KIND of MILES

honors Davis’ influence.

kind of MILES is an entirely different take on the lessons of
Davis. This is a studio-recorded companion albumto a
multi-media theatrical concert Fresu toured with in 2024. It
wove together images, narration, and sounds from the life
of Davis and Fresu himself, accompanied by two live bands
on each side of the stage: one acoustic, and one electric.
Fresu stayed in the middle, moving between the two.

The album takes an impressionistic view of Davis’ music.
Just as an abstract painting may contain recognizable
images that float in and out, kind of MILES is mostly original
compositions from band members creating impressions of
Davis’ style with occasional standards from Davis’
repertoire. Fresu remains himself throughout, contributing
new music rather than reproducing, and by doing so he best

It's best not to get too hung up on how closely Fresu plays in Davis’ style. It's much better to enjoy the music for its
own sake in the same way that you would enjoy Davis'. If he wanted to, Fresu could absolutely pass for ’50s Davis
in a blindfold test. (Try it by presenting a dedicated Miles fan with Fresu’s “| Thought About You.”) “It Never
Entered My Mind,” one of Davis’ most beautiful recordings of the era and perhaps the first where he truly found
his distinctive voice on Harmon mute, is rightly recreated almost breath for breath in Fresu’s opening statement.
This is unquestionably the right decision, given that it's impossible to imagine anyone playing it any better than
Davis. Fresu’s tone on muted trumpet is darker and more centered, with just slightly more vibrato than Davis
would use. But such quibbles are pointless given such hypnotic music.

Once Fresu has established his Davis credentials with some standards, the originals begin with “Rue Saint Denis”
with Fresu on flugelhorn. His sound is so rich on that instrument that it’s closer to a valve trombone than a
trumpet. Even when Fresu returns to the trumpet, the darker brass sound prevails when the melodies are stated
with trombone, played memorably on “Back In” and throughout the album in a variety of contexts by Filippo

Vignato.

Some of the standards get fresh new arrangements. “Summertime” is taken up-tempo, with no touchstones from
the famous Gil Evans arrangement (and it ends with the famous bassline and melody of “So What”). Similarly,
“Bess, You Is My Woman Now” avoids both the form and feeling of the Evans arrangement. “Time After Time,’
however, retains the commercial feel of how Davis did it, with the same rhythm arrangement, but it finds its own
style with trumpet delay effects and a lyrical guitar solo from Bebo Ferra.



More interesting, however, are the radical recastings of Davis’ electric music. They will certainly not be to every
Davis fan’s taste. Fresu composed “Call it Nothing,” which is a take on Davis’ incendiary jam “Call it Anything” from
the Isle of Wight festival in 1970. Fresu finds what melody there is amid the jabbing fragments and swirls of Davis’
“Call it Anything” solo, slowing them down and smoothing them out. There’s a "70s period sound from the electric
piano and the wah-wah pedals of the guitarists, but it is superimposed on a slicker rhythm arrangement lifted
from 1984’s “Decoy.” Fresu follows up with “Call it Something,” a track that nods to Davis’ murky '70s electric style
but otherwise shows little relation that | can hear to “Call it Anything.” It even goes into a swinging jazz shuffle at
one point.

There are other puzzles. | was hoping that someone was finally going to mine the rich vein of material on Davis’
Aura(1989), but the songs here have no connection to the “Violet” and “Orange” that appear there. Why give
them the same names? Still, “Violet” is a great listen. Ferra’s guitar solo tips the hat to John Scofield, and Fresu has
Davis’ '80s sound down cold with the jolting flurries of notes and the small Milesian vibrato in just the right
places. It’s far from Fresu’s natural style, which we hear much more clearly on Mare Nostrum 1V, but that makes
what he is doing all the more impressive. He has listened to Davis so deeply that he can evoke the essence of his
music across the eras.

Perhaps the message is in the title of the album: kind of MILES. This is Davis-adjacent music, kind of like Miles
Davis, but still very much a Paolo Fresu album. You can enjoy it as a reverie of what could have been if Davis had
lived a bit longer or taken some other, and more mainstream, directions (“Venere” even has a bit of country
twang).

I'll leave it with Fresu'’s brilliant arrangement of “Selim,” a spooky track from Davis’ Live/Evil (1971). Fresu
reimagines it as an acoustic jazz ballad, one that wouldn’t be out of place on an album like Davis’ ‘Round About
Midnight. Fresu clarifies the melody, gives it conventional jazz chord changes, and plays it as a slow swing ballad.
In doing so, he pulls out the traditionalist soul that was still with Davis even during his wildly experimental electric
period in the early '70s. Similar approaches to “Selim” have been done before, by David Liebman (On the Corner
Live!), Jerry Jerry Léonide (Heritage: A Tribute to Miles Davis), and it was even given a slick R&B treatment with
lyrics by Robert Glasper on Everything’s Beautiful. But this version is the most memorable and original of the lot.
Two different eras of Miles Davis, seamlessly fused, played with respect and soul by a musician who has done his
homework and plays from the heart.
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