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Doors give emotional ride
by David Weissman

The Doors
Tri Star Pictures
directed by Oliver Stone

The Doors is a wonderfully repul­
sive trip through Jim Morrison’s life 
as a poet, songwriter, and rock star, 
show ing how his relentless pursuit of 
the unknown and excessive lifestyle 
ultimately drives him to his death.

As a young boy. Morrison wit-
the death of a Navajo Indian

family along a desert sideroad in 
New Mexico, internalizing the expe­
rience as though the\ were his 
family. This stoic look at the Ameri­
can Indian is one Morrison recreated 
again and again in his 
obsession with death.

Val Kilmer's portrayal of Morri­
son is both haunting and compelling; 
he makes the difficult distinction 
between Morrison as a sensitive poet 
and Morrison as a self-absorbed 
pontil icater of human values, a soul- 
seeking drifter who can only expe­
rience life in its most extreme forms.

Morrison is a loud, belligerent 
instigator, tormented by his insatia­
ble drive to absorb every form of 
knowledge and emotion there is.

Meg Ryan plays his girlfriend 
Pamela Courson. a naive girl 
instantly drawn into Morrison’s 
ex Imi hi tant world of alternative 
realities. She becomes ultimately 
exhausted bv it.

What is most compelling about 
any Oliver Stone film is Oliver Stone, 
who possesses the rare ability to 
delight anil ollenil his audience at

the same time.
His film is an orgy of excess, a 

tragic docudrama filtered through a 
ha/e of smoke, pills, and of course, 
music.

The music is the backdrop for the 
seemingly endless parade of parties, 
concerts, and booze, which Morri­
son swills down with increasing 
abandon anil disregard for his own 
life.
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; There are things that are real, and 
there are things that are unreal. 
Somew here in-between, a stoned 
and swaggering Jim Morrison how ls 
into the microphone as the sweat 
runs dow n his neck, matting the hair 
on his bare chest. “Come on come on 
and TOUCH me baby." he urges the 
voting women in the front row. as 
they leap on stage in a wild frenzy, 
grasping for some small part of tin- 
lead singer to take home with them. 
Backstage after the show , a record 
producer tells Morrison to ditch his 
friends and go out on his own. 
“You're the one they're coming to 
see. You are The Doors." Indeed he 
was.
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Stone coaxes his audience into the 
film with a beautiful overhead shot 
of the flallands of New Mexico, 
glowing brightly against the heat of 
the summer.sun. A moment later the 
music filters sof tly through the thea­
tre. and the trip is on.

Stone angers you with a self- 
righteous Morrison, who at times is 
nothing more than an emotional 
infant, refusing any responsibility 
for his actions. A moment later you 
catch yourself giggling at fid Sulli­
van. whose agent delicately tries to 
explain that the word "higher" just 
isn’t said on television. Before long 
the film becomes a myriad frenzy of 
wild parties, rambunctious music, 
bare-breasted women, shouting, 
drinking, smoking, lighting, all 
against the surging montage of an 
oncoming Vietnam war.

Although devoted fans of the 
Doors are intimate with the story of 
Jim Morrisson. the emotional and 
musical rule are enough to leave one 
delightfully exhausted.

growing

,x

After experiencing The Doors, it’s 
dif ficult to ascertain w hether the film 
is more about Jim Morrison’s obses­
sion w ith death and the unknown, or 
Oliver Stone's obsession with Jim 
Morrison.

Both men lived through the social 
uprisings of the sixties. Jim Morri­
son used the stage as tin outlet to 
compel his audience to look, see. and 
KNOW, and to live and breathe in 
the farthest reaches of human expe­
rience. Oliver Stone, a Vietnam vet, 
uses his motion pictures as a medium 
to say essentially the same thing.

Val Kilmer (Jim Morrison) successfully captures the ill-fated singer/ 
enigma’s obsessive orgy of excess. Oliver Stone, director and devoted 
Doors’ fan presents Morrison as a loud instigator tormented by his 
insatiable drive to absorb every form of knowledge and emotion there is.
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