
You are the shield of the weak: You must put the safety of the defenseless before your own safety.

You are the sword that defends the Realm: You must strike its foes, or be sheathed, as the monarch commands.

You are the Realm's armor, forged of quenched and tempered steel: You must set aside all feelings that come between you and your duty to the Realm.

You are the instrument of the monarch: Your body's warmth, and its issue, are the monarch's to direct, for the good of the Realm.

So Mote it Be
(All: So Mote it Be)

