sﬁcklex’sowldmnmanumberoidlf-'

ferences. Again, the props seem
inferior. There are, for ex-
ample, certain undeniable contrasts
between former and present clients,
between, say, the Rev. Martin Luther
King Jr. and Mr. Heavy D. Between
the anti-war Chicago 7 and a rapist
lice Salaam. Between the Freedom
Riders and the godfather.
Kunstler realizes this. You might
say he rationalizes. But it sure beats

g.

“] worried 1 would become an
anachronism,” he says. It is a cold Sat-
urday afternoon, and he is dressed
haphazardly in lawyerly gray trousers,
apoet'stweedjacketandanemhréi-

" dered denim shirt of the sort a
worker-priest might favor, -

Kunstler lives with his second wife
and two teenage daughters in Man-
hattan. Money has never meant much
to him; he lives on about $90,000 a
year—which he earns from speaking
fees, &ed_ance_wﬁting and the occa-
sional paying client.

“Sure, these cases aren't Martin
Luther ng. bu.t they're still interest-

veenitinm Tbin a diffar.

Lawyer William nunsiier w

t is evil. That Lo
theory of power is correc
rupts, it moves to maximize
role is always to fight it. .
the burr under the saddle.
There is no real revolution.
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