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Shannon Hoon and his crew survive rehab and near break-ups to emerge triumphant with their eclectic and 
paranoia-filled second album ‘Soup’! Are Blind Melon now the Led Zeppelin for the ‘90s?!

BLIND MELON
‘Soup’
(Capitol 7243 8 33934 2 8)
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BLIND MELON’s eponymously titled 
debut album was finally embraced 
by MTV – Bee Girl and all – one year 
after it was released. By then, the 
band had already been on the road for 
some 17 months. 

Three million copies and several 
hundred shows later, Blind Melon 
were past the point of cracking up and 
well along the road to falling apart, 
both mentally and physically. Vocalist, 
Shannon Hoon, particularly, went into 
rehab, walked out of interviews and 
generally behaved like a man on a 
sponsored breakdown. 

‘Soup’, their second set, was written 
during the fivesome’s collective 
recovery period. It was recorded 
in New Orleans a few weeks prior 
to Mardi Gras. And to begin with, 
it sounds every bit as strange and 
bleary-eyed as you’d expect; whole 
chunks of it passing by in a baffling 
stew of jagged rhythms and 
blurred vocals. 

Initially, only ‘Galaxie’ makes any 
impact – introduced by a spot of trad 
Mississippi Jazz and Hoon’s drunken 
croon, then rolling into a snapping, 
Jane’s Addiction-style groove that 
pans out into ‘Soup’s solitary obvious 
chorus. Given the immediacy of 
‘Galaxie’, with hindsight it’s no wonder 
that what follows sounds so alien and 
unwelcoming first, second or even 
third time around. 

Remarkably, though, ‘Soup’ gradually 
sorts itself out the more it’s played – 
fine songs emerging from a seemingly 
unfocussed muddle; incandescent 
melodies picking their way through 
murky musical waters. Eventually, it all 
starts to slot into place: Perry Farrell 
fronts Led Zeppelin whilst pitching a 
tent in paranoid Folk territory. 

‘2 x 4’, for instance, follows a vintage 
Page riff through to a balmy hook; 
‘Toes Across the Floor’ is a brooding 
set-piece; ‘Vernie’ is a light, sepia-
tinted slice of melancholy.

Better still are the blackly comic 
‘Skinned’ and ‘Car Seat’. The former 
is a skipping acoustic tune that tells 
the tale of a serial killer who makes 
lampshades out of his victims’ shin-
bones and uses their rib-cages for 
coffee tables; the latter a disconnected 
hymn to two children whose Mother 
strapped them into the back of the 
family saloon and drove it into the 
local lake. 

The breadth of ‘Soup’s scope, its 
free-form feel, occasionally lead to 
Blind Melon coming a cropper. ‘Walk’ 
is an ill-considered collision of quirky 
rhythmic slaps and schizophrenic 
vocals, while ‘Wilt’ and ‘The Duke’ are 
not so much non-descript as 
non-events. 

Thankfully, they prefix ‘Soup’s stand-
out moments. ‘St. Andrew’s Fall’ 
recounts a suicide jump the band 
watched in Detroit in three distinct parts 
– the opening set to a bright, optimistic 
melody line; the bridge riddled with 
mad, spiraling guitars; the coda led by 
a ghostly, double-tracked vocal. 

Side-step the uneasy balance 
of cloying sentiment and savage 
introspection that makes up ‘New 
Life’, and you move to the marvelous, 
hypnotic ballad ‘Mouthful of Cavities’ 
and the breezily insistent ‘Lemonade’, 
which closes the album. 

In a soundbite: ‘Soup’ – bold, barmy 
and borderline great. 

PAUL REES

SOUPER-DOOPER!
If you can’t wait to get your hands on 
the new Blind Melon platter ‘Soup’, 
here’s an offer you won’t be able to 
resist, for starters!

Cos we’ve got no less than 10 copies 
of ‘Soup’ signed by the whole band 
to give away – an’ it’s as easy as pie 
to be in with a shot at gettin’ yer mitts 
on one! All you need to do is work 
out the answer to this extremely easy 
question. . . 

Name the somewhat eccentric singer 
in Blind Melon!

Then phone: 0839 401331!

Leave your answer, name and 
address!


