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My Magic Mark 
I looked down one ordinary day,
And saw my mark begin to sway.
It shimmered soft, then changed its hue,
Like it was trying to break right through.
I didn’t know what it could be,
Or what it meant inside of me.
But then my friends stood close and near,
And suddenly it all felt clear.
Each one of them had something bright—
A gift that helped them shine their light.
Bravery, laughter, art, and care,
Each special strength was already there.
And as I watched my mark transform,
It felt like something new was born.
It wasn’t just a mark I wore…
It was what I could be—and so much more.
So now I know what I’m here to do:
To shine my light and grow it too.
My magic mark is part of me…
And it shows the world who I can be.
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