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Existential Omer 
 
I saw Omer running away 

I said, “Hey, Omer, why you running away? 

It’s gonna get you tomorrow, if it don’t today.” 

 

You see, my friend Omer no longer wears shoes 

My friend Omer never reads the news 

He says, “I don’t want nothing to do with you.” 

 

My friend Omer, my friend Omer 

My friend Omer, good old Omer 

 

I see Omer when I go downtown 

He’s always jumping up down and around 

Like a rabbit to the rhythm of a baying hound  

I say, I sympathize with you Omer, my friend. 

You say, Thank you. See, it got you again. 

Aw, there he goes running down that lonesome dead end. 

 

My friend Omer, my friend Omer 

My friend Omer, good old Omer 

 

Well, it finally grabbed Omer a couple days ago 

I saw him wearing conservative clothes 

And he smiled when he shook my hand saying, Hello! 

 

My friend Omer, my friend Omer 

My friend Omer , good old Omer 

Good old Omer. Oh, good old Omer 


