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Forward:
Leon was the The Doors’ press agent
from early 1969 thru September 1970
when Bill Siddons fired his ass
for misbehaving.

Keep in mind Leon is interviewing himself:

As I began thinking about writing this story I was a bit
confused about where to begin. And then after a few days
of pondering that question, I decided to do an interview
with myself. For what better way would there be for me
to get to my, truth, than to dig for it in places only known
to me. It seemed like a good idea at the time, so lets get
started. . .
First question: “Leon, why are you writing this with
double spacing?”
“Well mainly so it can be read easily and there is plenty of
room to pencil in corrections if I need to. I see this as a
type of treatment – even though I know it is not -- and it
makes me feel like I’m living in a movie that is playing
continuously inside my head.

I see it as a film for all

seasons, with no real commercial value, but hopefully my
make-believe movie will entertain those who read it as I
continue to write it, and as my story unfolds. Writing it, is
half the fun of it. And the storyline is true.
Basically it’s a free association project, and I find out

things about myself I didn’t know before I tapped these
first few words single-finger’dly on my laptop computer.”
“That’s interesting, do you think everyone has a story to
tell?”
“Yes, I think everyone should write a movie script of their
own, assuming they are living a life about which to write.
It’s hard to tell these days though, because so many
people I encounter don’t have much to say, let alone tell a
story

to

write.

Unfortunately,

TV

has

replaced

imagination in our present day society and video games
have dulled our senses. I hear people all around me who
talk? in question? And they don’t even know? they are
doing it? Like robots.”
“Like robots? please continue. . .”
“A lot of people seem to have a programmed response to
just about every question; everything is amazing. Have
you noticed? We are living in a world of dumb’d-down
automatons.”

“Oh my God! like seriously?” (he’s kidding)
“You got that right Leon, sometimes you’re a real whiz kid
aren’t you?”
“I’m curious, why are you typing this story singlefinger’dly? (poetic license) if there is such a word.”
“I don’t think there is, but who cares? I hurt my back a
few months ago and when I sit in a chair it compresses a
nerve, and that is painful. So I’m writing this while lying
flat on my back in bed with my laptop on my chest.
Tapping on these keys single-finger’dly.

It’s a slow &

tedious process, but I like it because it causes me to think,
and to take time to choose my words a little more
carefully.”
“When & where did you get this respect for words?”
“Well obviously enough, I think I got it the first time I
read Jim Morrison. His poetry, and the way The Doors

put their music to song. I didn’t realize it right away,
because in the early 60’s I was studying art to become a
painter. I had painted ever since the 7th grade, and most
of what I did artistically was oil brushed on canvas.”
“And then?”
“And then without my knowing about it, I began to write
poems. I call them: ‘Terrible Parables’ & ‘Other Words of
Wisdumb’.”
“Did Jim ever read any of your parables?”
“Yes, and even though he rolled his eyes a few times, his
favorite was the one you see below:

“Simple cunt
shall not sit
on elaborate
Thrones.”

“He said he thought that one was a good one, and then he
rolled his eyes.”
“Do you have a favorite line of Jim’s, Leon?”
“Can you picture what will be so limitless and free.”
*Free association OCD kicks in and Leon digresses:
“Hey Jim, we now have this thing called cat-fishing. I saw
it on MTV. Do you know what MTV is? Oh that’s right,
MTV came along after you had died; even though some of
us didn’t believe you had died at all. Well, it’s this thing
where people misrepresent themselves while looking for
love on the web. They pretend to be someone else because
they think no one will love them for who they really are.
They put pictures of someone else up on the internet – do
you know what the internet is? – and tell the other person
that they are the person in the pictures they put up looking
for love on the internet. Does that make any sense to you?
Probably not, because it’s just too far out of this world to
believe. I can’t believe it either but I do. Because I saw it
on MTV.”

Jim’s reply:
“This is the strangest life I’ve never known.”
“Now where was I? Oh yeah, two nights ago on July 2nd I
awakened at three in the morning with an ‘overwhelming’
sense of well being, and inside my head I heard these
words, slowly, repeating themselves to me in music:
“Can you picture what will be
so limitless and free.”
“Do you think this was a visitation?”
“The feeling I had stayed with me for quite a while - so
yes, to answer your question, it sure felt like one.”
“That’s interesting you say that Leon, because a few years
ago Jim came to me in a dream, and said these words:
“You’re looking down longnecks of bustiers on fine horses
Leon, searching for someone who has already found you.”

“It seems strange huh, Leon, that you and I are the same
person – and yet, we both have had separate dreams
about Jim Morrison. On two different occasions.

How

does that work?”
“I’m not sure, but lets return to my former line of
questioning, if you don’t mind.”
“Whatever blows your dress up good-buddy.”
“Getting back to the question of people living lives worth
writing about, what more can you say about that? Are all
lives worth a movie?”
“Jim once told me he didn’t think there was such a thing
as a bad movie. It has taken me a while to think about
this, and sometimes I think I know what he meant. And
then at others, I’m not so sure.”
“Excuse me, let me interrupt you for a minute. . .”
“You always do. . .”

“You, and Jim Morrison talked about Life as a movie?”
“Yep, a few times when we were alone, and for sure when
we flew to Paris. We were talking about my, life: Out of
Arkansas growing up at The Foot of Golden Avenue in
Long Beach. He liked both of those autobiographical book
titles, and seemed fascinated when I told him my stories.”
“You were born in Arkansas?”
“Midland, like you don’t know? Well you were pretty
young then weren’t you? Do you remember how mama
screamed as she was pushing out a ten pound baby? And
with no anesthetic? Midwives were there, and I believe a
country doctor came from Hartford. The conditions were
primitive but somehow we made it.”
“Yep, I made it and you did too. Two and a half years
later The Barnards moved to The Foot of Golden Avenue
in Long Beach where you and I grew up. That’s a story in
itself.”

“Did Jim tell you stories about his life as a child?”
“Not so much, he seemed more interested in my life than
talking about his. Jim was a curious guy - in more ways
than just one – and he always seemed to be exploring. It
was as though he was visualizing my movie, rather than
directing his own. He knew his own story, and put it to
words & antics on stage during a variety of performances.
Sometimes drunk and out of his mind, but always honest
in his insanity. Those of us who loved him – and still do –
gave him license to behave so radically – mainly because
we loved him, and still do.”
“When we went to trial in Phoenix for example, I got up
on a coffee table and started yelling obscenities at his
drunken ass for being so uncooperative. Bill Siddons and
I had tried for at least half an hour to keep him from
going out in public ~ drunk as a skunk. He had been
charged with ‘interfering with the flight of a national
airline’ and had he gotten loose that night before the
trial? he probably would not have survived it. So I called

him a fuckin’ asshole! and that shocked him. I was so mad
I had tears in my eyes. And he had never seen that side
of me. Only a very few people have.”
“And what did ‘The Lizard King’ do?”
“As I said, it shocked him. Stunned, laidback on a couch,
he looked up at me and asked why I was treating him like
a seven year old child. And all I could think of to say was
the obvious: ‘Because you’re acting like a seven year old
child and I’m tired of babysitting for you!’ And then I went
to my room, and Frank & Bill came along to console me.”
“Such a drama King. . .”
“Shut the fuck up, you would’ve done the same thing. In
fact, you did. The last thing I saw as I was leaving his
hotel room was a cute young groupie getting her blouse
unbuttoned on the couch on which she and Jim were
sitting. Jim looked like a Cheshire cat getting ready to
pounce on nip that was now nearly out of the package.
The next morning he thanked me over breakfast.”

“He thanked you? Shut the fuck up!”
“Yes, during breakfast the next morning with Max Fink,
The Doors’ lawyer, Jim apologized to me and thanked me
for ‘coming down so heavy’ on him. And then we went to
court.”
“What happened there?”
“We were sequestered in a small waiting room and I was
the last person to testify. I told my story about what had
happened on the plane that day, and was asked one
question: ‘Did you see Mr. Morrison touch the stewardess
as she walked down the aisle? No sir, I saw Tom Baker
reach out and touch the stewardess as she walked down
the aisle’. And that was it. Slam dunk! and Mr. Morrison
was free to leave the courtroom.”
“Was that the end of it Leon? Is there anything else you’d
like to add?”

“Are you kidding? There is so much more to this story. A
bonafide (sincerely, without the intention to deceive)
publisher should tape-record me telling this entire story
from start to finish. . . to get all the facts out about ‘just
another day in the life’ of Jim Morrison. I see a blockbuster book of details happening here. The world wants,
and needs another movie: ‘The Jim Morrison Story’.
Maybe I’ll write another book; a novel of non-fiction.”
“Leon, has your life been good enough to make a movie?
And who would you choose to star in your film of
Independence?”
“Well I’d like to test for it myself; after all, I know the
part, even though I might need to brush-up a bit on ‘my
method’ – what a crock of shit that is! ‘The method’ ‘the
method’, I must think like Marlon Brando as I selfhypnotize and now move into my method, and go within’.
Did Jimmy Stewart use ‘the method’’? Betty Davis? Burl
Ives? Lana Turner? Marilyn Monroe? Gregory Peck? Pat
Boone? *giggles* Rudolph Valentino? Well maybe.”

“Okay okay that’s enough Leon! Snap out of it! Dude,
chill, no need to get all worked-up about it. Do you want
to take a break?”
“Nah, I’m okay, nothing serious, it’s just my personal
opinion. I don’t like fads, but I’m cool, what’s your next
question?

The first time I met Val Kilmer he was ‘in

character’. He’s a cool guy and I think he should’ve been
nominated for his role in The Doors’ movie. He picked me
up at the 50 shades of Greyhound bus station when I
came down from the ranch to give him character advice in
1990. And while we were cruising around Hollywood,
chatting about this and that and the other thing, he was
in ‘Morrison character’ – or at least he was trying to be,
hoping to impress me. I didn’t like it but I said nothing. It
was like he was an abstraction in cowboy boots
pretending to be Jim Morrison. My Jim Morrison. As I
know and knew him. And then after about 15 minutes,
Val glanced over at me and said, ‘Leon, you’re a real
person aren’t you?’ After that, we just talked like friends
do when they’re having a good time cruisin’ Hollywood.
His ‘Val Kilmer’ energy impressed me.

He told me he

never had to struggle like so many aspiring actors do. He
got jobs right out of coming out of Juilliard and went to
work immediately. A very nice guy. And as I said, his
depiction of Jim Morrison on screen was as good as good
can be.

Do you think maybe it was because of his,

method?”
“Speaking of Marlon Brando Leon, a lot of people were
comparing Jim Morrison to Brando in those days. Do you
know how he felt about that?”
“People were comparing Jim to James Dean too, even
though I’ve never been able to see the comparison. Both
Jim & James were so uniquely their own; there is no
comparison. That’s what individuality does, it separates
you from the befuddled masses; the status quo of being
like everyone else. Most people go for sameness, in hopes
of being accepted?”

Speaking of Marlon Brando:

“In the winter of 1970, just after ‘Morrison Hotel’ had
been released and The Doors were playing New York, Jim
and Pam and I were coming back from dinner one
evening, when we noticed ‘A Streetcar Named Desire’ was
playing at a movie theater near the restaurant where we
had eaten.

So we bought tickets and went in. We got

balcony seats and Jim sat in the middle. But shortly after
the opening credits Jim fell asleep, and when he woke up
there was not much more to see so we left and went back
to The Hotel Navarro to chill, and chat about the new
‘Morrison Hotel’ album, concert schedule, etc.”
“So Jim slept through the whole movie?”
“Well nearly all of it, and Pam and I just let it happen
realizing restful sleep for Jim under many circumstances
could be a good thing. Especially since The Doors were
scheduled to perform at the Felt Forum the next day.”
“Wow! and let me tell you, that really did turn out to be
an historic event. Elektra Records put a picture of you on
the cover of their monthly news magazine, as you were

center stage trying to pry that stage-jumper guy’s hands
off Jim’s microphone; while Bill Siddons and Tony
Funches were laughing their asses off backstage doing
nothing to help you.” (Tony Funches was our 6 foot
something bodyguard)
“Yeah, I saw them. I’d get one of his fingers loose and
then he’d grab the mic with a handful of others. That’s
when you can hear Jim say on the ‘Absolutely Live!’
album: ‘Well, that’s New York for you – the only people to
rush the stage are guys!’

Man, that guy was a strong

dude, and he meant business. I sure wish I could get a
copy of that photo.”
“Anything else mister ‘Star’ of the show?”
“As a matter of fact, there is something more. If you listen
closely during the intro to ‘Soul Kitchen’, you can hear
me, and John ‘dueling it out’ ‘whooping it up!’ at how tight
The Doors were playing at the beginning of their classic
song: ‘Let me sleep all night in your soul kitchen. . .’ I
mean those guys were tight that night, and John, Jim,

Robby & Ray had come to New York to get down and
boogie! So I guess you could say Leon Barnard
once sang backup for The Doors. Can I sue for that? I’m
non-union. Shouldn’t I get a royalty?”
“For sure Leon, why not? Those guys were hitting it! You
can really hear John pounding those tom-toms; it was as
though he was driving an 18 wheeler across the Arizona
desert with no speed limits.

You were dancing – and

weren’t you wearing fringed leathers that night too?”
“Sure was, and I was shaking my tail feathers like nobody’s business! Dancing like nobody was watching. It’s
kind of embarrassing to think about it now – but in the
60’s? we had no limits. Unfortunately, that ruined a few
lives, but somehow I escaped it.”
“Yeah, sex, drugs, and rock & roll: ‘Rock-out with your
rooster out’! Well, you know what I mean. . . .”
And the beat goes on. . .

“A few months later Jim & Pam joined me at Ray &
Dorothy’s house where I was houses-sitting for a few days
while they were traveling. We had dinner, put a fire in
the fireplace, and then got all cuddly on the couch ready
to watch ‘A Streetcar Named Desire’ for the second time,
and Jim fell asleep again. . .on the couch, head resting on
Pam’s shoulder.”
“You’re kidding, so is that to say that as far as we know,
Jim Morrison never got to see Marlon Brando as Stanley
Kowalski yelling ‘Stella! Stella!’ on film in A Streetcar
Named Desire?”
. . .

“Excuse me folks for just one minute! but I’m
getting a text message from myself about an All
Points Bulletin concerning a Press Re-lease I wrote
in 1970 about the arrest in Phoenix.”

April 29th 1970
Press Release:
For Your Information:
On April 20th Jim Morrison was acquitted in Phoenix,
Arizona on a charge of

“simple assault” on an airline

stewardess. Sherry Mason, a key witness in the trial,
reversed her testimony due to her inability to identify Jim
Morrison as the culprit, mistaking seating arrangements
& persons involved. On the basis of conflict of testimony
U.S. District Court Judge William P. Copple threw the
case out of court & Jim was released free of all charges.
Not guilty.
As usual, the events surrounding the original incident
were highly exaggerated.
--Leon Barnard
Press Agent

“Leon, are you on drugs? You are One very crazy sauna
vabitch! An ‘All Points Bulletin’ via a text message to
and from yourself? From out of fuckin’ nowhere? Where
do you get these ideas?”
“As Jim used to say:
‘Ideas are not conceived in a vacuum’.”
“Our brains are like radios; they receive & transmit
simultaneously. Some are more finely tuned than others,
and a few more are even more powerful than most. Jim
Morrison, for example, experienced life very intensely,
and when he performed on stage he was living it. For us.
And that hurt his feelings. Because his - streetcar named
desire - was to share those intense moments with an
audience, hoping they too would leave their seats and get
up & dance! Dance, and celebrate the moment. Be alive
and feel it. Live life! While you have it.”

“Give presence, generosity grows rich.”

To the reader: “It is my intention to publish this as an 8
and a half by 11 inch physical floppy-paper manuscript
that can easily be read. This is in fact, a first draft, and I
would like it if you printed it out and gave copies to your
friends. That way, we can all publish this book together. I
want to make you laugh and feel good about yourself, as
well as inform you about my experience traveling with
The Doors – and most of all, to share with you some of my
memorable moments with Jim Morrison; the rock star
who left us at age 27 along with Janis & Jimi.”
“Leon, this reminds me, can you tell us about the time you
met Jimi Hendrix for the first time?

That’s kind of a

funny story isn’t it?”
“Yeah, Jim & I were on a plane to New York to deliver the
Master Tapes of ‘Absolutely Live!’ to Jac Holzman at
Elektra Records as a surprise gift from The Doors. In
fact, I was actually instructed by Bill Siddons, The Doors’
Manager, to carry the tapes on my lap for safe keeping
(just a few million dollars riding on my trembling knees).”

“Needless to say, I was a bit concerned about my safety as
well as my well being had I lost them. But we made it to
the meeting, and ‘Absolutely Live!’ lives to this day as one
of the greatest live! albums recorded in rock & roll
history. In my opinion.”
“May I call a sidebar? I have something more on this
subject I want to say.”
“Yes you may, but I’m a bit confused as to who is now
speaking, and who is asking the questions.”
“Does it even fucking matter?”
“Getting a little testy are we? Okay, I’ll ask the questions
and you give the answers: What happened next Leon?
that you feel is so important.”
“As we were riding in the elevator up to Jac Holzman’s
office, Jim made this challenging suggestion: ‘What would
happen Leon, if we told Holzman the title of The Doors’
new album was to be. . .’

“Lions In The Streets”

“Well the shit would hit the fan, and Robby, Ray, and
John would probably fire me - but wait, they wouldn’t
couldn’t do that - because you, would be on my, side - and
that my friend, is power!”
“What did Jim have to say about this?”
“Well he pondered the question, and after a couple of
minutes he decided that ‘Absolutely Live’ was an
alliteration, which he liked – and since The Doors were
an ‘all for One and One for all’ Democracy – he chickened
out; that is, he stayed with Ab so lute ly Live as the title
of the album. But we came close to slamming some doors
and starting a new rev-o-lu-tion.”
“Okay Leon, but how does meeting Jimi Hendrix fit into
this equation?”

“Hendrix was on the same plane that we flew on from
L.A. to New York. He was riding up front with one of ‘his
people’, and Jim and I were in the back of the plane. And
none us knew this until it was time to disembark. Jim
turned to me and said, ‘Oh look Leon, there’s a celebrity!’
People were scrambling around Hendrix trying to get
autographs, whereas Jim and I had been completely
unnoticed.”
“What happened next, mister ‘Celebrity’?”
“Don’t start. Jimi came walking down the aisle to exit at
the back of the plane, and as he did he made eye contact
with Jim Morrison. And then glanced over at me. As he
moved closer he raised a hand and said, ‘hey man’ to Jim,
and then ‘hey man’ to me. I responded with a ‘hey man’ to
Jimi, and then another ‘hey man’ to one of his people. Who
responded back the same ‘hey man’ to Jim, and then a ‘hey
man’ to me. And Jim did the same. So altogether we all
gave a total of 8 ‘hey mans’ and that was the start &
finish of our communication.”

“Let me see if I’ve got this right: ‘Hey man, hey man, hey
man, hey man, hey man, hey man, hey man, hey man’, and
nothing more?”
“Nope, nothing more was needed; we just kept it sweet &
simple.”
“One more question Leon, while we’re near the subject,
why did Jim want to call the album ‘Lions In The
Streets’?”
“As we were riding the elevator Jim explained that he had
had a vision – not a literal vision – but a sense of chaos
reflection – Jim loved chaos – of wild Lions - right out of
Africa - running wild through the streets throughout New
York City, is that wild or what?”
“You’re asking me? Read your run-on sentence. It sounds
a bit chaotic to me. Don’t you think you’re getting a little
wild Leon on this wild Lion theme? No matter what
though, I get your point.”

“As I say in my book, Projected Rumour, ‘Jim’s affection
for outrageous activity that leads nowhere and has no
meaning, entered my memory of him as I replaced the
talking apparatus back into the cradle of its receiver’.”
“I don’t know if it was strategically placed chaos, or from
where he originally got the idea, but I do know an evening
out drinking with Jim Morrison could land your ass in
jail.

Knowing this, I usually left the party early just

about the time the rowdy arm wrestling began. Cigar
smoking & arm wrestling just ain’t my thing. Babe and
Frank and Tom Baker were a few of his drinking buddies,
and I’m sure they’ve got stories to tell.”
Leon continues: “One of the main reasons John, Robby,
and Ray hired me as their publicist was because I was one
of a very few people Jim Morrison trusted; and respected.
And the boys in the band saw evidence of that when I
joined them in London during their first tour of Europe in
1968. When I asked Jim to do a photo shoot for example,
and/or an interview with whomever, he usually said yes.
Of course we’d talk it over but on just about every

occasion he’d go for it. At the time I didn’t know what the
rules were so therefore I had none to break. John, Robby
& Ray saw our friendship growing and that’s how I got
power. Even though I didn’t realize it until years later,
when it finally dawned on me, that my friendship with
Jim Morrison was a matter of trust.”
“Dude, I remember that moment of enlightenment; I was
with you when we were having ‘Breakfast at Epiphany’s’
and you lit up like a light bulb.”
“Did you just call me dude, again? My name is Leon.”
“Speaking of trust Noel :o) were you in the office when
Jim got word his fellow Doors had sold publishing rights
to Buick for ‘Light My Fire’?”
“Well I wasn’t there when he first found out about it and
flipped his lid, but I did hear about it later. I guess he was
really pissed, and let John, Robby & Ray know about it. It
was a few days later, when Jim, Kathy and I were alone,
that we talked about it – and it was then, I learned how

betrayed he felt. It was a split-second moment of realizing
The Doors had suddenly transitioned into a business,
rather than just four guys getting together to make music.
It shocked him and I’m not sure he ever got over it. Trust
had been broken and that was it.
Jim didn’t whine or carry on about it, but I could feel the
‘distance through difference’ thereafter; it steamed and
bubbled-over a few times here and there. . . as a not-sofond memory.”
“How did this Buick event affect those of you in the
office?”
“A made for TV breakdown occurred several months later
one day when Jim, Kathy, and I were hanging out in the
office together. Jim was reading headlines in the L.A.
Times about the war in Vietnam, when suddenly from out
of nowhere he looked up and said: ‘I think I’m having a
nervous breakdown’.”
“Made for TV? Like a soap opera?”

“Something like that, but not quite so scripted. When
Kathy and I first heard Jim say that he was having a
nervous breakdown, we took it seriously, and called Bill to
come from his office to the front office. And then Bill
called John, Robby & Ray, and Vince Treanor, The Doors’
sound man, to come up from the rehearsal room
downstairs to talk about it. And we did.”
“Did what?”
“We talked about it. It started out with someone asking
Jim what was going on? How was he ‘feeling’ ? You know,
like ‘sensitivity training’ stuff that was gaining popularity
in the 60’s?

And slowly, but assuredly, the ‘gentle

sensitivity’ chatter turned into a ‘Syllable War’ with
words. And the shouting began. I showed my pissed-off
side by complaining that I couldn’t do my job because our
concert schedule had been shut down due to the Miami
fiasco. And Ray was pissed at me because I got pissed at
him – and then John jumped in and the gloves came off.
We all started shouting and the volume went up. All of us

were frustrated because disc jockeys were breaking Doors’
records over the airwaves, and concerts were being
cancelled across the country. Even mellow Robby got a
wee bit angry (but in a nice way).”
“Anita Bryant was self-righteously pissed off at us. And
Jackie Gleason, Johnny Carson and a host of other hosts
too. And the biggest Dick of them all, Nixon, also got in
some verbal ‘bitch-slapping’. Bill got his two bits into the
mix, and it was good to hear him say something more
than just, ‘far out’! Vince was his usual self: polite,
knowledgeable, and measured.”
“And Kathy?”
“Kathy took notes; that’s what secretaries do.”
“How was Jim responding to all of this commotion?”
“Well I’m not a mind-reader, but I do have a slight
sensitivity when it comes to human behavior, and it
looked to me like Jim was enjoying it.”

“It looked like Jim was enjoying it?”
“Yeah, I noticed when the verbal brawling began, Jim
clammed-up, laid back & mainly just listened. There was
that slight Jim Morrison grin on his face even though he
did his best to conceal it.”
“I know what you mean about ‘The Morrison Grin’, Leon,
only ‘The Mona Lisa’ could rival it.”
“You got it Leon! anyone who knew Jim Morrison knows
exactly what we mean. Although Mona did put just a wee
bit more smirk in her grin; and Miss Mona’s grin really
could not ever be rivaled. Compared? Maybe.”
“Well the made for TV fight began just about as quickly as
it started – and then it just fizzled out. After about 20
minutes of royal pain-in-the-ass bickering, everyone went
back to their places; some stayed upstairs and the rest
went down.”

“What did Jim do?”
“Jim went back to reading the L.A. Times to see if he had
been arrested for anything lately.”
“You mean there was no major ‘nervous breakdown’ that
day?”
“Not to my knowledge. I was the first to report this socalled nervous breakdown story to Jerry Hopkins in 1973
when he was writing Jim’s biography. Others, like Oliver
Stone, have used this quote to fit their own purpose.”
In Stone’s movie, Val Kilmer climbs out a window onto a
rooftop one night and is ‘moved to tears’, with a schmaltzy
teardrop running down his cheek; making the scene
embarrassingly worse: ‘I think I’m having a nervous
breakdown.’ Kathy and I saw ‘THE DOORS’ movie
together, and we cringed at this scene, and the audience
laughed, out loud.”
“Believe me folks, there really is room for another movie.”

“But lets get back to the so-called nervous breakdown
story Leon, how does it end?”
“There was no actual nervous breakdown, but I guess it
just makes good copy. Jim was concerned about the war
in Vietnam and I know it bothered him, but he was able
to deal with it by writing about it: ‘The Unknown Soldier’,
for example.”
“Leon, talk to us about An American Prayer; can you tell
us what Jim was thinking about when he published this
little book of giant proportions?”
“Jim confided with Kathy and me and asked our opinion
as to whether An American Prayer should be titled
‘American Prayers’ in the plural. The three of us jumped
on this right away and called it out: ‘Nope, it must be
known by its rightful name: An, American, Prayer’. And
that was it / end of story.”
“Each day is a drive through history.” –Jim Morrison

“Also, Jim wanted his book printed pocket-size so people
could actually carry it around with them like a prayer
book. Can you imagine? Signed, and un-signed copies of
this little prayer book are now selling on the internet for
thousands of dollars. I’m not sure if Jim would really care
about that - but maybe, but I do think deep inside he
would be flattered. Not so much about the dollars & cents,
but stoked that people now appreciate him for who he is,
James Douglas Morrison, ‘The Poet’.”
“I heard you sent a signed copy to President Nixon, is that
true?”
“Yep, and one to Vice President Spiro Agnew. And I also
sent California Governor Ronald Reagan a prayer book,
and one to Her Royal Majesty, Queen Elizabeth also.”
“Why?”
“Because Jim asked me to. He came over to my desk one
day with a box full of signed books and asked me to give
them to my friends, and send the others out to whomever

I thought might like one. He also suggested, in passing,
that I might also, send copies to Richard Nixon, Spiro
Agnew, Ronald Reagan and Queen Elizabeth, and other
so-called dignitaries. So I did, without his knowing about
it.”
“Do you mean to tell me that tucked away in the Vice
Presidential and Presidential Archives are two signed
copies of Jim Morrison’s An American Prayer? That just
fuckin’ blows my mind!”
“Oh come’on Leon, you did it too. Remember how
surprised Jim was when he got a ‘thank you’ note back
from Spiro Agnew’s office? Agreed, it was just a standard
form letter - but still, Jim waved it in the air, and grinned
with pleasure. And then he wadded it up and threw the
fakely-signed form letter in the trash basket near his
desk; trashed, to be forevermore forgotten.” (except by me)
“I have to admit Leon, you do have a good memory.”

“I think Jim was the most impressed when he found out
that ‘Her Royal Highness’ was on my mailing list also.”
“I wonder if she ever read it.”
“Good question Leon, sometimes I wonder that too. It’s
hard to imagine. . . nearly half a century has gone by
since we were all young & rambunctious and hanging out
together. We wanted the World and we wanted it now!”
“In my memory. . .
Jim Morrison did not die,
he just stopped harassing
house security and other passersby.”
*Changing the subject: “Leon, did I ever tell you about the
time I setup an interview with Andy Warhol and Jim? It
was a day to remember. And I think Doors fans are going
to love this story. I was going through some of our stuff
this morning, and found a letter we wrote to mom in 1969
that reminded me of it.”

17 December, 1969
Copenhagen, Denmark
Dear Mother,
In case you don’t know, I am in Denmark again. I came
here on Thanksgiving Day and I shall be returning to
New York on or about the 10th of January. The DOORS
are doing two concerts on the 17th & 18th , and then I’ll be
coming home.
Merry Christmas to everyone and Peace.
Your son,
Leon
I am well.

~ written on doors stationary ~

“I flew back to New York on or about the 10th of January,
a few days before the band was to arrive. One of my first
stops was Elektra Records, to talk with people there and
get my very first audio glimpse of The Doors’ new album:
‘Morrison Hotel’.
I was sitting in a desk chair with wheels on it, when
someone at Elektra put on Morrison Hotel and cranked
up the volume. And it was loud: ‘Let it roll, baby, roll!’
was all it took, and I was rolling on linoleum floors in the
hallway, up one side and then down the other. Elektra
people were leaving their desks and were actively
cheering me on! This would-be rocker on wheels, was
getting down - and again, ready to boogie! Lovin’ the new
album.”
*Note: “The great part of being a member of The Doors’
clan, was listening to the guys rehearsing new stuff from
upstairs, and then hearing the finished songs as they performed them live on stage: ‘Roadhouse Blues’ for example,
seeped up through the carpet and tickled my bare feet.”

*Note: The Doors office was an upstairs downstairs
duplex building located where the Sun comes up over
Santa Monica Boulevard.
“And it was here Leon, where such great hits like ‘L.A.
Woman’ first saw the light of day.”
“Light of day? Seriously? I was hoping you weren’t going
to go there, but whatever.”
“You started it.”
“Can we just get back to the Andy Warhol story please,
what happened at ‘The Factory’ that day?”
“Jim called me from L.A. and ask me to see if I could
setup an appointment with Warhol to do a sitdown chat
for Andy’s new magazine, ‘Interview’.”
“So with notebook in hand I headed down to Union
Square where I met with Andy and made arrangements
for the two to meet. --And actually, it’s taken me all these

years to process this overlooked information, but while
Andy and I were standing, talking about the proposed
interview, I glanced over his shoulder to see a young,
longhaired hippie boy urinating on a rather large piece of
canvas lying flat on the floor in the distance. And I
thought nothing of it. Until today, when I began writing
this segment of this story.”
“In a soft, spaced-out tone, almost whispered, Andy said,
‘Oh, he’s just helping me do a painting’ (his exact words)
and the pissing boy just kept pissing.”
“And this didn’t shock you Leon, you just accepted it?”
“Didn’t give it a second thought, until today.”
“What happened next, did you setup an appointment for
Warhol & Morrison to meet?”
“Did do. We agreed to meet on such and such day at such
and such time. And I went back to my hotel to call Jim
and let him know the news; that we were going to meet

with Andy Warhol on such and such day at such and such
time. And then I told him I couldn’t wait to see him and
Pam again. And then I moved over to The Hotel Navarro
where we’d be hanging out together for a few days in New
York.”
“And then and then and then?
“And then, the day came when Jim and Tony Funches and
I hopped in a cab and went down to Union Square to see
Andy Warhol. We called upstairs from downstairs on a
talking box and Andy’s voice said that it was okay for us
to come in. We rode slowly up in a freight elevator and
when we got to his loft, the door opened and there was
standing Andy ready to greet us. And the longhaired
pissing boy, was standing next to him.”
“Hello Jim,” Andy whispered, “this is Jimmy, and he will
be doing the interview today. I have another appointment
and. . .” And before he could complete the sentence, Jim
was back in the elevator followed by Tony and me, and we
were out-of-the-sight of Andy Warhol in a flash! without

lifting a finger; except to push the button that took us
down and back into the streets of New York City.”
“What happened in the elevator, Leon? ”
“Jim remained calm and dignified; and Tony stood tall
and kept his cool too. Me? I went ballistic. And Tony and
Jim did all they could to calm me down.”
“And then?”
“We hailed a cab in the snow and then drove to ‘Kansas
City’ and had dinner. Didn’t talk about it, just left it all
behind. To me it seemed pretty rude, and to this day I
don’t know what Andy Warhol was thinking. Or if he was
thinking, at all.”
“Leon, who was ‘Miss Primrose’?”
“Oh, this is a wonderful memory. ‘Miss Primrose’ was our
affection name for Kathy Lisciandro, our secretary. With
her hair pulled back she looked so prim & proper – but if

she got angry? Run for cover. . . because ‘Miss Primrose’
could tear your head off in an argument if she needed to.
Jim loved her, and it showed. When the two of them were
head to head talking about this and that and the other
thing? It was music to my years to see and hear the
mutual respect, that really did light up the office.”
All Points Bulletin:
OCD kicks in again & Leon is having another
Moment
“Hmm, ‘The Jim Morrison Story’, muses Leon to
himself. What if Jim Morrison had never attended classes
at UCLA but went to USC instead? And what if he never
met up with Ray Manzarek at the beach on that fine day
in 1965? And what if he never let his hair grow long,
dressed conservatively, and graduated college with a
degree in Political Science. (but always had this hope in
the back of his mind of ‘becoming a rock star’ some day). A
fantasy. And what if as a teenager he didn’t rebel against
his parents & just went along with the program? And. . .”

“Leon, are you out of your mind? Where are you going
with this?”
“I’m not exactly sure but this possibility of a ‘change in
identity’ has been talking to me recently, and I may want
to explore it further. After all, who are we, anyway?”
“It’s okay if you want to walk on water Leon, but just
don’t go off the deep end.”
“Don’t you get it?”
“Well I’m trying to, but are you saying that in your, makebelieve movie, Jim Morrison would be living another life
while having flashbacks of a destiny that we all know so
well? With visions of himself entertaining an altered ego
rain-dancing inside his head?”
“No promises made, I’m not saying that I am going to
write such a book, but I’d like readers to know that ‘that
thought’ has crossed my mind. Can you imagine a
conservatively dressed 34 year old Jim Morrison meeting

up simply by chance, one day at Home Depot (for
example) with a guy named Raymond Manzarek? And
neither of them have ever even imagined, a music group
called The Doors? It blows my mind. They talk briefly
while waiting in line at the checkstand, and there is, this
slight sense of friendship between them, but after a few
minutes of chit-chat chatting they go their separate ways;
completely undiscovered & unnoticed by history.”
“I would start this story when Jim was a boy, and
describe what he was thinking about in his early years.”
“--Ahh, so you are, interested!”
“It is fun to fantasize about these things Leon, that’s what
writers on the storm often do. You and I may have our
creative differences, but we do agree on a few things.
Your ‘what if’ angle fascinates me, do you think you are
actually ever going to write it?”
“Probably not, but it is fun to think about the possibilities
because the possibilities are unlimited.”

“Who am I?”
“Am I who I think I am? Or am I who others think I am?
Or am I simply, ‘what I think’, others think I am?”
“Is life nothing more than just a projected rumor, Leon? Is
that what we’re talking about here? And will our Googled
lives continue to be featured on hidden, catfish curiosity
cameras for the world to see? I’m curious Leon, how does
this make-believe Morrison movie come to an end?”
“Jim wakes up from a deep slumber slumped over his desk
- and realizes that he’s been dreaming - only for a few
split-seconds though, but to him it seems like a Lifetime.
And then he goes into Bill’s office and from out of the
refrigerator there he grabs himself a bottle of beer.
Nothing has changed.”

To be continued. . .

