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Diving

At Ponds forge the diving boards fly 

as I dive down,

The water ducks when I slide in, 

And swims away,

The air rolls away peacefully,

That’s diving.

The water eats me alive,

It tugs me under neath,

And hugs me,

That’s the water.

The coach is cool, 

But can be mean,

That has a heart,

That thinks of me.

That’s my coach
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