
than what it is (a solid indie-rock
album that owes an inestimable
debt to early Talking Heads, espe-
cially in Alec Ounsworth’s vocal
tics). It’s another harbinger of the
way idealistic listeners hope the
music industry will work in the
future: artists connecting more
directly with their audience, trust-
ed intermediaries spreading the
word about notable new artists,
and no interference from the big-
money promotional machine.

It appears that Clap Your
Hands Say Yeah is as independ-
ent as it’s claimed to be—though
the band’s manager, Nick Stern,
is a publicist at Atlantic Records
and they’re reportedly being pur-
sued by more than a few labels.
(As of mid-September, they’re
being distributed by the Warner-
affiliated Alternative
Distribution Alliance.) It can’t be
long until some canny major
label figures out that the best
way to market a new band is to
give the impression that it’s sell-
ing a self-funded CD out of its
living room. “Fake no label” will
be to the late 00s what “fake
indie label” was to the early 90s.
In the meantime, listening to
CYHSY on a ROKR phone is
surely somebody’s idea of a pres-
tige move, and CYHSY ringtones
can’t be far behind.   v


