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No one thought up being; 
he who thinks he has 
Step forward1 

Jim Morrison 
 

 
 

    

-
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1971 

-

 

    

 
-

 

 
 An American Prayer

 -
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Touch Me

  

Can't you see that I am not afraid

You re a Lost Little Girl Love Street

- -

  

 
Love Hides

In Concert
 

  

 Lament
 An American Prayer
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-

. 

The End
 

  

 
-  

 2. 

 / Turn 

   
and we want it, now... 

 
 

 
 
Strange days have found us 
And through their strange hours 
We linger alone, 
Bodies confused, 
Memories misused, 
As we run from the day 
To a strange night of stone. 
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Not To Touch The Earth

Celebration of the Lizard  
 
Not to touch the earth 
Not to see the sun 
Nothing left to do, but 
Run, run, run 
 

 

End of the 
Night  

-

  

 
-

The Unknown Soldier

Children of the Grave Black Sabbath
   

are being led to / slaughters by placid admirals & that fat slow generals are get-
ting 

Black Sabbath   War 
Pigs

  
Let's reinvent the gods, all the myths / of the 

ages
Let's recreate the world. The palace of concep-

tion is burning  

   
-



298 
 

break on through to the other 
side

 
  

 
- -

Strange Days

-1st sex, a feeling of having / done this same act in time before / 
O No, not again  

   
 

 -
 

    
    Moment of inner freedom, / when 

the mind is opened and the / infinite universe revealed

  
 

 

 
 Power : 

 
I can make myself invisible or small. 
I can become gigantic & reach the 
farthest things. I can change 
the course of nature. 
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I can place myself anywhere in 
space or time. 
 

 
 

 
-a mandala. A symmetrical angel. 
 
Felt? yes. F**king. The Sun. 
Heard? Music. Voices. 
 

I'm real. / I'm human / But I'm not 
an ordinary man / No No No

People need Connectors / Writers, heroes, stars, 
leaders / To give life form

 
 
I'm Me! 
Can you dig it. 
My meat is real. 
My hands--how they move 
balanced like lithe demons 
My hair--so twined and writhing 
The skin of my face-pinch the cheeks 
My flaming sword tongue spraying verbal fire-flies 
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ble 3

  

Moment of Freedom
-

Oh 
tell me where your freedom lies / The streets are fields that never die / Deliver 
me from reasons why  
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2        135. 
3 Girard R. Couleur et composition.  Paris., 1969.  P. 6. 

  


