Flash Gordon Exiled to the Clay Kingdom

by J. Weintraub

The Black Sapphire of Kalu was a fake.

They told me that Queen Azura would quake 

with fear when faced with this mystic gem,

would make the men of clay flesh again,

lifting her evil spell. But O dark hour,

when I stood before Azura's throne,

like an impotent fool, flouting her power 

with a worthless piece of lacquered stone 

that shattered at my feet, my fingers

already transforming into clay!

Even now, their laughter still lingers;

laughing at me, Flash Gordon, betrayed.

But treachery from whom? One of my own?

I recall Prince Barin making eyes

at Dale as I fought to the death alone

with the fearsome Orangapoid.

Maybe Zarkov, sinister and sly,

envious‑‑arms and legs devoid

of strength‑‑while my sinews, tensed like wire,

drove Ming's dark daughter mad with desire!

Yet even here, exiled from bone

and blood, I will never despair.

I know my redeemer will come,

deliver me from this dank lair

(as I so often others saved

with fist, with sword, with nitron gun),

and compel the Queen to lift her curse,

 
empowering me again to brave

Ming, the Emperor of the Universe!

(cont.)

Providing, of course, Ming's still alive;

for if I recalled what time was worth,

I'd know that Zarkov had long since died,

that Barin's children had now grown old

and seen their grandchildren given birth,

while I wait here alone, wet and cold,

a million light years removed from earth.
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