The train stopped at Pere Lachaise. "Nous sommes arrives." ("We're here.") He

said.

When they ascended back to street life, the high stone pillars of the cemetery
entrance could not be missed, atop a grassy hill just a foot from the metro exit.
The dew of cool early summer unleashed an earthy damp and Bobby regretted
not bringing an extra sweater under his jacket. Christina shivered as her white

tennis shoes picked up mottled mud stains. He offered his blazer.

"No, | like it." She said. "It makes me feel alive."

Bobby waived her attempt to pay the fifteen Euro entrance fee. They had arrived

late, a half an hour before closing.

"We don't have much time." Christina announced running her fingers over the

ground map. "Let's just find Jim's grave."

The ticket boy indicated "Morrison c'est au sudouest." (Morrison's in the
southwest.) He and Christina were the last sole customers on a late Monday
afternoon, but Bobby reasoned the ticket boy must have uttered that identical
lazy hum, a hundred times a day. "Morrison c'est au sudouest," as though the
Americans knew no other name. Bobby gazed at his own map, longing for

Balzac, whose body laid to rest in the exact opposite direction to the ex singer



of the Doors.

Christina led Bobby through stretches of towering Chestnut trees and green
blades, long and untended in parts, but mostly clipped. Tulips the shade of plump
grapes intermingled with daffodils. As they blew past the elegant stone
pedestals sprouting busts, angels, gargoyles, fairies, crosses, and plaques
marked with famous names, he could almost hear the dead. "Stop by, to say

hello." But, they were on their way to find a demon.

Couples sauntered past them in opposite directions, on their way out. Young
Christina marched forward silently and Bobby clutched his crumpled map with his
free hand, indicating direction. "Right here. Three streets down. Turn left at
Chopin's bust." He was intrigued. Death was his mother's pale fingers brushing
his bangs as he sat by her bed. Death was having the warm arms that used to
cradle him dwindle and the bosom where he buried his head when she tickled

him, lost to him forever. This, however, seemed odd.

At the intersection of Chez Maison meets Chez Lebrun, they found him. "James
Douglas Morrison 1943-1971," a dark headstone, littered by single red roses,
beer bottle caps, and a note, taped under the date, scribbled "Break on through

to the other side."

Underneath his name, a Greek phrase, "KATA AIMONA EAYTOY" was etched.



Christina leaned in skimming her palm across the letters. Bobby stood behind

her.

"Do you know what this means?" She asked, not turning.

Bobby stood directly behind her elbows, aimed like skinny gun barrels, since she

now cupped her palms toward Jim, almost in prayer.

"l have no idea." Bobby said, standing several inches from the grave, which

seemed a lackluster plot in comparison to towering mausoleums marked by

busts and horn blowing creatures. "I have no knowledge of Greek."

"True to his own spirit." Christina said.

"l guess that's accurate." Bobby answered, not knowing what else he could offer.

Christina plopped down and crossed her legs.

Bobby thought about slipping in beside her on the ground. The indignity of mud

stains on his trousers, like shit skids really, could not be afforded. So he stood

instead, glimpsing her perky pony tail, as he leaned on Morrison's stone.

He recounted what he remembered about Jim. Not much. He drank, mumbled,



and stripped on stage, fucked a lot of women, maybe a couple of men, died in a

toilet from heroin. Christina finally turned toward him.

"He questioned so much." She said. "He grew up all over the States with a
military family. He was just trying to test boundaries in nature, in himself. When
he lived in New Mexico, he studied Native Americans, shamanism, creatures,

snakes, lizards, all of it. "

Bobby suddenly remembered that Jim had been called "the Lizard King," or was

it "the Snake King?" Something about whipping out his snake on stage. Then the

cops came. But he didn't bring it up to Christina.

"Well, seems you and Jim have something in common if he was a nature lover."

Bobby said.

His ironic tone was lost on her since she suddenly flashed him a grin.

"You know he started as a film student at UCLA. Actually, | bet he would like your

genetic film. He played with all kinds of ideas, breaking restraints, gaining

power."

"A survival of the fittest, | suppose." Bobby chuckled.



"Yes, exactly. And the freedom of doing what you want without the concern of

authority."

"Right." Bobby nodded, trying to go along with her theory, integrating himself
with her worship of a dead rock star. If only for a few inches, shaggy hair, and
musculature... Bobby checked his shoes to see if any tufts of grass stuck to the

heels.

"Vous avez cinque minutes en plus. Pere Lachaise va fermer." ("You've got five
minutes more. Pere Lachaise is closing.") The guard shouted as he walked

toward them.

"Oui, merci." Bobby was already reaching for Christina's hand, pulling her up
from the cold ground. The guard pointed to an exit closer to the grave but far
from the entrance and the metro. What if they had gotten locked in? He,

Christina, Jim, and thousands of icons communing with worms.

There had been stories. Bobby remembered them from his time in Tours, that old
hippies and cultists would break into the cemetery at night to stage rituals and
orgies around Morrison's grave. For a second, he imagined taking Christina's
virginity atop Jim buried six feet under. How's that, lizard god? Fuck you

Morrison!"



As they approached the forbidding wrought iron spears of the exit, Bobby
checked Christina's rear, evidenced in splotches of dirt and foliage. He almost

raised his hand to brush her down. He would have liked that.



