Where's Flo?

By John T. Wurzer

It's been a wild and wicked windy wasted kind of day

The kind I used to dream about before love had gone away

The sun came out without a doubt and the river froze

The goddess became modest and stuck and infant's pose

Chalices were raised up toward and alter in the sky

Patients and their doctors asked the lawyers for a high

While I sat in oblivion, with no place else to go

Asking every passer by

"Where the hell is Flo?"

I said where the hell is that Kelly Girl

A temporary cure for pain

Beam me up before I go insane

Come on Scottie won't you energize

I've had enough of this world

And the tears are starting to show

"Where the hell is Flo?"

It's been like a sundae without cherries or the ketchup without fries

You can tell that something's missing you can see it in my eyes

It's been a blood-soaked blanket of an evening without a prayer

The kind you want to leave behind when it's impossible to care

The mountains block the setting sun from falling on my face

I drift back into yesterdays when beauty had a place

And all the while with life on trial and paradise in snow

I ask each passing stranger

"Where the hell is Flo?"

I said where the hell is that Kelly Girl

A temporary cure for pain

Beam me up before I go insane

Come on Scottie won't you energize

I've had enough of this world

And the tears are starting to show

"Where the hell is Flo?"

