Aldo Cayuba, Bob’s boss, the Director of the Department
of Intercultural Studies at ProMETA.

Today I want to honor the memory of my brother Robert by remembering three
things that have been very significant in the friendship we had.

First, his humility, because although he had many reasons to feel very important
academically, he never did. He did not impose himself on others, he always had a
helpful heart and a humble attitude regardless of who
he was interacting with.

Secondly, his knowledge and studies impressed me a
lot. With the mastery he had on different topics was
like a walking encyclopedia. He frequently gave
students references to books or articles about
whatever they were talking about.

Thirdly, his generosity. In the many conversations
about life and divine purpose, I never heard him talk
about comfort or seeking to have much personal
satisfaction with "things", but rather I heard him
concerned about others—concerned with blessing
students, friends and ProMETA, with his time and
material resources. He gave his best, so that God's
work would continue to grow. When he began
working with ProMETA, he offered to donate a
certain amount of time to our seminary, but very soon
he doubled that time and even tripled it, dedicating
personal time to the students and to us. [ know that all this would not have
happened without Judy’s support. A hug to my brother and friend Robert in heaven,
and a very big hug and our gratitude to our sister Judy whom we hold in our hearts.
Today we say goodbye to Robert, strengthened by the hope that the Word of God
gives us.




Delcy Padilla, first missionary sent out from a church Bob’s dad
founded in Colombia, and her colleague Claudia. Delcy and
Claudia are missionaries among the Embera Katio in Colombia,
and were students of Bob’s in the Master’s program at ProMETA

Today we gather with a heavy heart, sad, but also full of gratitude. We say goodbye
to a brother, a father, a friend who taught us with his life what a true Christian is.
He did not physically go to the Embera Katio. He came to walk with us in love. He
encouraged us when we were sad, he lifted us up when we thought everything was
lost. He was upright even in the small things. He never sought applause. His
reward is in heaven.

His legacy is incalculable in
Colombia. His father and his
family founded the first
evangelical church on the
coast, and thanks to that, the
coast of Colombia knows the
Lord. Today Robert’s body
rests, but his work lives on in
each missionary he
accompanied, in each v ‘ —
missionary he strengthened. | %@ N\ N
He left us the example that " B ’
serving is not a job; it is a way of loving.

Roberto, dear one, thank you. Your life was gospel with hands and feet. It is now
up to us to honor you by living like you: whole, close, ready to give our lives for
others. Your mission is over, but your seed was sown in this land and in us.



Fred Garcia, ProMETA Student of Bob’s: Words in Memory
of Robert Reed

I cannot deny that my heart is still grieving; I am filled with a deep emptiness
when I think about Robert's departure. However, I thank God for the priceless gift
of having shared a part of my life with him.

I had the privilege of meeting the undoubtedly brilliant scholar whose background
in theology and social sciences was so vast that, to some, it might have seemed an
insurmountable barrier. But, beyond the titles, God allowed me to know the human
being: sensitive, loving, and genuinely concerned about others. Robert was a
reflection of Christ, a storyteller with a unique smile that revealed his true essence
as a brother, friend, and fellow traveler.

As my mentor, he used to say that mentoring was not a figure of speech, but a truth
that implied the loving surrender of holding hands with another to accompany him

or her in an integral way. Love is the exact word to describe what Robert sowed in

me, in my wife, and in my daughter Fiorella.

On several occasions I told him—and I hope in his humility he believed it—*“When
I grow up, I want to be like you.” To look like Robert is not an easy task, but if |
have a model of life to follow, besides that of our Master Jesus Christ, it is
certainly that of Robert.

I have mourned his departure with mixed feelings: the pain of not seeing him again
on this earthly plane is mixed with the certainty of knowing that today he dwells in
the presence of God, in an indescribable space, surely attending to new heavenly
assignments. [ will not forget him; I will continue to learn from him through the
academic legacy that he entrusted to me and that I will continue to honor in my
career and ministry.

I don't know how to say goodbye, and I don't really want to. I just want to say that
we love him with all our hearts. And I reflect on this: If God is love, then loving is
a privilege. And I feel deeply privileged to have loved a brother, a friend, and a
spiritual father.



Jose Luis, doctoral student of Bob’s

A friend is a treasure... without a doubt, not only because of its value, but above all
and even more remarkable, because of its scarcity. Proverbs 17.17 says “A friend
loves at all times and is like a brother in time of trouble.” With a friend we share
struggles, laughter, tears, the intimate, the deep. With others, only the superficial...

I found that treasure several years ago—that very rare species of human being that
we could call a true friend. Conversations with Robert lasted for long periods,
whether at night or in the morning, afternoons or weekends. There was no

schedule, no agenda. Of course, not before 9 am, since he was a night owl. &
Simply the desire to share our life stories and to accompany each other in long
conversations about communication, orality, centrality of students or learners,
situated learning, reading comprehension, critical thinking. Robert's fascination
with books was contagious. He filled my WhatsApp with titles and more titles of
books that he thought would serve me, not only academically, but more relevantly,
personally, deeply, intimately.

I had the immense honor of being favored with his Master Chapters, a vast
collection of knowledge on various topics. His words, “look José Luis, on the
subject of communication in the Master Chapters, I wrote what So and So said in
his/her book and I recommend that you read it...” But it didn't stop there. Then
came the question. Did you read what I sent you? And a dialogue began on the

~

subject that lasted hours and hours. We fixed the world three or four times a week. &

He was my ministerial mentor in my Doctorate of Ministry. He reviewed every
document I sent him and gave me his impressions, not motivated by correcting, but
by teaching, advising, and helping me grow as a person, a learner, a mentor, and
teacher.

Robert Reed leaves a void that is difficult to fill. He leaves a trail in my life,
founded on the story of his life.

The Lord Jesus, in his goodness, love, faithfulness, grace and mercy, gave me the
invaluable experience of having Robert Reed as a friend.

Aristotle said “The friend is another self.” I say, “It will not be easy at all to find
another like Robert!”

José Luis Salas Q.,
Heredia, April 2026



Manuel Porras, missionary in Costa Rica, former ProMETA
student

Greetings friends and family of
Robert Reed. My name is Manuel
Porras. My wife Yorleny and I are
missionaries among the indigenous
population of Costa Rica. Robert and
Judy have supported us in various
ways for many years.

% In December 2025, my wife and I
- visited Robert and Judy in the USA,
where we had many times of sharing.
“" Something that impacted my heart
was to be able to view in person two places where Robert expressed his passion:

1. His office and his personal library filled with several thousand books. As he
showed us this space, I could see in his eyes his passion for learning and for
teaching what he had learned.

2. We also visited Dallas Baptist University where Robert was a professor for
many years. As he showed us around and explained details of this institution
and how he developed his classes, his body language showed his love for
teaching.

Robert was a man who sowed countless seeds and watered many fields with his
wisdom; today God gives growth to each of them.

I say goodbye with, “See you soon, Robert. I know that one day we will be
together worshipping the Lord.”



Manuel’s wife, Yorleny Porras, Bob’s student in the

Master’s program, prayer partner of Judy’s for many years

My beloved teacher, I thank God for
your life, for your love and tireless
service to the work of the Lord. Thank
you for being an example to many in
whom you sowed the precious seed. |
will always remember you in the
depths of my heart. Thank you for
believing that I could finish my
master's degree, [despite all the
setbacks I experienced]. That I was
able to accomplish this is thanks to you.




Mery Dussan, colleague of Bob’s
Our Beloved Robert Reed

Robert leaves a void not only in our lives, but also within our Intercultural Studies
Department. When I introduced him, I would often add, with a smile, “He is a
walking library,” and he would laugh.

Robert Reed was deeply loved by his students because they experienced both
affirmation and genuine care in him. When he was admitted to the hospital, I
reached out to the two doctoral students he was mentoring and offered to meet with
them to continue guiding their research, knowing—after time spent with Robert
and Judy in February—the direction he '
envisioned for their next steps.

One of them replied in a way that humbled
me: “No, Mery. I am praying that the Lord
will heal him and that he will return soon. I
will wait, and then the three of us can
meet.” When I shared those words with
Robert, he immediately knew who the
student was. Soon after, he shared in a chat
room with students and mentors a link to
that same student’s presentation before the
Academic Committee, where he had been
approved for his Master’s degree. | had Al L S |
served as moderator that day, and Robert had spec1ﬁcally asked to be ass1gned the
role of offering words of affirmation to that student after his thesis was approved.

Last Saturday, April 18, two of his students graduated with a Master’s in
Intercultural Studies, a testament to his generous heart. His commitment to
rigorous research, held together with a deep concern for spiritual formation, made
him an irreplaceable mentor in ProMETA, and continues to shape those he formed.

The void he leaves will not be filled; yet it is, in part, eased by the enduring gift of
the friendship we share with Judy, who stood behind that same generous heart that
blessed us all.



Ross Hunter, ProMETA-associated missionary to Ecuador with
whom Bob related often

Reflection on my friend Robert Reed

It is an honor to be asked to share a few words about my friend Robert Reed. In the
scope of his life, I am really just a passing moment in his life journey. I first met
Robert through our connection with the ProMETA seminary when he was joining
the faculty and I was in the process of leaving to do deeper research on orality-
based indigenous theological education for my PhD. Our brief connection sparked
a unique friendship that grew primarily through a series of umque conversations
over WhatsApp, his continued pm . ,». =k TR
support and pI;II)'tICIpatlon mour - LW i B
indigenous research center and a '1; ﬁ ;Q,.Z' : e i f H 7’3’3 S
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personal visit in his home.
Robert had a passion for
learning, research, teaching, his
students, and indigenous people.
His experience in intercultural
studies became a valuable u' /
resource to me.

A few traits about Robert that _
stand out to me are: SR

1. Robert was well read. It was .
not long into our talks that he would often recommend an author, a specific book,
or a ministry related to the topic of the day and would leave me with a list of
resources to follow up on when we were done. If I got stuck or needed an objective
look, Robert was right there to steer me in the right direction.

2. Robert was well versed, what [ mean by that is that Robert had a lot of
knowledge that only comes with a lifetime of experience, challenges, suffering,
and perseverance. He not only had knowledge of what he was teaching on, he also
spoke with deep understanding. This would enable us to begin our conversations at
a level I could rarely attain with others. I would often text him with a comment or
a question and instead of answering back with a short text, my WhatsApp would
ring with a response that would lead us into a hour discussion that explored the



topic. I did not find this depth with many, nor the willingness nor initiative for
someone to reach out to connect this way. We tracked well together and quickly got
to the heart of the issue. These times were often spontaneous and provided a
pleasant relief when working within cultures and educational systems that were
hard to break through even at the entry levels.

3. My final observation is that I believe Robert was undervalued. He was not the
“shiny penny” that would catch the attention of those who had the influence to run
with his ideas. He was more like a well-weathered coin that might be overlooked
unless one understood the treasure a rare coin had to offer.

The book-length document Robert wrote which he referred to as his master
chapters was one of the treasures he left behind and will stand as a testimony of his
knowledge and depth of study. I am confident this resource will help students for
generations to come to learn the art of research and will stand as a living testament
to what he dedicated so much of his life to. I believe the value of Robert’s legacy
will continue to unfold through the lives of the students he invested in and the
works he left behind.

Robert will leave behind a hole that will be hard to fill. My wife Mary and I will
greatly miss him.

Ross



