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The Bell Buoy
I dip and surge and swing
In the rip of the racing tide,
By the gates of doom I sing,
On the horns of death I ride.
A ship-length overside,
Between the course and the sand,
Fretted and bound I bide
Peril whereof I cry.
Would I change with my brother a league inland?

I
(Shoal! 'Ware shoal!) Not I!

Rudyard Kipling
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