Ultraviolet

I pierce through the quiet sky

Hit the child as he stands on the beach

Waiting for my mysterious message

On the beach it is seared in

Mild and red and irreversible

Do you see the pure sun awake?

Do you see it arrive with the dawn

And spread its message to all?

The man feels it.  The stars feel it.

Do you dare question the day

That makes the stars fade and the sun set?

Do you mind the exposure

That deprives the sky of choice?

The old man knows I change nothing.

The dying man knows.  The stars know.

Do you see the invisible mark;

The infectious rash afforded only

To those who bask in the my rays?

I am the final messenger.

I will come again; I must.

