Mr. Meeble

Never Trust the Chinese

A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away. … That just about sums up monsieur Meeble’s debut effort, Never Trust the Chinese. At once deliciously vintage and über-futuristic, Mr. Meeble conjures up the comforting subconscious sounds of ’70s-era pop magic mashed within songs destined for next millennium’s soundtrack for space travel. Born from the ashes of longtime Valley alternative/electronic outfit Zeta, Mr. Meeble is the brainchild of Devin Fleenor, Michael Plaster (Soul Whirling Somewhere) and Blain Klitzke. Drawing from a Grand Canyon-esque’s landscape worth of sounds, influences and ideas, Mr. Meeble’s finest moments include: “Fine,” an infectious groove layered deep within a collective of Air-inspired androgynous vocal tracks; “Raindrops,” true Chicken Soup for the Soul brotha in you; the cathartic wailing of “A Ton of Bricks,” reminiscent of Trent Reznor’s salad days on TVT; and “Forget This Ever Happened,” a must-be-heard track for any Soul Whirling Somewhere fan. And while the songs run the gamut of genres, their exquisite sonic qualities, infectious melodies and Richard D. James-influenced break-beats tie them together seamlessly – not unlike This Mortal Coil’s finest works. Modern, filmy and altogether otherworldly, Mr. Meeble’s debut album has drawn a fresh and distinct sound from the fractured remains of some of our lifetime’s most outstanding musical efforts. A New Hope indeed. – JASON FARRELL
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It opens like a city at night, all brushed steel and halogen, beveled edges and concrete.  This is the music of rust colored skylines and forgotten alleys, the shimmering reflection of streetlights in rain puddles.  This is music that exists outside the stereo, it manipulates the mind and brings forth images both eerie and enjoyable.  This music sticks to things, climbs the walls and stays there.  This is sonic science fiction.

From the start of its 60+ minutes Mr. Meeble’s “Never Trust The Chinese” slides effortlessly between futuristic Josh Wink style soundscapes and slices of retro pop sensibility.  The second track, “Raindrops” a derivative work of a Hal David/Burt Bacharach tune is torn down completely.  Scaffolded with upright bass and hip-hop beats, Meeble rebuilds the entire song to surround the only recognizable original element:  the chorus.

While NTTC is, in one vein, a very unusual, experimental record, it is also a very smart pop record.  It balances these extremes perfectly.  Syncopated rhythms and complex bass lines are tethered by smooth vocals and the entire album is littered with incredibly catchy hooks.  This is pop music for people who don’t like pop music – or at least want theirs shot through with brains as well as brawn.

A rich and multi-layered listening experience, NTTC offers the listener a myriad of surprises waiting down the many roads it travels – all of them rewarding.  For example “A Ton of Bricks” crescendo’s with a barrage of sound that feels as though two songs are battling with each other for dominance on the track.  Where less talented musicians would muddle this, Mr. Meeble separates the angry from the calm and combines them like opposing air pressures creating something just as beautiful and powerful as the elements in nature.

Another high point on the album is “Until I Grasp the Second” seemingly the recounting of a nightmare told through sound.  This dream begins innocently enough to the sound of a dulcitone, but then unexpectedly turns dark with cold electronics and frightening vocals that offer no solace for those trapped inside.  It is this creativity and craftsmanship that separates NTTC from other debut recordings.  Here is an album fully formed, the results of a clear musical vision.

As with most debut recordings it is the art on the sleeve that gives the first impression of what’s to be heard.  The cover of NTTC is as beautiful as the music behind it.  Artist Jason Rudolph Pena (www.bookoffaces.com) has created a piece both odd and accessible.  In a time when cover art is minimal at best (and non-existent at worst) what separates Mr. Meeble from other bands – indie and major – is that they obviously care about every aspect of their art.  JRP’s addition immediately lets the listener know what to expect – art of the highest quality.

The vocal sample of the third track runs like a skipping record over cascading synth bass, snapping drums and moments of guitars that wash over the ears like AC on a hot summer day.  This song’s title sums up the efforts put forth on NTTC very simply and very truthfully.  This is the cultivation of the imagination of Mr. Meeble and it has culminated in an extremely focused, smart and most importantly, enjoyable first album.  Let’s hope there are many more in the future.  

Grade:  A

