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Careful listening is a mantra for business leaders, management gurus and, of 
course, professional therapists. In what is colonially called Canada, which muddles 
together entrepreneurial fantasy and managerial technique, identity politics with 
market-driven policies, and the mystique of meritocracy with the allure of 
technocratic expertise, it is not controversial to suggest that learning how to listen 
well is the path to strong relationships.



With wit and imagination, Another World That Sounds Like You* draws attention to 
collective and communal forms of listening as well as careful and active ones. The 
comfy chairs, bean bags and cups of tea that are generously provided to help 
visitors to the exhibit feel at home should not be confused with invitations to 
merely lounge around describing or escaping the problems of the world. Nor are 
they interchangeable with the images of bourgeois families huddled around the 
radio in their living rooms that have made their mark on so many representations 
of domestic life in the early twentieth century.



Accepting the exhibit’s invitation to bring our histories and personalities into focus, 
I was transported back to my grandmother’s kitchen table. I was reminded of the 
ditties I sang with my Nan about loving a nice cup of tea, and the hours we spent 
scanning the radio for shows that described, satirized, and resisted conservative 
codes for managing working-class cultures. I also felt the ambitions, 
achievements, regrets, vulnerabilities, fears, desires, eccentricities, tenacity, 
tenderness, and love that she shared with me while we listened to the radio on car 
journeys. In short, I was granted a precious moment of reverie to recall the person 
who, more than anyone else, inspired me to probe beneath the surface of the 
stories we tell each other about the past, present and future. 



In asking us to rest our eyes and activate our ears, Another World That Sounds 
Like You also reminded me of soul rebels reared on Funkadelic’s clarion call to 
“Free your mind … and your ass will follow”. I thought of those concertgoers lucky 
enough to have heard Bob Marley, Curtis Mayfield, Aretha Franklin and other 
performers in the sixties and seventies who not only translated precious resources 
from religious and sacred spaces into secular and profane ones but also created 
ideal communicative moments that surpassed anything the structures of the 
family can provide. The carefully curated sonic journey of Another World That 
Sounds Like You may also be placed in productive dialogue with soul rebels whose 
engagement with revolutionary sounds and a protest ethic were never reducible to 
the solitary act of purchasing a record or the passive consumption of popular 
culture. Lest we forget, such active users of soul records, music magazines, 
records stores and other venues constituted a counter-cultural public sphere that 
shared precious information and resources to help its members address 
complexity with control.





https://www.gallerytpw.ca/another-world-that-sounds-like-you
https://soundcloud.com/shaun-escoffery/days-like-this-spinna-ticklah
https://soundcloud.com/shaun-escoffery/days-like-this-spinna-ticklah
https://soundcloud.com/shaun-escoffery/days-like-this-spinna-ticklah

