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"Let's dig a hole in the sand brother, a little grave we can fill together." –  The Dead Weathers

Cthulhu F’tagn!

So Mote It Be Ya’ll. 

WELCOME TO THE BACKWOODS

My name is Clifford Bartlett, a bootlegger and slayer of nasty things. Yessir, I make my living selling moon-shine. Well, when I ain’t repairing lawnmowers and the like down at my shop, but times are slow so I can’t say it’s a stable living. I do admit that when I gut me a few cultists I do take a peek at their wallets, though honestly, most of what I make goes into fuel, shotgun shells, and hospital bills.

What you got in your paws right now, is what me and the boys have taken to calling the 'Necronomicon Cookbook', and the way I figure, it’s best de-scribed as one part Grimoire and one part cookbook. In these pages you’ll read about how we cast spells using moonshine, fight monsters with magic shotguns, and then preserve our souls and sanity with some down home cooking.

I thought long and hard about listing all the various shoggoths, dead names, Elder Gods, and various beasties that a body might encounter and ultimately decided to leave them out. Trying to come up with a comprehensive compendium of such things is a fool’s errand. There are way too many horrors to compile, and folks who try, go insane in the doing of it. A powerful wizard, Abdul Al Hazrad, known by most as The Mad Arab, made the attempt, and though he gained great power and had himself one hell of an adventure, he bought the farm as messy as it gets. 

The storyteller, H.P. Lovecraft, tried to shield his mind by writing it all as fiction, and though it worked for a while, it got him, too. There are others to have done the research and created a product, more than I’ll bother to name here, ranging from yuppie New Yorkers, British occultist, to brilliant painters and even musicians. I know that one of these days I’ll lose my sanity too, but I figure I’ll honor the deeds of those who came before me by letting their work stand. 

Think of this book as a supplement to the dusty tomes of folks way smarter than yours truly. Let those books give you the details on who you’re fighting, and let this little book of mine help you drink up, pull the trigger, and enjoy a fine meal afterwards.
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KNOW THE STAKES

Something you have to know, that you have to get right with before you can walk down this hard road, is that you’ll either die messy or eventually go insane. 

If you survive long enough, madness is guaranteed. There’s no way around it, and trust me lots of folks have tried. Human beings can’t be exposed to the mythos without going insane. It’s a bit like gravity that way. No matter what you do, it’s coming. The best we can hope for is to stave off that crazy for as long as we can, any way that we can, so we can stay in the fight. Therapy doesn’t work, because you’ll only end up getting committed. Drugs only distract you or numb you into a trance. And who the hell has time for hobbies? 

We’re in the dirty South, so we do it our way, which is drinking and eating like there’s no tomorrow.

Because there most likely ain’t.
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THE MYTHOS

Darkness Between the Stars, they are asleep in the deep or hiding in the skies, and there’s always some yahoo trying to bring ‘em here. That’s where me, and folks like me, come in. We track down these sorry sons of bitches and put a stop to ‘em before the Elder Gods awaken. Needless to say, most law enforcement agencies consider us 'most wanted', but we do what we gotta do.

We call ourselves slayers, or at least that’s how me and the boys think of it. There aren’t that many of us in the grand scheme of things, but it always seems like there’s just enough of us to buy the world a few extra days of  life every time some cult gets close to bringing down the curtain. I won’t list all of their unholy names here. If you’re reading this book you know enough to know it’s best not to write such things down. 

There are a few copies of the old Necronomicon floating around slayer circles, so those who need to know also know who to call. I used to be a book warden, but after a few years it was hard to even sleep in the same house with the damn thing, and some other poor slayer became its keeper.

Cults are the biggest problem, and the most common. The whispers of the darkness are contagious, and it seems like every time I turn around there’s another gang of miscreants sacrificing teenagers and summoning up horrific things. All I can say to that is, God bless Mossberg, Remington, and Colt.
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THE DIRTY SOUTH

For whatever reason, almost the whole heap of 'mythos activity' happens in the South. Sure, there’s been some things go down out on Rhode Island, a few incursions in Boston, and everybody knows what happened out at Insmouth, but for the most part it’s all South of the good ole Mason Dixon Line (which had more witchcraft behind its creation than politics). 

You know that whole 'the South will rise again' thing? Yeah, there’s a goddamn reason. Hell, we started the damn Civil War to stop the rise of The King in Yellow in Washington, D.C., but politics and the war shifted way out of our favor, and well, you know how it went down, we Southern folks got our asses kicked, but not before we put every one of those cultists on the end of a bayonet and sent the King back to hell.

Sometimes the price is heavy. The South is a rough enough place to live without having to worry about a shoggoth rising up outta the swamp or some pack of cultists snatching you for a human sacrifice. So we do our work, which is a damn sight harder these days. Used to be a slayer could gun down the bad guys and roll on his merry way. That was back in the glory days, when about the closest thing to forensics was dusting for fingerprints. With modern law enforcement being so blasted scientific and technologically advanced, we have to be way more careful. Sadly, we’ve lost plenty of good men and women to the long arm of the law, since to them, we’re just a bunch of killers like all the rest. 

You ever listen to Southern music much? From old blues songs to the new rock and folk tunes from younger bands? All them songs are drinking, fighting, cussing, killing, living on the road, and running from the law songs. Our fight with the mythos has left a deep current in the collective subconscious of the South and it bubbles up in our music. The darkness is part of us. We’ve been living and struggling with it so long, I doubt we’d know what to do if we ever did win.

Though we all know we won’t. 

Even folks who don’t know a damn thing about the mythos have the darkness. It’s in the air, in the soil, in the water, in our genes. Booze unlocks part of that in all Southern folk who’ve got at least one or two generations worth of heritage here. Just sit back at a bar one night, and you’ll see it. The trick is to harness that darkness, turn it back around at the things that caused it, and fight the good fight.

The South has always been a hard place. It ain't no coincidence that our music is full of darkness. It all starts with the land. A wise man once said that America was a hard place for gods, and that's proven true ever since the first humans put foot to ground here. The swamps are deadly places, where water and rot rule. Our mountains are beaten down to their bare bones, and their secrets lie just beneath the surface, sometimes even in plain sight. You count up the cities in the world known for their 'occult history' and we top that list more than once, and that's just the famous places. 

There are the cities you know, hotbeds of Mythos and occult activity, each with their own flavor that's known to folk, all bubbling with tentacle cults, black magic, and worse. Places like New Orleans, Savannah, or Memphis. Then you have the places few folks know about, but are flooded with mojo just the same. Places like Eureka Springs, Arkansas, Lake Charles, Louisiana, or Mobile, Alabama. There's also the mountains, mostly the Ozarks and the Appalachians, with all their hidden cave systems and xenophobic clans of hill folk. Basically, anywhere there's poverty and standing water you'll find Mythos activity, and really, that's a good general rule of thumb. 

The swamp states, like Louisiana, Georgia, and Alabama are usually ate up with horrors from the deep. The rest of the South, from the mountains of Virginia to the dusty plains of Oklahoma, are typically under assault from the things that hide in the darkness between the stars and the horrors that walk in the light of the moon. Texas, Arizona, and New Mexico have their own flavor of horror too, because there were dark blood gods in those jungles and mesas for nearly as long as the Deep Ones and the Outer Dark, and they've been at war since the beginning. 

The European conquerors might have committed some heinous crimes against humanity, and that's a damn shame, but I reckon that the world is better off with a little bit less human sacrifice. Especially since some of those blood gods got devoured and replaced with agents of the Elder Gods. The last thing anybody needs is an entire civilization worshiping a god who has been secretly supplanted by the Enemy. Obviously there's crossover all the time, but that's kinda the breaks. 

The Native Americans who chose to stay in the South were in constant war with each other and the mythos. The forests and swamps were haunted by shoggoth and specters, while in the rivers and lakes swam snakes and gar fish that had no righteous origin. When the white man showed up with his carpenter god and his guns, for awhile it looked like we were gonna take this place for our own, but just like the natives before we got sucked into the spiritual mulch and even as we shaped the place to suit us, it shaped us too. 

Multitude of tribes in Africa, where the darkness of the Mythos is known by other hungry names. Immigrant folk, who carried with them the ancient secrets of the Celts and the Gypsies, started mixing it up with slave folk who were slinging voodoo from the Caribbean and Santeria from South America, and all of them on the land of the native Osage, Quapaw, Seminole, and other tribes. The druid met the Houngan and the Brujo met the medicine man, and some of these interactions resulted in violence, others in hybrid cults of one god or another, and precious few yielded the men and women we now know as slayers. 

It makes a kind of sense that Hastur and his boy, Narlhythotep, keep coming at us down here, because in the South, we are sitting on top of something, a kinda doorway, and they want to open it. The land rests up on a gateway, part physical and part spiritual, and there's a kind of radiation from it, tainting everything. It’s that darkness we talk about, palpable for us all the time, and found in the music, the art, and even our food for those who look hard enough. The gate is here, so the fight is here, and that's why we’re here. Its part of our DNA by now, been here enough generations, especially since we've come by it honest thanks to our ancestors who came here from one tribe or another. While racism is still alive and well in the South, you'll never find a drop of it in the loose knit slayer community, for us there's human and there's Mythos, and for us that's what matters.
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THE CULTS OF EVIL MEN

There will always be men who aren't content with the world as it is. They've got this itch deep in their soul that don't seem to ease up no matter how much they scratch it. Lord knows I'm one of ‘em, but having that itch ain't what's important, its what a man does about it that counts. At least that's what my daddy used to say, and just to make sure I didn't think more of him than was fair, he'd follow it up by saying he planned to light the world on fire when he was a young man, only to find that his book of matches was wet. 

If you spend a few hours watching the news, reading the paper, or listening to the talking heads on the radio, you'll get the sense that there's a lot of folks who ain't happy with how things are, but they aren't who I'm talking about. Those folks are chasing illusions and don't even realize it, things like money, fame, bigger homes, better cars, more attractive lovers. It’s a constant back and forth as people wrestle to get more than what they have or keep what they already got. 

None of that matters to the man with the itch. 

This game is about power, and for such men it’s the only one worth playing. These men know it’s all a sideshow, and some of them learn how to see through it. In doing so, they are exposed to the horrors that comprise true reality.  Those horrors fill them with truth and power and purpose. Such men will always gather, they will form covenants with each other and with things much darker than even them-selves, and they will conspire. When the illusions of the day to day world suit their needs, they'll support the lies of commerce, government, and law. When those illusions do not suit them, then they'll sow chaos, hedonism, and anarchy. 

They are the most fearsome of enemies because we often don't know who they are until folks have already died and their plans are already in motion. More often than not, they are hiding in plain sight, so to engage them means to be at odds with the long arm of the law. The worst of it is that we must take care not to learn too much about them, even as we fight them, because their madness and darkness is a contagious thing. I have no idea what kinds of rituals or schemes are being run by this cult or that, and I don't wanna know. A good slayer will learn how to see the context clues, gain just enough knowledge to see the signs, but taking care not to lean too heavy on that slippery slope. The clues are all around us, if you can train yourself to see them, and for once this actually makes the news a useful thing. 

Even an old fart like me knows how to surf the internet, even if I still like my ink and paper news on Sunday mornings. The most obvious clue is a sudden rash of disappearances, even if that's the most depressing part of the process. You see, when cults first start off there are usually only a handful of wicked folk who are huddling up around either a mortal leader or a manifested horror. The kinds of rituals and workings they're most likely to do only need one or two human sacrifices. Heck sometimes they'll just do in a few animals and that'll get ‘em what they need. The sad fact is, that when a cult reaches a point where they are doing mass killings, it means that they are near the apex of their power, the big bad mojo rite is nearly complete and basically you are already working against the clock from the moment you discover them. 

Sometimes you get lucky and stumble across something before it gets too bad, but trust me, friend, it always starts with a body, and no amount of hope, prayer, or kicking ass is gonna change that. In the face of that bleakness, there are a few hardy folk who have stepped up to become seers, folks like Papa Proctor and The Grin. These guys were sorcerers once, and still are when they're backs are against the wall, but for one reason or another they've turned their eyes to the stars and the darkness in between. In those crooked spaces, where the light doesn't always shine, they can see things that you and I can't ever see, and wouldn't want to anyway. To hear them describe the experience it’s like seeing an infinity of possible outcomes while being swaddled in the embrace of the earth and then getting hit in the face with a lightning bolt. 

Needless to say, I won't be asking again, I just take their word for it. Can't always trust what they're gonna tell you. They'd be the first ones to point that out, because they aren't just prophets standing on the side-lines, nope they're in the shit just as deep as we are, even if not a bit deeper, so nothing you get from them is going to be objective. Every now and then these guys get lucky and catch something on the ether before too many victims pile up, and they'll reach out, sometimes to the first slayer they can find, or they'll move mountains to connect with the slayer that it seems fate has deemed to be 'the guy'. Personally, I think its bullshit at least half the time, but I've seen enough to know that I don't know a damn thing for sure, and so when I get the call, I take it. The hope is always that you can catch up to the cult before they've got too much power, so that you're fighting just men. 

If they've accumulated enough mojo they could have summoned shoggoth allies, thrown hexes that are stronger than moonshine, and even have drawn in some of the bigger players like Narlythotep or his boss Hastur. 

As I've said, I ain't naming names except for these two bastards. There are a few cults here and there, usually small, I've noticed, who worship gods with names that have way too many consonants. The occasional small coastal town will have a religious hard-on for this fish-god or that squid-god, but the big cults are always Hastur's boys. The Cult of the Yellow Sign. I swear, it’s like these guys are the mega-churches of the Mythos. 

Legends tell that Narlythotep roams the South as a vagabond musician, playing his spooky tunes in whatever dive bar or juke joint he happens to be near when the sun starts to set. He's always on the bill, and nobody ever seems to think that's weird, until its too late. According to the stories, ole Narlythotep starts all the Yellow Sign cults by choosing someone to be the high priest, teaching them the secrets, granting them power, then moving on down the road. 

I've even heard stories that the ultimate goal is, if enough cults complete a grand rite called 'The Repairing of Reputations' in a particular pattern, across the land, at that point Hastur will come end the world. Its always something like that, a cult rises, victims bleed, and the dark gods rise. Obviously, they ain't succeeded yet because we're all still here, but they've come close a few times and I'd wager that we're never more than one or two grand rites away from the end. 

I'd know more and be able to tell you more, except knowledge like that corrupts the mind, soul, and even the body, so you, me, and every other seer and slayer has to work on half-truths, rumors, and outright tall tales. At the end of the day, just squeeze the trigger and don't worry so much about the details, because you're better off just dousing it in gasoline and sitting down to a chicken dinner while it all burns.

––––––––
[image: ]


GETTING RIGHT WITH THE MAN UPSTAIRS

Whomever you choose to believe in, worship, or just say hello to every now and then will be a damn sight better than the alternative.

Here's the difference between a slayer and the average man striding this pitiful planet: We know that there's gods out there, lots of em, and they're all real. 

I used to hear a saying back in Sunday school, and in my years I've seen the truth of it, that there ain't no atheists alive who've met the devil face to face. 

Brother, that shit will make you a believer faster than any burning bush. It’s a sad fact that most of us, slayers and good folk alike, are more likely to believe in the bad, to accept it as real, than we are the good. It’s part of that flaw they call 'human nature', and its been the cause of more than one conflagration of suck, the worst of which is the bleak cynicism of the modern man.
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BRING AN APPETITE

You gotta eat your weight in calories to keep this up. Not only is it a physically hard job, but casting spells and dealing with the crazy that the mythos will put on you, that takes vitality out of ya. That’s why Southern Cooking is so full of fat and fried goodness. 

Did you think we called it 'soul food' for no reason? 

Over the generations we’ve lost the truth behind that kind of food, and fewer and fewer good folk are fighting that fight, but for those of us who remember, eating a plate of fried chicken and washing it down with moonshine and lemonade is a sacred thing. Keeps your body going, keeps your mind right, and tastes like a slice of fried heaven. We slayers call it 'cleansing', and it’s the most important thing you’ll ever learn about fighting the creatures and cultists of the Mythos. 

Food, when prepared with intent and focused energy, with the right ingredients and tastes that correspond, is transformed into a soul salve that washes away the darkness. 
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DIY TILL YOU DIE

Doing your own hunting, fishing, and farming is the best way to get the most mojo. Self-brew, self-grow, catch or kill game, and you're on the hoodoo highway my friend. Sadly though, for a lot of us slayers, there ain't always time or opportunity to produce our own food. Sure, there are a handful of farms and deer camps, run by good people, that cater to slayers. Now, I'm no fool, and I'm not gonna mention any of ‘em here. Even if you're one of the good guys reading this book, you’re gonna get killed one of these days, and this book could just as easily fall into the wrong hands. I don't mind telling it like it is, but I can't have any of these sanctuaries getting the fire called down on ‘em because I did some name dropping. 

That being said, these sanctuaries are few and far between, but if you can get tight with someone who knows someone, then these are mighty fine places. Most of
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