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This is Missions to Me!
By Erika Cisler

Before I became a missionary, I had little concept of what being a missionary 
actually entailed. As is the case with most missionaries, it was not until I arrived 
on the field that I fully understood what I was getting into. No turning back now! 
Though the culture shock was overwhelming enough, I was completely taken 
aback by a totally different experience as I faced the reality of missions—people! 
We had spent much time traveling around the United States, sharing statistics 
and facts about this needy country, and as a result my heart was burdened for the 
Uruguayan people. However, I had yet to truly understand the compassion the 
Lord wanted me to have for them. A few short months after arriving in Uruguay, I 
sat face-to-face with a lady named Claudia, listening to the heartbreak she felt for 
her lost children and for her devout Catholic family. She accepted the Lord as her 
Savior when she was nine but had strayed away from Him for many years. Now she 

is married to an unsaved man 
and raising three teenagers 
who do not care to listen to 
her talk about God. Her oldest 
daughter blatantly proclaims 
He does not exist. I just sat 
there listening with a mother’s 
broken heart as she spoke.

“So this is missions,” I thought—the opportunity 
to see needy people, really see them, and feel 
their hurt in my heart. Such is the compassion 
the Lord gave to me, the compassion of which 
He speaks in Matthew 9:36. Such compassion 
leads me to action. Why am I here? Not just 
to empathize, but I am here to offer the hope 
these precious people (people God loves and 
died for) desperately need and long to have.
Thus, because there are desperate people in 
need of the Savior all around the world, God 
has commissioned missionaries to go and 
share the Good News. It is our responsibility. 
The position of “missionary” is certainly a 
privileged one. Sometimes missionaries are 
even referred to as “heroes,” probably due to the 
amount of sacrifice involved in this occupation 
(though, because I know me, I would never 
define myself as a hero). Some may say it takes 
a “special person” to be a missionary because 
they could never imagine themselves in such 
a position. However, speaking as a missionary, 
I would say this job is not one that can only 
be fulfilled by some super Christian. Those 
whom God is seeking are simply the willing 
and obedient, those who will respond to God’s 
calling: Here am I; send me! So if it is not the 
missionary who makes being a missionary so 
special, what is it? I would say it is the “office” 
itself. In Romans 11:13, Paul said, I magnify 
mine office.
God, the Creator of the universe, the Savior 
of the world, called my family to represent 
Him in Uruguay. Wow! As a missionary, I 
can humbly receive the glory that comes from 
the position and simply pass it on to the Lord 
with a grateful heart for being permitted the 
opportunity to serve Him in such a way.
While the work of missions is truly a blessed 
privilege and an honor, there are times it does 
not feel like such a privilege. Sometimes I am 
tempted toward feelings of loneliness, shifting 
my focus from the Lord to the sense of loss 
and sacrifice I feel as a result of leaving behind 
everything familiar and everyone I hold dear. 
At other times, being a missionary is just plain 
hard! Since we arrived to the field a few years 
ago, I have experienced various moments of 
“grief.” I call it grief because it feels so very 
similar to the emotions felt after losing a loved 

one. The realization that there are so many 
things I will never get to experience with dear 
family and friends, memories made that we 
will not be a part of. Just one more hug, one 
more cup of coffee together, a chance to hold 
the new baby. Often it feels like everyone else 
has moved on and forgotten about us. It can 
be very tempting to dwell on these things and 
become depressed or bitter.
It is also tempting to feel like I am all alone with 
these emotions, that no one else understands. 
However, it is comforting to know that Jesus 
most certainly understands just how I feel! He 
counted the cost, left the comforts of home, 
suffered trials and temptations, and then 
endured the most painful trial of all—that 
moment when He was separated from God 
the Father on the cross. He gave all He had in 
order to provide salvation for the world. As a 
missionary, I have the precious honor to relate 
with Him on a far smaller scale by willingly 
sacrificing things that are easy and comfortable 
to obey the Father’s will, delivering the Good 
News to the people of Uruguay that they might 
be saved. Truly I am not alone. Jesus knows 
exactly how I feel.
So this is missions to me—so far. I am still 
learning every day as my Lord teaches and 
molds me through the experiences of missions. 
Missions is real. It is not just numbers and 
facts on a PowerPoint 
slide. It is real people 
with real struggles and 
needs who are desperate 
for a Savior, though 
they may not yet realize 
it. That is why we are 
here! Missions is a responsibility. God has 
given us the privilege to see these people, to 
feel their hurt in our hearts, and to share with 
them the Good News of the Savior. It is truly 
an honorable calling we are blessed to have 
received. However, missions is also difficult. 
It is no small matter to leave everyone and 
everything behind in order to follow God’s 
calling. Yet, what an amazing opportunity we 
have as missionaries to experience a taste of 
what Christ went through! Missions—a very 
real, very difficult work God has given us the 
responsibility and privilege to fulfill. W


