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MILES AHEAD  
 
by John Clare* 
 
________________________________________________________ 
 

 
 

 have not listened to this collaboration of Miles Davis and arranger, composer, 
orchestrator Gil Evans for a long time.  Well Miles has done many things since 
that magic time.  Right now enthusiasm has been shaken.  I have lost my 

beautiful blue-framed distance glasses and I have no money.  I am in an old person’s 
hospice.  Eating-wise I would be better off here, but I seem to be getting better. 
 
Much of this music floats so slowly it has almost stopped.  Here I elude gravity and 
float also. Very high.  It is more amazingly amazing than I had even anticipated in my 
wildest recollections and some of the voicings are so transparent yet so wide in space 
that I can see right through them lengthwise and see distant approaching tonalities, 
so subtle yet detectable from here.  It rivals Duke Ellington.  Now here rises a shaft of 
sunlight.  It could be Anton Webern.  The shaft is the triumphant piercing flair of the 
extraordinary trumpet section.  Hail Miles!  Is there nothing not at Gil Evans’s 
fingertips? 
 
Where is the culmination of this glory?  It is Miles Ahead.  Speaking of which here is 
a small chorus of wonderfully harmonised trombone choir.  Like a soft hymn.  Like 
the Sons of the Pioneers. 
 
________________________________________________________ 
 
*John Clare went into the Holy Spirit Nursing Home in Croydon, Sydney in June, 
2018. He has his own phone and can be contacted directly at (02) 9747 1994. 
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Miles Davis (left) with Gil Evans in the studio: Is there nothing not at Gil Evans’s 
fingertips?  PHOTO COURTESY TWITTER 
 
Sons of the Pioneers were a male choir that sang background to many cowboy 
movies, and indeed some of them were themselves singing movie cowboys in their 
own right.  I think of Roy Rogers and his horse Trigger and his wife Dale Evans.  All 
three sang. 
 

 
 
Roy Rogers (front, centre) with the Sons of Pioneers male choir … 
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Up here I feel that I am poling my transparent raft of harmony along the canals of 
Venice. 
 
Miles Davis liked to ride horses on his father’s property.  But wait.  The time is so 
steady at any tempo that everything swings.   
 
They start now. 
 

 
 
Another shot of Davis (left) with Gil Evans… 
 
Bang!  Crack!  Shhishh!  The bass darkly walks, dark yet buoyant.  Miles is playing 
the flugelhorn with straight bore rather than conical.  It is like an inflated trumpet, 
an outrageously large-bellied brass.  It peppers the air with boppy runs and pauses, 
forward and back, now soft, now he cries in blue notes uniquely inflected, muffled 
and broadly breaking open.  I am swaying now and more widely. “Go, my friends,” I 
call.  I am crying.  The clarinets and flutes now fill the sky like shrilling birds, now 
they soften and even out like a still lake of tears. 
 
His notes are still in my brain.  Now like mathematical patterns of frequency and 
modulation.  Now sinewy and tight modulation. 
 
Now gone. 


