
Once I had an old mule 
Black as he could be 
Every time he opened his mouth
He was spitting tobacco juice 

Whoa mule, I tell you, 
Whoa mule, I say,
I ain’t got fool with you, 
My muleâ��s getting away. 

(Fiddle)

His head was like a coffee pot,
His nose was like a spout,
His mouth was like the fireplace,
With the ashes taken out. 

Whoa mule, I tell you, 
Whoa mule, I say,
I ain’t got fool with you, 
My muleâ��s getting away. 

His head was like a coffee pot,
His nose was like a spout,
His mouth was like the fireplace,
With the ashes taken out. 

Keep your feet Miss Liza
Quit acting like a *fool
I ain’t got fool with you, 
My muleâ��s getting away

Whoa mule, I tell you, 
Whoa mule, I say,
I ain’t got fool with you, 
My muleâ��s getting away. 

They hitched to the cart one day
They drove him all about
The drove him on the railroad track
And laid those *big ones down

Whoa mule, I tell you, 
Whoa mule, I say,
I ain’t got fool with you, 
My muleâ��s getting away. 
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