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I am a Missionary Poem 
 

I am small I know it 
but, I wish to be a missionary. 
I asked my mom how I could: 

Can just a kid make a difference? 
She said, “Oh yes you can, you’ll see.” 

She sent me outside for fresh air. 
So with that thought I went out into the snow. 

As I played I saw a woman crying. 
I asked the lady what was wrong 

and she said she was cold. 
I ran inside and grabbed some blankets 

and gave them to the woman. 
Then I knew what my mom meant. 

I was a little missionary. 
 


