No Remorse - Under The Gods








Under the gods 





Skinheads in the papers, Skinheads you just can't fool,


defend us from blacks with baseball bats, racism back in rule.


White youth picking up Nazi flags, white youth ready for war,


this is the west, get used to it, we put a swastika over the door. 





Ref.: Under the gods, under the gods,


one step over the red line.


Under the gods, under the gods,


now it's only a matter of time... 





Government claims to be in control, they think that they can't stop fate,


White Power Skins in steel-capped boots, picking out who to annihilate.


Skinhead trail of destruction, Reds they cower in fear,


immigrants in the hostels, but the immigrants not wanted here. 





As the walls come tumbling down, our future is clear,


I believed that day would come, and now that day is here.


White man stands with a shotgun, Nigger holding a knife,


this is our path to victory, your choice if you live or die. 








White country 





Look at the state of our land today,


the white population has no say.


Too many immigrants, junkies and queers,


the rot is increasing every year. 





Ref.: You've got to fight,


for a white - - - country. 





People see you marching and they say "No way!",


but I never take a notice of what they say.


Ignore the bleating of the communist hand,


if you wanna a white country, you'd better make a stand. 





Always persecuted for the cloths we wear,


banned from the pubs cause we've got short hair.


Police barging in, try to take you by force,


when all you want is Skrewdriver or No Remorse. 








Simple man 





I ain't nothing but a simple man,


they call me a rebel and I reckon that I am,


but there's things going on that make me mad to the core.


I have to work like a dog to make ends meet,


there's crooked politicians and crime on the street,


and I am mader than hell and I ain't gonna take it no more. 





They tell our kids to just say "No!",


and some out of touch judges let a drug pusher go.


He slaps him on the wrist and he turns him back out of the town.


But if I had my way with people selling dope,


I'd take a big tall tree and a short piece of rope,


and I'd hang him up high and let him swing til' the sun goes down. 








When all others prove unfaithful 





Take me to the castle, where the Valhalla room still stands,


surround me with my comrades from all the White Man's lands.


Raise the sacred banner, the red, the white and black,


let the truth be our weapon, let's take our nation back. 





Ref.: When all others prove unfaithful, we will still be true,


carve these words upon your soul, your faith will see you through. 





Let each man wear a sovereign as a symbol of his deeds,


to secure our children's future and secure our nation's needs.


May each man be swathed in wisdom, with courage and with pride,


pay homage to our martyrs, to those who fought and died. 





Each year we must return there to the castle on the hill,


where our bonds be safe, unbroken, a triumph of the will.


And the footsteps that we stand in shall make us swell with pride,


and may the Northern Gods be with you, and fate be on your side. 








The flame that never dies 





In every British heart, there burns immortal flames,


a pride that never wavers, a valour yet untamed.


The enemies of Britain won't cease to wonder why,


they can never beat - the flame that never dies. 





In the depths of English countryside, there's something in the air,


a pride filled sense of history, of battle un-compared.


A love of life, a rural charme besets the land's blue skies,


and none can ever dampen - the flame that never dies. 





On the sides of Scotland's mountains, the feeling's all around,


the stirring skirl of pipers, none can beat the sound.


The heather on the lochside, the streams ne're run dry,


they can try, but they can't tame - the flame that never dies. 





On the streets of Ulster, the flag is always seen,


a sign of distant victories, and more that yet shall be.


To stay as part of Britain, many heroes died,


no enemy will ever smash - the flame that never dies. 





The Welshman in his country, a language of his own,


there's strength in British union, ensuring safer homes.


Diversity and culture, the British peoples' pride,


together we will stand and fuel - the flame that never dies. 





They can kill the British people and try to drag us down,


they can jail us on false charges, repression all around.


But as British man, we will not bend, our Union Jacks we'll fly,


again they've tried and failed to kill - the flame that never dies.
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