Judy Reed, Robert’s widow, address to congregants

Welcome everybody! We’re so glad that you’re here—in person and online—to
celebrate Bob’s life and the gift that he was to us here on earth. I hope that as we
remember him and celebrate his life today, that Bob will be honored, yes, but more
importantly, that God will be the One receiving all the glory.

On March 12, Bob landed in the hospital for a journey we could not have
anticipated. He was soon diagnosed with a rare autoimmune disorder that causes
bleeding in the lungs and kidneys. One night early in our hospital stay, he was
having trouble breathing, and he asked me to hold his hand at 3 a.m. I pulled a
chair up beside his bed and held his hand for a long time, but in my heart I was
holding him in open hands before God, realizing that he was seriously ill and
trying not to grasp him to myself if God in His wisdom had a higher plan. The
Holy Spirit told me at that time that if He took Bob to heaven, He (God) would be
Enough for me. But both Bob and I were praying and really anticipating (and |
think that Bob, especially, was truly believing) that he would get well and jump
back into the saddle of the ministry he loved and where he was flourishing.

The apex of Bob’s 52-year missionary career came in the final years of his
ministry. As he got into his work with ProMETA, an online seminary in Costa
Rica, he marveled that it seemed to him that God had been preparing him most of
his life for this very ministry. Here are some of the ways:

e He was born and grew up in Colombia, so he was fluent in Spanish, and
easily able to teach at a doctoral level in Spanish.

e He had studied many things, earning a PhD and four master’s degrees—plus
taking innumerable courses beyond that just for fun. So, he could teach a
wide variety of subjects.

e He’d had 40 years of experience teaching at a university level.

Bob felt like God had brought him to ProMETA for such a time as this. He threw
heart and soul into his ministry and made a huge impact on students and staff alike,
which will be felt around the world as his students enter or continue their own
ministries. Many of the tributes which we will read later in this celebration have
been sent to us by colleagues and students related to ProMETA, where he leaves a
giant hole and will be deeply missed.

I miss him too. Let me tell you a little about my husband. Bob was super
intellectual and he was brilliant, but he never made me feel less-than because God



didn’t make me that way. Bob was a walking encyclopedia. He connected most
deeply with individuals who loved learning like he did, but he could engage
knowledgeably with people on pretty much any topic—in English or Spanish.

Shortly after we were married, Bob and I took a course on the history of Spanish.
Essentially, we tracked linguistic changes that over centuries turned Latin into
Spanish. Bob wrote a computer program that predicted those changes and was able
to “translate” Latin into Spanish. Our teacher was really impressed! Remember,
this was long before Google translate was even a twinkle in anyone’s eye. Shortly
thereafter, Bob worked on creating a program for Wycliffe that translated between
related indigenous languages—Ilanguages that might have been as similar as
Spanish and Portuguese, for example. Once again, this was LONG before
computer assisted translation was available. But it could help speed up Bible
translation by providing a rough draft of the New Testament in one language based
on an existing translation of the New Testament in a related language.

Bob had an analytical gift that gave him great wisdom in seeing what the result of
any given action would be. This made him an asset as a Board or faculty member.

Bob was a good, good man. He was extremely loyal. He always had my back.
When I was attacked, he was in my corner. Despite my many imperfections, he
only ever said good things about me to others, in my presence and behind my back.
He was kind and he measured his words. He thought carefully about what to say
and how to say it. He was diplomatic. He was a peacemaker, but not a pushover.
He was willing to take a stand on matters he felt strongly about.

In the hospital, Bob often joyfully told people that we had been married almost 46
years. They invariably asked us what our secret was. We told them we had two
secrets. The first was that we had God in our marriage, and the second was that
when we got married, it was for life. When we had issues, we worked through
them. I can truthfully say that not for one second did I ever fear that Bob would
leave me. What a gift that was to me!

Bob cared about people, and invested himself deeply in his students and
colleagues, especially those who loved learning like he did. He was generous and
shared joyfully with students and staff at ProMETA who needed financial
assistance. He was also known on more than one occasion to encourage me to buy
something for myself when I went shopping. He said I never got myself anything.

(That was before I got to be an expert Amazon shopper!) &



When I needed help from him for things like fixing my computer or printer, or
reading my draft of our newsletter to see if he had any suggestions, he would drop
what he was doing and help me right away even though I often prefaced my
request with “when you have time...”

Bob took good care of me. We were so content just doing life together, and as we
grew older we would often comment how glad we were have each other and to just
get to go through life together. We told each other often that we loved each other.

In Bob’s absence, God has met me as my Enough, just as He promised He would.
He has surrounded me with prayer warriors, many of whom journeyed with us
through our hospital stay and have expressed a desire to keep praying for me; and
God has given me friends and family who are bending over backwards to help in
any way they can. My heart has frequently overflowed with gratitude and joy, and
I’ve experienced being consumed by God’s amazing love and goodness as never
before—in a way that compels my heart to return that love to Him and express my
gratitude over and over. It’s only by His grace. And I don’t know why He’s so good
to me. Grief comes, of course it does, but God has been cocooning it with His love,
and truly it is well with my soul. That song (It is Well With My Soul) was a theme
of our hospital journey, as was Cece Winan’s The Goodness of God, which became
very meaningful to Bob several weeks before he was hospitalized.

Bob always wanted to die in the saddle. And God pretty much granted him that
desire. He worked right up until the day he was hospitalized, and he only lingered
5 %2 weeks in the hospital. Our last ten or so years together were our closest and
most meaningful spiritually. Truly, God’s goodness has been running after us in
extraordinary ways. To God be the glory for the things He has done.



Christie McLean, Robert’s first-born daughter

My father devoted his life to serving others, spending over five decades on the
mission field. He loved his family and went out of his way to spend time with us. I
remember fishing with him as a little girl at the lake in Colombia. If I caught a
piranha, he always took it off the hook for me. He taught us to be curious, ask
questions, and find the answers, even at a time when you couldn't just ask Google.
He taught me about computers at a young age. I remember using Correl Draw to
painstakingly create, label, and color my science project in second grade. I didn't
win. He thought I should have and gave me his own prize. I always knew he was
proud of me.

As a young teen, my dad encouraged me to make my belief in Christ my own and
to know exactly what I believe and why. I spent hours pouring through Scripture.
When I inevitably hit a difficult passage, I would bring it to my dad. We would
discuss the scientific research available to prove Scripture, the etymology of the
words, and cultural considerations until I was comfortable with any Biblical
concept.

Dad taught at the university level and loved his students. He would frequently tell
me stories about people he was impressed by and the fun things he was getting to
teach. He loved learning and taught me to as well. He was the epitome of a lifelong
learner, amassing a Phd and four master's degrees, along with a myriad of other
classes that he took just for fun. Many conversations in my adulthood began with
“Christie, I am taking this Hillsdale course, I think you would enjoy”. He also
loved to read. He had a passion for collecting knowledge, and his library was truly
impressive. If anyone expressed an interest in any given topic, he would always
say, “I have a book about that I think you would find interesting.”

He loved having discussions with us about any topic. He enjoyed my husband,
Jason, and loved him as his own, often calling just to talk to him. He loved his
grandchildren, took an interest in their lives, and prayed for them constantly. It was
his deepest desire that everyone in his family would come to know Jesus and love
Him wholeheartedly.

His most recent mission position was at a disciple-making university called
Prometa. He loved his students and coworkers. There were many family functions
where we would suddenly just hear him rattling something off in Spanish and look
over to see a video call pointed at all of us so he could show off his family to his



beloved PromMETA students and coworkers. I am truly blessed to have had such a
wonderful father.

Well, Dad, there was a book I found interesting, and because you shared it with me
and hundreds of others, I know I will see you again one day. But in the meantime,
have a blast discussing anything and everything with all the people from your
library that you get to meet now! I love you.



Rob Reed, Robert’s second-born child

My dad, Robert Reed, loved to say that he lived in a world of his own mind. That
world was a fascinating place full of every bit of information he gleaned from the
easily tens of thousands of books he consumed over his lifetime. One of his love
languages was engaging you in conversation and then making a connection to
something he once read in a book in his massive personal library, at which point he
would disappear to locate the book and bring it back, saying, “I think you’d enjoy
this.” I know that many of you who knew him will recognize this story.

His mind was powerful at synthesizing different pieces of information and making
meaning of them. All of the many graduate degrees he earned throughout his
lifetime (in linguistics, computer science, anthropology, and communication) attest
to this. He was enthralled by the world and by the ways in which people and
cultures make and communicate meaning. He inspired my undergraduate studies in
anthropology, foreign languages, and Latin American studies, and I remember
fondly how we would discuss what [ was learning in my classes. He wasn’t always
sure what to do with me as a young child, but once I was old enough to have
intellectual conversations with him, he was in his element.

I remember once when I was in college (studying in four different languages in the
same semester!) and I asked him if I was pronouncing a Spanish word correctly.
He responded by launching into a 30-minute graduate linguistics lecture on the
exact nature of the sounds involved in making the word, complete with a diagram
of the mouth and where the teeth and tongue aligned to create the sound. I saved
that picture, because I knew there would come a day when he wouldn’t be around
to draw me another one.

When I pivoted from studying language and culture to going into healthcare to
become a nurse midwife, as his mother was, I knew he was proud of me. He
tracked down some writings she composed at the end of her life, recollections from
her years as a missionary and often the only healthcare provider in her area, and
little did he know that by handing me that book, he was also giving me the
inspiration for my thesis. I wrote about the history of midwifery through the lens of
my grandmother’s memoir, and I will never forget the pride on his face when he
came out to Seattle for my graduation. It was a full-circle moment in my life, for
my dad to watch me present my thesis, complete with photos of his mother and of
him as a young boy. The picture enlarged here at his memorial was taken that day,
and I will cherish the memories of that love and pride.



What a gift it then was to be able to turn back around and help midwife my father
through his final illness and death. Now inhabiting the culture and language of the
healthcare system, I was able to translate the details and the nuance and the
meaning of the complex information his care team was providing him into
language that made sense. I had the honor of advocating for him to participate in
the important final decisions of his life and making sure that his wishes and his
dignity were respected. He had a hard final illness followed by a peaceful death.
His body came to the point that it could no longer contain the enormity of the
world he had created in his mind, but that mind was intact until the end, which is
how he wanted to go.

I learned in my grandmother’s writings that her husband (my dad’s dad), at the end
of his life, woke up from the coma he had been in after his stroke, opened his eyes,
and said with wonder, shortly before passing, “It’s a big world out there!” My dad,
upon being told that his breathing tube had been removed, whispered, “Yay!” And
that was the last thing he ever said. He gazed up at the ceiling for a while before
closing his eyes for the last time. I imagine he was looking ahead with anticipation
to being reunited with his parents and brothers, as well as being welcomed into
heaven by the God he served all his life.

There is no easy way to end these reflections on my dad’s life and his impacts on
mine. As someone who has helped welcome thousands of new people into the
world and said goodbye to more than a fair share, I know in my bones that endings
are beginnings and vice versa. On my first day back in clinic after my dad’s death,
I cared for a new family whose baby had entered this world on the same day and
around the same time as my dad left it. I pictured the labor that brought this new
little person here and thought back over the labor process of dying, and they both
felt so similar to me. Being thinking, meaning-making creatures in mortal human
bodies is such a multidimensional experience. Today we remember one of those
people, and I honor the ways that his being my dad shaped and inspired the work I
do today.

—Rob Reed
Seattle, WA



Sylvia Grosh, Judy’s sister

Bob was a remarkable man whose life was shaped by both deep intellect and deep
generosity. He was richly gifted academically, and he faithfully invested those
abilities in the work God had given him. He saw scholarship not as an end in itself,
but as his way of serving the mission of God—and he pursued that calling with
excellence and purpose throughout his life.

And yet, as significant as his academic contributions were, what stands out just as
strongly—perhaps even more—was his gift of hospitality. Bob and Judy opened
their home again and again with such kindness and ease. Their welcome was never
reluctant or reserved; it was wholehearted. I will never forget the time our entire
family moved in for several weeks when we were stuck en route to Papua New
Guinea. Space was tight, and yet Bob and Judy made it work without hesitation—
even to the point of transforming the living room into a bedroom with curtains.
That kind of generosity leaves a lasting mark.

So many meals were shared around their table that they blur into a tapestry of
warmth, laughter, and meaningful conversation. Bob had a natural ability to engage
people—he was thoughtful, articulate, and always had something interesting to say.
That gift served him well in every context, including during their years in
Colombia, where he and Judy were often asked to host visiting dignitaries. They
were trusted to represent well, to connect well, and to make others feel at home—
and they did so beautifully, even across cultures and languages.

Another cherished memory is hearing Bob sing at our family Hymn Sings. He sang
with clarity and strength, often seated beside Judy, both of them making beautiful
music together for the Lord. It’s easy to picture him—mneatly dressed in his long-
sleeved button-down shirt, hymnbook in hand—fully present in worship.

Bob’s life was one of faithfulness expressed through both mind and heart—through
diligent work and open doors, through thoughtful words and shared songs. He
leaves behind a legacy not only of excellence, but of welcome, warmth, and
genuine care for others.



Stuart Carlson, Bob’s brother-in-law and President of
Partners in Joy, Inc.

Bob, I first met you in Colombia Bible College in the 70’s when we were
roommates for one semester. When Judy asked me whether or not she should
consider marrying you, I told her, “He’s a better man than I am, but he snores and
is messy.” Obviously, my comment did
not deter Judy from determinedly
stepping into what would become her 45-
year-long adventure with you.

On behalf of our Partners in Joy Board,
on behalf of all the PiJ ministries we
serve, and on behalf of my family, I
thank you for the hours and years you
spent as a board member, a family
member, and a friend. Thank you
especially for keeping me on track and
making sure | followed Robert’s Rules
=== correctly,

We certainly miss you but rest assured that Judy is surrounded by our love and
care. By the way, I fixed that leaky toilet the other day! See you soon!

Stu



