Words from the front

Tom Verlaine, the blank generation’s
Neil Young, is sitting on the floor of a
Phonogram press suite devouring a crois-
sant. I'd expected someone withdrawn
and a little monkish, not this amiably wry
character who sees interviews as a chance
to perform.

“I like the idea of interviews as per-
formances, maybe because I'm not very
good at promoting my career in other
ways, maybe also because I'm not sure if 1
think of myself as a performer at all. I
suppose the way most people have careers
is by very methodically doing a series of
self-advertisements, and I don’t know if [
can do that.”

He talks with an amused smile, moving
on to the omlette Phonogram have
brought him for this mid-afternoon
breakfast. Signed to the company since
his post-‘Cover’ departure from Virgin
over two years ago, he has a new album,
‘Flashlight’, released this month.

It's his best record since ‘Dreamtime’, as it
happens, an LP of considerable bite and
beauty and resounding proof that this god-
father of alternative guitar hero s is no
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want to say, they always return to just talkin,
about wairing and learning how to wait. Anﬁ
“The Scientist’ is about a man writing to a girl
he sull loves but can’t communicate with. In
‘Annie’s Telling Me', a girl is talking in clichés
and not really saying anything. This vagueness
that goes on ..."

Perhaps vagueness has always been the
secret theme of Verlaine’s work. His songs are
about stilted expression, frustrated com-
munication. Maybe they're juse bad poetry.

“Many of my songs seem to be ohsessed
with defining or expressing a sensibility,
People who've stuck with me for a while tend
to point to a few songs that somehow define
that sensibility - *Venus', “The Fire’, ‘Breakin'
In My Heart', ‘Penctration’, ‘Clear It Away’.
Again this struggle to articulate, or even to say
why one is happily inarticulate. It says a lot
about dealing in a non-verbal realm all the
timel I've found that by practicing some
relaxation in the impulse to say something so
dcs;:icrate]y. yOu start getting pictures in your
mind. i
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