
For Her Maj esty of Lochac

Let Pel i cans who heed the King dom’s call
Of heart’s blood sac ri fice, right gladly shed.
Con stant in their charge and serv ing all
Heavy the weight that falls upon their head.
A shin ing sym bol is the belted Knight
Chiv al rous not just when her ald’s cry
Robed in hon our, as their ar mour, bright
Each aims to meet their own ide als high.
Great skills have those who bear the Lau rel’s wreath
In art istry they have an hon oured name
Not fail ing to in spire those be neath
All-know ing, earn ing well-deservéd fame.
Ev ery Peer may seem a star so bright
Sans You, Their Queen, their Worlde it has no light.


