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C                Ami        Emi
To ráno bylo kalný, vody plný břehy,

F           C              Dmi          G
vodsouzenej nevinnej chtěl dělat, co se má,

     C                        Ami          Emi
tak poved' se ten fígl, když polda neměl štěstí,

   F          C            G            C
on uháněl jak o život ke drátům, co to dá.

Ami                     G

R:
Ten útěk nebyl slavnej, to každej dneska říká,

      F             D7             G
když našli ho v tý řece, z dálky řvala zubatá,

   C                       Ami            Emi
a vo tý svojí pravdě může se teď v pekle hádat,

    F           C          G           C
že nevina prej dokázat se jenom venku dá.

Ten chlap, co vyšel s ránem a podlez' všechny dráty,

v rozervanejch botách pádil zemí, jak se má,

ten uměl se i porvat s tím nejrychlejším větrem,

že nevinnej je, dokázat se jenom venku dá.

R:
Ten útěk nebyl slavnej, to každej dneska říká…

R:
Ten útěk nebyl slavnej, to každej dneska říká…

F           C          G           C
+ nevina prej dokázat se jenom venku dá ...

There is blood upon the mountain

And the wind is rising higher

Plunging through the darkness

Colly Davis makes his way

There's a dead girl left behind him

And he swears they'll never find him

Though he's lost his knife and lighter

In the brush along the way

Now a light rain start a falling

Like the sound of voices calling

They found her car back off the road

With Sally Jean inside

And the word goes to her cousins

That it's time to go out hunting

But the sheriff wants to stop us

So you'd best just take a knife

    They work back from the police

    Cause they know he wants to reach there

    But this ain't police business

    Up on White Oak Hill tonight

    It's their own he left behind him

    It's their own know how to find him

    And he'll never hear a footstep

    And he'll never see a light

Colly Davis runs the mountain

And he twisits his foot and cries out

And curses in the darkness

And turns at every sound

There's a blue police light flashing

On the higher ground above him

But it might as well be Heaven

With her kinfolk all around

Now the sheriff wants some coffee

And he tells the men to call him

But they nod to each other

That the killer got away

And the sheriff he just glances

He knows they'll never answer

Oh where  is Colly Davis

And his shallow mountain grave

  * Refrain
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