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E ike Jon Anderson of
ae? In a few years,

Hoon sings | i
Yes at his most mcuhn‘!:-.-' B 1. about
Hoon's band, Blind Melon, kot S
as relevant as Andersdits, too. Buit there s
difference between' Blind lenn_ and
the empty riffs and cosmic slop of | es
On Soup, the follow-up ta the band’s
eponymous rmdnpi\mnuﬂ\ debut, Blind
Melon don't have any ritts

Well, there is a deunken brass band at
the CD’s beginning and end, and the
r_‘.l]]t[lrf‘ Ul.-l.-'ﬂ-"“.”‘l;l“\ !__"1\'4: UP \1.1!1.\ ol
moldy '60s decoration Jike phase shitt
ing. But in service of what? The blisstul
vibe of hippie positivity that colored
"No Rain" is replaced here by disarras
At best, the sketchy songs float by in a
surreal swirl®f #hords ("Galaxie™). Ar
worst, thep fall ineoa mellow, folk-rock
ing rut ("St. Andrew's Fall™). Whethet
Blind Melon are Wnrshlping the Dead
on the semiacoustic stroll "Walk”® or
'““Plovi"g strings, banjo and Hoon's

| voice in putsuit of a Middle Bastern
| mclogly on "Car Seat (God's Presents)
nothing they do coheres.
The main trouble with Youp lies with

the Keptess O "2x4." Hoon sings thar
he's ralking to himself more. Maybe
that’s why his stream-of-consciousness
writing on Joup s incomprehensible.
Provocative images like Hoon looking
Jesus Chast in the eye in "St. Andrew’s
Fall® are thrown about but never devel-
oped. Withour the weight of narrative
oEsame emotional resonance, there’s no
glue to keep random phrases and hy-
perbole like "I'm nor at home in the
galaxy” from becoming disconnected
space flotsam. Better-crafred vocal

melodies would help, yet Hoon'’s phras-

W ing = especially his habit of pushing

} high notes to an out-of-his-range yowl —
+ hardly varies from song to song,

With such slight fare to offer - and no

kid in a bee suit — Soup puts Blind Melon

in hot water. —Tep Droznpowsk!




