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The Blob  -The Other Landing 

I wrote The Blob: The Other Landing because every story has more than one side, even when only one side is remembered.

Too often, audiences are given a single angle on events and asked to accept that version as complete. But a one-sided telling can distort the truth, flatten the people left outside the frame, and misrepresent what was really at stake. In life, as in storytelling, what is left out is often just as important as what is shown.

That idea sits at the heart of The Blob: The Other Landing. I wanted to explore what happens when the camera turns away from the familiar version of the story and looks instead at the other side—the side history, power, and popular memory often ignore. In this case, that meant imagining the horror not only where it was officially seen, but where it could have fallen without immediate notice, into a community forced to survive without the benefit of being believed.

That is especially important in Tales from the Darker Side.

This series is built on the understanding that there is always another version of the story—one buried under silence, neglect, prejudice, or convenience. Sometimes the darker side is not darker because the people there are different, but because the world has chosen not to see them clearly. Telling both sides becomes a way of restoring weight, dignity, and truth to those erased by the more familiar telling.

So, I wrote The Blob: The Other Landing to do more than retell a classic idea. I wrote it to widen the frame. To ask who else was there, who suffered first, who fought without recognition, and how the meaning of a story changes when the overlooked are finally placed at its center. -kiney©

When a second fragment of the Blob’s meteor crashes into the Black side of a small Pennsylvania town, Joy Joseph and her community face a nightmare no one is coming to save them from. As the creature grows and the authorities look away, a discredited scientist, battle-worn veterans, and ordinary residents must fight an alien horror—and the deadly logic of segregation—before their side of town is erased

The Blob- The Other Landing is a reimagining of the 1958 creature-feature classic that shifts the horror to the other side of the tracks, where a second fragment of the meteor falls into the Black section of a small Pennsylvania town and unleashes a parallel nightmare. While the better-known story unfolds in the white part of town, this darker version follows Joy Joseph, her family, and their community as they face a second Blob in a place where warnings are dismissed, protection is delayed, and survival depends on their own ingenuity and courage.

Story overview

When the meteor splits in the night sky, one fragment lands where fear is quickly recognized, but the other crashes into the colored part of town, where the first victims vanish before the authorities even decide the threat is real. As the creature feeds in alleys, homes, and a juke joint near the racetrack, Joy realizes that this is not just another monster story—it is a test of whether her people can survive both the Blob and the old American habit of looking away from Black suffering.

Main conflict

With police and fire officials on the white side dismissing reports as hysteria and teenage nonsense, the Black residents are forced to organize their own defense under the leadership of Willis Joseph, Joy’s father and the community’s unofficial mayor. They are joined by Dr. Patricia Dawson, Joy’s brilliant aunt and a discredited Black scientist whose theories about a life-form built only to grow and consume were once rejected by a racist scientific establishment, but now may be the only key to stopping it.

What sets it apart

The novel blends creature-feature suspense with historical horror, showing how segregation shapes who gets believed, who gets protected, and who must fight with little more than faith, memory, and each other. Black veterans, church women, volunteer firemen, and schoolchildren all become part of the resistance, turning the community itself into the force that stands against an alien hunger no one else is willing to understand.

Series hook

As a Tale from the Darker Side, the story does more than retell a classic film from a new angle; it uncovers the buried version of events that history would rather leave unnamed. And even after the second Blob is destroyed, the aftermath hints that the government knows more than it admits, opening the door to a larger conspiracy and the next episode in the series.
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The Blob: The Other Landing

A Tale from the Darker Side

Everybody knows where the story of The Blob begins.

A meteor falls from the sky. A quiet Pennsylvania town becomes the stage for a creeping red nightmare. Teenagers see the danger first. Adults refuse to believe them. The monster grows. Panic spreads. History records the rest.

That is the story people remember.

But memory, especially in America, has always had its favored neighborhoods.

There is another way to tell this night. Another road the camera never turned down. Another set of porches, prayers, and people left outside the frame while terror moved through town wearing the disguise of fiction. On the other side of the tracks—where the streetlights thinned, where the pavement gave way, where Black families built whole lives beneath the weight of segregation and the daily insult of being unseen—the sky did not drop one horror. It dropped two.

The Blob: The Other Landing begins with that possibility: that while one creature fell into the official story, another landed where history was least likely to look and least willing to listen. In that darker version, the first victims are not the people whose fear is immediately treated as urgent. They are the people America has trained itself to overlook. The danger is not only the creature itself, but the world it enters—a world already arranged by neglect, racial hierarchy, and the cruel efficiency of disbelief.

This is not simply a retelling of a classic creature feature. It is an excavation.

It asks what happens when a familiar American myth is shifted just a few streets over, into the colored section of town, where heroism has fewer resources, warnings carry less authority, and survival depends less on institutions than on community memory, improvisation, faith, and nerve. It imagines a Black neighborhood confronting not only an alien force of consumption, but the older earthly systems that have always fed on Black life while pretending innocence.

In these pages, the monster from the sky is terrifying. But it is never the only monster in view.

That is the work of Tales from the Darker Side—to stand beside the story everyone knows and ask who else was there, who paid first, who fought without being named, and what truths become visible only when the light is moved. These are tales concerned not just with horror, but with omission; not just with survival, but with the politics of who gets remembered as having survived. They travel the fault line between the fantastic and the historical, where the supernatural does not replace the wounds of the real world, but sharpens them.

So this foreword offers both an invitation and a warning.

Enter this story knowing the creature is real, but so is the town that made room for it. Real are the veterans carrying old wars in their bones. Real is the scientist discarded by institutions too prejudiced to recognize the value of her mind. Real is the church made sanctuary because sanctuary is one of the few defenses a people are allowed to build for themselves. Real is the father who becomes mayor without title because power abandoned his community long ago. Real are the children who learn, before the nation does, what kind of cold can stop the thing creeping up the stairs.

And real, too, is the silence that follows—official, convenient, American.

If the original Blob asked what happens when a town refuses to believe the impossible, The Blob: The Other Landing asks a harder question: what happens when the impossible arrives in a place where disbelief is already policy?

That is the darker side of town.

That is the other landing.

That is this tale.
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The Blob: The Other Landing

The town had two names, though only one ever appeared in print.

There was Millhaven, the version with trimmed hedges, white porches, polished church bells, and a movie house marquee bright enough to make Saturday night look important. That was the town printed on postcards and spoken of in county offices and remembered in the local paper with the easy affection reserved for places that believed themselves decent.

Then there was the other town.

Not another town on the map, but another town in the same body—the colored side beyond the tracks, where roads narrowed, where streetlights thinned, where the county forgot to pave and then forgot to apologize. There the houses stood closer to one another, as if bracing. Screen doors snapped shut against heat and flies. Radios played low in open windows. Children knew which porches were safe, which yards had mean dogs, and which parts of the road belonged to them only until a white car came through. That side of town was not printed. It was remembered by those who had to live inside it.

In the summer of 1958, both sides looked up at the same sky.

That was the first mistake.

The second was believing whatever came down from it would fall evenly.

On the night the meteor crossed over Pennsylvania, people would later swear they knew exactly where they were when they saw it. Young lovers parked on a hill. A bartender stepping out for air. A man locking up the hardware store. A woman on her porch lifting in the wash. Memory loves a single beam of light, a neat angle, a proper beginning. It trims away what does not fit and leaves one story standing where there had once been many.

But the sky does not care about neatness.

What came burning over Millhaven did not belong to one road, one fear, or one version of the truth. It split. One piece fell where people were accustomed to being heard. The other drifted across the line no decent citizen was supposed to mention too plainly and dropped where warnings often died before they reached authority.

That second falling did not make the papers.

Not at first.

On the better side of town, the thing from the stars would become a public emergency, then a civic nightmare, then the kind of story Americans tell themselves about innocence interrupted. Teenagers would shout, policemen would scoff, and adults would learn too late that disbelief cannot save you from hunger when hunger has already entered the room.

But on the colored side of town, the danger came wrapped in a more familiar silence.

There, people already knew what it meant to stand in the path of something large, shapeless, and devouring while the town delayed deciding whether their fear counted. They knew about appetites with no conscience. They knew about institutions that consumed and grew fat while insisting they had done nothing at all. They knew what it meant to
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