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Dedication 
To the Survivors
This book is dedicated to those who continue to believe in monsters, the kind that lurk not only in the shadows of our imagination but also within the fabric of our everyday lives. These monsters often represent our deepest fears and most unsettling thoughts, manifesting in various forms, whether they surface in the pages of a gripping fantasy narrative, the chilling frame of a horror film, or even in the fleeting whispers of a dark folklore passed down through generations. They can take on many shapes, from the grotesque creatures of myth to the silent hauntings of our own inner demons. 

As a writer, it has been my privilege, and at times, my burden, to reflect on the complexities of human nature through my work. The only monster I have ever truly encountered in my life is, in fact, the monstrous nature of humanity itself. This notion, while stark and at times disheartening, encapsulates the darker aspects of what it means to be human. It reveals itself in moments of cruelty and selfishness, the countless instances where empathy is eclipsed by indifference, and the alarming ease with which we can ignore the suffering of others. 

Ultimately, this exploration is not just an acceptance of humanity's flaws, but an invitation to confront and understand these monsters that exist within society and ourselves. By acknowledging these truths, we empower ourselves to seek the light amid darkness, turning our attention toward the potential for compassion and connection even in the face of adversity. Therefore, this dedication serves as a tribute to those brave souls who continue to seek out and confront these unseen beasts, reminding us that to believe in monsters is, in many ways, to believe in the resilience of the human spirit.
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Epigraph

Legend of Kong

For every name the sea swallowed.

For every story Hollywood dressed in someone else's skin.

For the women who flew before the world was ready to watch them land.

"There are years that ask questions and years that answer."

— Zora Neale Hurston, Their Eyes Were Watching God (1937)

"We shall not cease from exploration, and the end of all our exploring will be to arrive where we started and know the place for the first time.”

— T.S. Eliot

"History, despite its wrenching pain, cannot be unlived, but if faced with courage, need not be lived again."

— Maya Angelou
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PROLOGUE
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As told by the elders of the People of the Fall, transcribed from oral tradition, approximate date unknown — believed to predate living memory.

Before the pictures came, before the newspapers, before any machine made a sound that carried across the water, there was already a story. And like all true stories it began not with a single voice but with many — with a chorus assembled across time, each throat holding a fragment of what happened at the edge of the world where the ocean runs out of names for its own depths.

They say she came from the sky.

Not the way angels come in the old stories — not descending through clouds with the clean inevitability of myth — but in canvas and wire and the roar of an engine that had no business being up there, piloted by a woman who had been told, in the language of her century, that the sky was not hers. She had gone to Canada to earn the license they would not give her in America. She had flown for the crowds who came to see a woman who should not exist. She had aimed her machine at every horizon that told her no and kept flying until the no gave way.

Her name was Bessie Coleman. She was from Texas. She was the sky's first daughter.

The island had been waiting.

It had been waiting before the first slave ship darkened the Atlantic, before the Romans marched their armies through North Africa, before the pyramids were still arguments about the sky. Its mountains remembered the Cretaceous. Its valleys held the silence of ten thousand years of rainfall, pressed into something older than patience — something more like purpose. The creatures that moved in its interior were not monsters. That word belongs to the vocabulary of fear, and fear belongs to those who have never stood in the presence of something truly ancient and felt, instead of terror, the trembling recognition of kinship.

The guardian had been alone for a very long time.

He was the last of what he was. His kind had gone from the world one by one as the world changed beyond recognizing — as the forests were taken and the old watercourses were rerouted and the weight of human civilization pressed itself into every longitude until almost nothing remained that was not accounted for, catalogued, named in the Latin taxonomy of a science that measured the world in order to own it. He had stayed because this island was all that remained of the world that had made him. To leave it was to die in a way that went beyond the death of the body.

He had learned, across his enormous lifespan, to step carefully. He knew the weight of his own footfall. He chose, always, to step lightly.

Then Bessie Coleman came down in the lagoon on the far side of the wall, and the guardian stood between her and the old world, and the rest is a history that was never properly written — not yet, not in any language that the surface of the earth can read.

She stayed for eleven seasons. She taught the people letters — two alphabets woven into one, the English alphabet and the Akan symbols her family had carried from the Gold Coast, pressed together into a single script that meant liberation as much as it meant language. She taught the island's pharmacy to its people. She learned the guardian's ways of speaking, the subsonic frequencies and the vibration in stone, the grammar of two beings who had each spent their lives being told the world had no room for what they were.

When she died, the guardian grieved for three days. The mountain spoke in the voice of rock and fire. The people named her The First to Return, because to return, in their language, is not to go back to a place. To return is to complete the circle of a thing. To return is to fulfill the oldest promise.

Then the daughter came.

She did not come willingly — or rather, she came willing to go somewhere else entirely, to the tailor shop on 42nd Place, to the poem she had been composing about the color of the sky before dawn, to the meeting of the NAACP chapter, to all the ordinary and extraordinary business of being a Black woman in Los Angeles in the year 1933 who had decided to be strategic about her fury. She was taken by a misheard name on a crackling telephone line, by the failure of a frightened boy to listen carefully, by the accident of three wrong letters that turned Natalie into Natasha — three letters, and the whole machinery of history lurched sideways.

This is how history moves. Not on the great machinery of policy and war, but on the static in a telephone line.

The island knew her when she arrived. The guardian knew her before she knew herself in that place — knew her as the continuation of the circle, as the second movement of a song that Bessie Coleman had started in the year of the cold sea-wind. He came down from his high place. Not as a conqueror. Not as a beast. As something for which the English language, even at its most capacious, has no adequate word: a being of memory and grief and terrible gentleness, stepping through the jungle with the careful tread of one who knows the weight of his own footfall.

What happened between them is the story this book holds.

The story the newspapers would tell — the story that was eventually translated into celluloid and distributed to every theater in America — was not this story. That story was about a monster. It was about chains and a woman who screamed and the triumph of civilization over the wild and the last line, which the audience applauded: it was beauty killed the beast.

But that was not the story.

The real story is about two women who navigated the most treacherous waters the world has ever made — the waters of race in America, the waters of gender in a century that had not decided whether women could fly or speak or matter — and arrived, each in her own way, at the edge of the oldest world left on earth, where something was waiting that needed a witness who would not lie.

The real story is about what was written down, and what was erased, and the difference between a recording and a lie, and why it matters which one you are holding.

The real story is about the sound the world makes when it remembers its crimes.

Listen.
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THE CITY OF ANGELS
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Los Angeles, California — January 1933
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Chapter One: 

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Man with the Scheme
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The offices of Paramount Productions occupied the fourth floor of a building on Vine Street that smelled perpetually of greasepaint and cigarette smoke and the particular desperation that attaches itself to people who have traded their real lives for the possibility of being seen. The carpets were a deep, exhausted red. The ceiling fans turned slowly in the January heat — for in Los Angeles it was always something like summer, even when the rest of the country was encased in ice — and the light that came through the venetian blinds fell in stripes across the desk of Kevin Joseph like bars on a cage.

Kevin Joseph was forty-three years old, with the build of a man who had once been an athlete and the expression of a man who had spent twenty years forgetting it. His hair was oiled and parted with surgical precision down the middle of his skull. He wore a suit of a particular shade of brown that he imagined conveyed authority. He smoked Chesterfields, three at a time if the situation warranted it, and the situation in early January 1933 warranted at minimum four.

The Depression had not been kind to the motion picture business in the way that men like Kevin Joseph had hoped it would be. People still went to the pictures — they went in their millions, they went in their desperation, they traded what little nickels remained in their fraying pockets for two hours in the dark watching something they could not otherwise afford to feel — but the money that flowed from this arrangement had grown complicated in its distribution. Studios tightened. Budgets contracted. The men who financed films had grown suspicious of adventure.

And Kevin Joseph had a very considerable adventure in mind.

He had come into possession, through channels that he would describe as circuitous and that a federal prosecutor might have described rather more precisely, of a set of navigational charts. The charts were old — decades old, perhaps older, written in a hand that combined Portuguese cartographic conventions with annotations in a script he did not recognize and had not bothered to investigate. What mattered was this: they showed an island. An island at a specific set of coordinates in the Western Pacific, southwest of Guam, in waters that appeared on no official chart. And the charts were accompanied by a single sheet of paper, water-stained, in English of an archaic cast, that described in terms both fantastic and clinical the biological wonders of that island. Creatures from the age before men. A race of people claiming descent from the marooned, from the lost and stranded, from those who had fallen through the cracks of the Atlantic slave trade and found themselves deposited at the edge of the world. And something else — the paper hinted at it only in the vaguest terms, in a phrase that Kevin Joseph had read and reread until the words had lost their shape — something vast, it said. Something that could not be named without first








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE LEGEND OF

KONG

A Tale from The Darker Side






d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/image006.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/image004.png





