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Interstates tangle and choke the life out of the land. A strange angelof liberation for kids who ventureaway from the small town boredemby way of dicing car or a thumb raised on the side of the road, andyet, this ability to move freely at will, to run, to see the mechanicsand likeness to twin cities can suffocate and crush the unique, warped,time woven distinctness of random small town culture.Old people, trapped by the progession of time, the last of an ancientbreed who raise crops, garden by the stars, salt pork and smokeham, cry for commercials, count spider webs in the fall and observethe changing for the seasons.The sons 
and grandsons of the old, fed, clothed, and raised by the old,due to the spreading virus of the broken home. Wanderers. Seekers. Countryand country life mix with the lights of town. Small town punk underground. Looking for the ultimatw house show.Girls who smash windows, cuts wrists, swallow pills, and who cannot sleep at night, alone.Police with clean suits, beautifu; heavy guns, the right to speed anddrive fast whenever the spirit wills it to. Bored. Ready to kick thebody to see if it lives. Meth lab fighters.Kids who skate and live on fast food. Three meals a day. Cigarettes. McDonalds. Dr. Pepper.The eternal desire to go on tour. This is impossible.There are no interstates running through this town, kids....

R R I N G

.R R IN G .

R R I N G .RRING. (cuck)
H e llo ?

U m .

Rise up, howlin werewolf.





i



" W e l l  G r a m m a ,  i t  s n o w e d  l i k e  
you s a i d .  S t i l l  d o n ' t  k n o w  

w h y  y o u  w a n n a g e t  o u t  i n  

t h a t  c o l d  w e a t h e r .  S t a n d i n '  o u t b y  

that  r iver . "

"H ear what?"

" t h a t  t i r e .  L i s t e n . F o o t s t e p s .  
I t ' s  g o n n a  s n o w h a r d  

t o n i g h t . Y o u  c a n  h e a r  

b o o t s  a '  w a l k i n  r o u n d . "

F o r  a s  l o n g  a s  I  c a n  r e m e m b e r ,  m y  G r a n d M A M M A  h a s

w a t c h e d  t h e  T e n n e s s e e  R i v e r  a n d  h a d  " v i s i o n s " .  S h e  r e a d s

i t .  A m o n g  o t h e r  t h i n g s .  F i v e .  T e a  l e a v e s .  S p i d e r  W e b s ,  

even. Yo u  k n o w wh a t  s h e  t o l d  me  y e s t e r d a y ?  " I  s a w a  ma p o f  

i n t e r s t a t e s  a n d  r o a d s ,  a n d  a  d a r k  r o a d  u n d e r  y o u r  w h e e l s , "

s h e  s a i d .  D a r k  r o a d s .  T h a t ' s  g r e a t .  W e ' r e  g o i n g  o n  

tour t o m o r r o w ,  t h e  b a n d .  T h a t ' s  j u s t  w h a t  w e  n e e d .

"Y'hear that Roe?"



24 hours into the future, in the middle of nowhere. There's a town,
divided by a river, uncrossed by an interstate, surrounded by

county roads, forest, and hills

I'm like Billy the kid. Small 
hands, big 

wrists. I took the cuffs and

tried to smash the windows out

After beating me down there, 
they took me to the station 
and beat m e dow n again.

I thought 

you'dblack out 
whenyou're drunk

sometimes

Tyler! Get in! uh...hey Gypsy...



Yeah well, I-I don't really care HAHA no

I don't Hey, gotta 

light?

Uh, ok, a-a-all I cant is fast 
food anyway...what, uh

f o r  e v e r y  m e a l ,  
hey y o u  g o t t a  
c i g a r e t t e ?



hold on. Lemme light it for ya

Yeah, I-I-I 
I heard about that stuff

w h a t  s t u ff?  Y o u  m ea n
yesterday?

y e a h , I th in k s  s o . H e  k in d a

b u m p e d  in to  th a t o n e  k id .

Yeah, he's a jerk.

Y-Y-Y-Yeah, yeah, I think he sucks

Taylor  w as out of it. Even  before

all that. He fell down, and kinda 

la n d ed  a g a in st  th a t  o n e  k id . It  

w as all brass knuckles after th a t

Yeah, it was bloody

S h e r r i s a w  a ll th a t
t o o ,  r i g h t ? o h  m a n ,  

she s a w  i t

Sherri?

KNOCKKNOCK Its 12:30. You gotta get up



Taylor, you gotta fiver?D o  I  h a v e  
a fiver...! sheesh

thoughtyou might

R e l a x .  
I  think I T ' s  g o t  i t

you still bruised up any?

Nah. I'm cool man.

guys, I gotta get to band practice
BEER

but Nie, its
Friday night!

Got it...save me one wilya?

yeah, sure, sureLets go!

Ok...ok...who's gonna throw it

there it is. We're comin' up on it

AACK! HAHA. Who cares

I'll kill you





It surprises me, JT
what?

you. wanting to get

away from someone

watching you.

I  d o n ' t  understand

you saying that

w e ' r e  b e i n g  w a t c h e d

you're a reality-tv f re a k !

you're in with Big Brother.

a w  c ' m o n . . .

Y o u  a r e !  y o u  l o v e  t h e

g a s  s t a t i o n  c a m e r a  

t h a t f i l m s  y o u !  Y o u  

l o v e  a w o r l d  o f  

documentary 1984!

H m m . M aybe. B u t if that's true, I've got the rest of America with me.

So when are you guys leaving for tour?Tonight, after the
 show

w a i t .. .i s n 't  y o u r  
n e x t s h o w  2  h o u r s  a w a y ?

M is s is s ip p i
? c a n c e lle d .

y e a h . G ra n d m a  p re d ic te d  
a " d a r k  r o a d . "  C a n  

y o u  b e l i e v e t h a t

t o t a l l y .
Come on Sherri!

just  because my grandmotherg e t s  v i s i o n s  f r o m  t e a  l e a v e s . . .

besides. You just like the
fa c t th a t sh e  p re d ic ts

wolves coming back.



I just w anna rock out
But  Nic, you're afraid you'll

break your arm  skating! That's
w h y  y o u  o n ly  w a n t to  ro c k  n o w

Tonight's gonna be the night

it's only your first show!

Taylor...

Y o u  g o t fiv e  b u c k s ?



There was a time
when I fought my way 
to the front of the 
pack. Sang all the songs.

All I really did was quit learning the words.

It's not that I don't care. I'm madder now 

than I ever was.

I'd  ra th e r  b e  watching "the Magnificent Seven" anyway.

We're up next. You ready?

I  g u e s s  s o .

Cops!

Cops!



C a n c e l l e d ?  
W e  h a v e n ' t  e v e n s e t  u p . . .

Let's get
outta here

Who's in charge here?

Our first show! Dead in the water

That's cool man. It's not like this place counts anyway.

Dead in the water
A n y  o f  y o u  g u y s  s e e n  T y l e r ?  H e ' s  b e e n  g o n e  a l l  n i g h t .

H ey....I th ink it's snow ing

* E N D *



the WEDNESDAYS LP 

"invisible youth" fourth  a lb u m , reco rd ed  a t 

th e  le g e n d a ry  M u s c le  S h o a ls S o u n d . . .  c r is p ,  d a r k  
p o p  so n g s  a n d  th e  re a lity  o f sm a ll  to w n  

d e p re ss io n   $ 1 0 .0 0R E V I V A L  N O W  c d  r e v iv e d  

o u t  o f  th e  N a tc h e z S h a k e r s  e m b e r s ,  t h i s  b a n d  
delivers w ith  energy b y  w a y  o f  a c c o rd ia n , w h is tle , 

b a n j o ,  a n d  m a n d o l i n  $ 1 0 .0 0t h e  C A N  K I C K E R S  

7" am azing fiddle-banjo-drum
b e a t  w i t h  d a n c i n g  f u r y - t h r e e  p i e c e ,  f o r e v e r  o n

t o u r ,  c o m i n g  a t  y o u  f r e s h  w i t h  t h e  o l d  s o u n d  $ 4 .0 0

F l o r e n c e  N i g h t i n g a l e s  a l l  g i r l  3  c h o r d  p u n k r o c k ,  
w i t h  t h e  t h o r n s  o f  a  b l a c k  r o s e ,  a  k i s s  o f p o i s o n  a n d  
th e  p r im it iv e  tu n e s  to  d a n c e  th e n ig h t a w a y     $ 4 .0 0P in e H i l l  

H a in ts  c d  " th o s e  w h o  w a n d e r" l a te s t  a lb u m  
o f  A l a b a m a 's  o n l y  g h o s t  c o u n t r y  g e n t l e m e n   $ 1 0 . 0 0

RRING.
 (cuck)

Hello?
U m . . .

Rise up, howlin werewolf.

guitar, vox organ

guitar, vocals

d ru m s

B r ia n  C o n n e r

James the Fang

JD McCorckle

r e c o r d e d  w i n t e r ,  2 0 0 6  b y  N i l e s  

Lee i n  h i s  l i v i n g  r o o m

thanks to Niles, Adam Howard, W illy Cardin 
+ Aromas write for more Spidder or ARKAM 

Records *1925 Hwy 69 S.* Savannah, TN 38372*



in the spirit of WC HANDY the father  t he blues, yeah,

 he’s from here, but nobody really cared for him around
here until he passed away. We’re sorry. W e’ll try to make

it up. We tip our hat to WC tonight

rise up howlin w erew olf

alabamajihad

the headless catfish 

aroma’s, downtown seminary street

Saturday n igh t....6 o clock








