Symphony Of Sorrow - Paradise Lost








BLOOD DESTINY





I feel The Soil Run Through My Hands


And I Know That It's Been Blessed with The Blood Of My Clan


Spilled Upon the Soil, The Gifts Of Ages Past


Understood At Last


We Shall not Be Denied


And Hear The Voices Cry


As We Soar Upon the Wind


They're The Ghosts Of Our Kin


Calling Out To a Generation 


That Has Losts Its Racial Soul


There's So Much More You Need To know


Before Your Lost Soul Finds The Other Half


And Once Again Is Whole


And Out here In The Everglades


On This Everlasting night


Guided By The Moonlight


As We Search For Ancient Rites


Make Communion With your Past


Understood At Last


The Covenant Of Blood Regained


The Sanctity Of Soil Remains


Our Souls Alive


Our Folk Will Survive


And Turn Towards The Stars


As Aspire To Be More than What We Are








FOR THE LOVE OF LIFE





Raise the God Of Thunder


Unleash The Hurricane


Emancipate Our Racial Souls


Let Loose The Hate And Pain


There's A Temptress Running In The Night


Shes Calling Out To You


Come Fourth And Sooth The Savage Beast


Walk The Line And See It Through


Oh Yeah, For The Love Of Life


I Give My All So That The Strong Survive


Oh Yeah, I Walk The Line


i Give My All, I Dedicate My Life


Raise the Sign Of Power


Release The Dance Of Death


Odin Crushes Through The Sky


To Clense Us With His Wrath


Anointed With The Blood Of Our Gods


Our Undead Armies Rise To Meet The Phalanx Of the Foe


AS Life And Death Collide








FREEDOM





Free That Is All I Want To Be


To Have My Right To Speak


Not Being Classed As A Crimial


For Just Expressing My Opinion


Free! From The Oppressor's Lies


We Have Got To Break The Chains


If We Want To Exsist Tomorrow


Free That Is All We Want To Be


To Have Our Own Land 


To Raise Our Folk 


To Raise Our Children


Without No Foreign Oppressors








THE CAMP OF THE SAINTS





I Sit And Pour The Finest Wine, Into A Crystal Glass Of Mine


With The Brandenburg Concerto Keeping Time


Now I'm Very Weary, I Know The Time's At Hand


The Camp Of Saints Is Under Siege But , There Is No final Stand


And What Is Left To Hold When Your Culture Has Be Bought And Sold?


And What Is Left To Need When You Have No More Blood Left To Bleed


A Little Farewell Toast To Give To A Culture With No Will To Live


The Western World Adrift Admist The Flood


And What Is There Left To Do When The Battle's In The Hands Of The Few?


And What Is There Left To Say When Your Own People Turn The Other Way?


As I Walk Along These Windswept Streets I Shudder At The Scenes I Meet


I Guess It's True That What You Sow You Reap








WAR CRY





In Our Past Reign You Felt The Pain


All Who Apposed We Slaughtered


We Laid To Waste With Furious Haste


And Blew Your Race Asunder


when our force chooses a course 


nothing in this word can save you


get on your knees let's hear your pleas


we'll laugh before we slay you


our mighty legacy in the mountains on high


charging through the valleys to the gallant war cry


march besides me brothers with your swords held high


stand and face the fury of the gallant war cry


so stand aside or run and hide 


nothing in this world can save you


death to the lies that we despise


you know why we hate you 


we live at war for evermore


in times of peace we falter


we'll teach our foes with brutal blows


our burning hatred hotter








BEYOND GOOD AND EVIL





we are the bridge to higher man


the path upon which he stands


the bridge across the ocean of mud


which threatens to destroy his blood


sacred seed of the ancient kings 


a lineage of gold he brings 


with force and fury wage your war


seize today and for evermore


there are no boundries to our laws


there is no higher force


we are the gods that live on earth


self-ordained from the time of birth


we choose our course 


we forge our way through of heros


we seize the day beyond light and darkness


you shall face our holy wrath 


beyond indecision


nothing can stop our forced aggression


we are like a hurricane


rushing forth from mountain tops


like temptest gone insane


raging like a terror born to obiterate our foes


crushing like a tidal wave with awesome angry blows 


beyond modern wisdom


beyond sacrifice untold


beyond the next horizon


our kingdom shall unfold








THE FINAL OUTPOST





on aimless walks through majestic lasndcapes


countless journeys through the artic nature


one is always drawn the sombre thoughts


questions which cannot be answered


we are standing at the final outpost


the battle for our own exsistence


how can the land remain pure and faultless


when the nation itself is consumed by filth?


can the surroundings remain sacred and clean


when the kingdoms spirit is sour and foul?


praising the lords of northern skies 


for still allowing all these woods to stand


eternal hails to our tribal gods 


for not uleashing their righteous wrath


as the men of the relm have forggoten their heros


will the winds continue to carry the legends?


alone wandering through ageless forests


healing a grief-scarred soul


we are standing at the fianl outpost


the battle for our own exsistence


absorbing the energy of a timeless mountain


clensing a sorrow-filled mind


for a moment forgetting an iron-clad warlust








THE IRON DREAM





WE RISE !


better to live one day as a lion 


than a thousand years as a lamb


i'd rather die on my feet as a man


then to live on my knees as a slave


and now the call is sent to our kinfolk:


stir from your slumber, awake, break the hold


your veins are flowing deathly cold


WE RISE!


when you cannot enter the castle 


through the front gate in the light of day


then enter through the dungeons at night


so summon your anger by the light of the moon 


WE RISE! by the light of the moon


WE RISE! by the light of the moon


WE RISE! by the light of the moon


WE RISE!








PARADISE LOST





a paralysed dream and stifled scream


Europe torn apart from the seams


preparing  for war with a mutant horde


striking at the heart of the system's core


let my fury be known, the seeds of violence sown


let my hatred be fed, with the body count of the enemy dead


hell unleashed like a sacred beast


vengeance arriving to crush the hated peace


a mighty cost for this paradise lost


the only responce is a holocaust


paradise lost paradise lost


a tortured soul and a severed whole


exploding  faith deaths rising toll


abusive paths stirs a peoples wrath


smoldering, bloody aftermath


you've built a lie into a governing state


so now our force runs its brutal course


we'll kill you all without remorse


we'll kill you all without remorse








KINGS OF THE KINGS





of course, you should have been born in another place in time


there is no question or a doubt


the throne would have been your place 


a worthy king you would have been


answering the nations needs


your wisdom and courage would have taken away all the weeds


bringing glory to your nation


the people would have hailed your name 


but now the time is different and we all know who's to blame


youth were lost for oh so long


a journey through the night


no one comes near you;


you spoke oh so bright how we could survive


you spoke the words of the truth


nature was your guide 


you spoke the language of the youth 


always standing prowd


you knew our time must come


you would never stop until they've lost and we've won


days turn to years now but you are always near


with the wisdom of your words


i do not know any fear


i want you to know that none of your deeds were in vain


deep in your people's heart you will live again even if your gone now


to the home of the brave youth still read your words


and give glory to your name


for all that you gave








FORWARD





your purpose in life like all creatures in earth 


is ensuring enoblement, virtue and worth


high evolution of your kind of man 


for the aspiration all that you can


by natural selection does all nature thrive


ensuring the best in each spieces survives!


the next generations need planning and thought


intelligence, character, strength should be sought!


one thing you should learn now before its too late:


to excercise care when selecting a mate!


besides procreation you should realise


your ongoing purpose is service to tribe


remember your heritage rests in the youth


so teach them these values, this truth


your kinsmen of old placed much value in strength:


a virtue which should be considered at length!


for weaklings are creatures which never survive 


and time is not just muscles, but all thats inside.......








