I T W I L L B E S A I D O N T H A T D A Y, “ B E H O L D ,
T H I S I S O U R G O D ; W E H AV E WA I T E D F O R H I M ,
T H AT H E M I G H T SAV E U S . T H I S I S T H E L O R D ;
W E H AV E WA I T E D F O R H I M ; L E T U S B E G L A D
A N D R E J O I C E I N H I S S A LVAT I O N .”
ISAIAH 25:9
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A Memorial Service for Rob Moll

Please silence all devices
for the duration of worship.
Bold text is read together
by the congregation. Plain
text is read by the leader.

Jesus said:
I am Resurrection and I am Life.
Whoever has faith in me shall have life,
even though he die.
And everyone who has life,
and has committed himself to me in faith,
shall not die for ever.
Job declared:
As for me, I know that my Redeemer lives
and that at the last he will stand upon the earth.
After my awaking, he will raise me up;
and in my body I shall see God.
I myself shall see, and my eyes behold him
who is my friend and not a stranger.

PSALM 23
The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.
He makes me lie down in green pastures.
He leads me beside still waters.
He restores my soul.
He leads me in paths of righteousness
for his name’s sake.
Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,
I will fear no evil,
for you are with me;
your rod and your staff, they comfort me.
You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies;
you anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows.
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life,
and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever.

HOW FIRM A FOUNDATION
TEXT
“K” in Rippon’s A Selection of
Hymns, 1787, alt.
TUNE
American Folk Melody;
Funk’s Genuine Church
Music, 1832, alt.

Please stand as you are able.

How firm a foundation you saints of the Lord,
is laid for your faith in his excellent Word!
What more can he say than to you he has said,
to you who for refuge to Jesus have fled?
“Fear not, I am with you, O be not dismayed,
for I am your God, and will still give you aid;
I’ll strengthen you, help you, and cause you to stand,
upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand.
“When through the deep waters I call you to go,
the rivers of sorrow shall not overflow,
for I will be with you in trouble to bless,
and sanctify to you your deepest distress.
“When through fiery trials your pathway shall lie,
my grace all-sufficient shall be your supply;
the flame shall not hurt you; I only design
your dross to consume and your gold to refine.”

The Lord be with you.
And also with you.
Let us pray.

Gracious God, today we remember Rob. Thank you for giving him to us,
his family and friends. Thank you that we had the privilege of knowing him
and loving him. It’s because we loved him that the loss of him is grievous
to us. Comfort us, we pray. And give us faith to see death as the gate to
eternal life, through which we too will one day pass and be reunited with
Rob. We pray this through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.

The people are seated.

LITURGY OF THE WORD
ISAIAH: 25:6-9

(ESV)

On this mountain the Lord of hosts will make for all peoples
a feast of rich food, a feast of well-aged wine,
of rich food full of marrow, of aged wine well refined.
And he will swallow up on this mountain
the covering that is cast over all peoples,
the veil that is spread over all nations.
He will swallow up death forever;
and the Lord God will wipe away tears from all faces,
and the reproach of his people he will take away from all the earth,
for the Lord has spoken.
It will be said on that day,
“Behold, this is our God; we have waited for him,
that he might save us.
This is the Lord; we have waited for him;
let us be glad and rejoice in his salvation.”
Reader: The word of the Lord.
Thanks be to God.

I THESSALONIANS 4:13-18

(NLT)

And now, dear brothers and sisters, we want you to know what will
happen to the believers who have died so you will not grieve like people
who have no hope. For since we believe that Jesus died and was raised
to life again, we also believe that when Jesus returns, God will bring back
with him the believers who have died.
We tell you this directly from the Lord: We who are still living when the
Lord returns will not meet him ahead of those who have died. For the
Lord himself will come down from heaven with a commanding shout,
with the voice of the archangel, and with the trumpet call of God. First,
the believers who have died will rise from their graves. Then, together
with them, we who are still alive and remain on the earth will be caught
up in the clouds to meet the Lord in the air. Then we will be with the Lord
forever. So encourage each other with these words.
Reader: The Word of the Lord.
Thanks be to God.

ABIDE WITH ME
TEXT
Henry Francis Lyte, 1847
TUNE
Justin Smith

Please stand as you are able.

Abide with me; falls the eventide;
The darkness deepens; Lord with me abide.
When other helpers fail and comforts flee,
Help of the helpless, abide with me.
Thou on my head in early youth didst smile;
And, though rebellious, and perverse meanwhile,
Thou hast not left me, though I oft left Thee.
On to the close, Lord, abide with me.
I need Thy presence, every passing hour.
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s power?
Who, like Thyself, my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, abide with me.
I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless.
Ills have no weight, tears lose their bitterness
Where is thy sting death? Where grave thy victory?
I triumph still. Abide with me.
Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes;
Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies.
Heaven’s morning breaks and earth’s vain shadows flee;
In life, in death, Lord, abide with me.

The people are seated.

EULOGIES
Robert Moll, father
Stephen Moll, brother
Brian Sytsma, friend
Todd Miller, friend

JESUS, KEEP ME NEAR THE CROSS
TEXT
Fanny Crosby, 1869

Jesus, keep me near the cross;
There a precious fountain,
Free to all — a healing stream —
Flows from Calv’ry’s mountain.

TUNE
“Near the Cross,”
William Howard Doane

In the cross, in the cross,
Be my glory ever;
Till my raptured soul shall find
Rest beyond the river.

Please stand as you are able.

Near the cross, a trembling soul,
Love and mercy found me;
There the bright and morning star
Shed its beams around me. Refrain
Near the cross! O Lamb of God,
Bring its scenes before me;
Help me walk from day to day
With its shadow o’er me. Refrain
Near the cross I’ll watch and wait,
Hoping, trusting ever,
Till I reach the golden strand
Just beyond the river. Refrain

GOSPEL READING
EXCERPTED FROM JOHN 11:1–44

(ESV)

Now a certain man was ill, Lazarus of Bethany, the village of Mary and
her sister Martha.
1

But when Jesus heard it he said, “This illness does not lead to death. It is
for the glory of God, so that the Son of God may be glorified through it.”
4

[After two days, Jesus said to his disciples,] “Our friend Lazarus has
fallen asleep, but I go to awaken him.” 12 The disciples said to him, “Lord, if
he has fallen asleep, he will recover.”
11

14

Then Jesus told them plainly, “Lazarus has died, 15 and for your

sake I am glad that I was not there, so that you may believe.
But let us go to him.”
So when Martha heard that Jesus was coming, she went and met him,
but Mary remained seated in the house. 21 Martha said to Jesus, “Lord, if
you had been here, my brother would not have died. 22 But even now I know
that whatever you ask from God, God will give you.” 23 Jesus said to her,
“Your brother will rise again.” 24 Martha said to him, “I know that he will
rise again in the resurrection on the last day.” 25 Jesus said to her, “I am the
resurrection and the life. Whoever believes in me, though he die, yet shall
he live, 26 and everyone who lives and believes in me shall never die. Do
you believe this?” 27 She said to him, “Yes, Lord; I believe that you are the
Christ, the Son of God, who is coming into the world.”
20

HOMILY
Father Aaron Burt

Please stand as you are able.

THE APOSTLES’ CREED
I believe in God, the Father almighty,
maker of heaven and earth;
And in Jesus Christ his only Son our Lord;
who was conceived by the Holy Ghost,
born of the Virgin Mary,
suffered under Pontius Pilate,
was crucified, dead, and buried.
He descended into hell.
The third day he rose again from the dead.
He ascended into heaven,
and sits on the right hand of God the Father almighty.
From thence he shall come to judge the quick and the dead.
I believe in the Holy Ghost,
the holy catholic Church,
the communion of saints,
the forgiveness of sins,
the resurrection of the body,
and the life everlasting. Amen.

Most merciful God, whose wisdom is beyond our
understanding: Deal graciously with us in our grief.
Surround us with your love, that we may not be
overwhelmed by our loss, but have confidence in your
goodness, and strength to meet the days to come; through
Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.

WE WILL FEAST IN THE HOUSE OF ZION
We will feast in the house of Zion.
We will sing with our hearts restored.
He has done great things, we will say together.
We will feast and weep no more.

TEXT & TUNE
Sandra McCracken
and Joshua Moore

We will not be burned by the fire
He is the LORD our God
We are not consumed by the flood.
Upheld, protected, gathered up. Refrain
In the dark of night, before the dawn,
My soul, be not afraid.
For the promised morning, oh how long?
Oh God of Jacob, be my strength, Refrain
Every vow we’ve broken and betrayed
You are the Faithful one
And from the garden to the grave
Bind us together, bring shalom. Refrain

ON JORDAN ’S STORMY BANKS I STAND
On Jordan’s stormy banks I stand,
And cast a wishful eye
To Canaan’s fair and happy land,
Where my possessions lie.
cont’d on next page

TEXT
Samuel Stennett, 1787
TUNE
Christopher Miner

All o’er those wide extended plains,
Shines one eternal day;
There God the Son forever reigns,
And scatters night away.
I am bound (I am bound)
I am bound (I am bound)
I am bound for promised land,
I am bound (I am bound)
I am bound (I am bound)
I am bound for promised land.
No chilling winds nor poisonous breath
Can reach that healthful shore;
Sickness, sorrow, pain and death,
Are felt and feared no more. Refrain
When shall I reach that happy place,
And be forever blessed?
When shall I see my Father’s face,
And in His bosom rest? Refrain

COMMENDATION AND DISMISSAL
Into your hands, O merciful Savior, we commend your
servant Rob. Acknowledge, we humbly beseech you, a sheep
of your own fold, a lamb of your own flock, a sinner of your
own redeeming. Receive him into the arms of your mercy,
into the blessed rest of everlasting peace, and into the
glorious company of the saints in light. Amen.
Alleluia. Christ is the Resurrection; death is not our end.
Go in peace, grieving with the hope of Him who is the Way,
the Truth, and the Life.
OUR DEEP
GRATITUDE TO
Father Aaron Burt, officiant
Adam Henker, guitar
Aaron Purdum, drums
Suzanne Brewer, keyboard
Alecia Sharp, designer

“I know now,
Lord, why
you utter no
answer. You
are yourself
the answer.
Before your
face questions
die away.
What other
answer would
suffice?”
C. S. LEWIS
Till We Have Faces

A WORD FROM CLARISSA
I M E T R O B at the singles table at a wedding — the quintessential Gen
X dating watering hole, before the days of eHarmony and Cupid.com.
Sitting sandwiched between a chatty mechanical engineer and a brooding
English major with green eyes and a mop of fabulous ringlet curls, my
decision wasn’t hard. He had me at “hello.” Actually, that’s not quite right.
He had me at the book recommendation. This handsome stranger in his
oversized houndstooth suit jacket had the best pick up line I’d ever heard:
“Have you ever read The Plague by Albert Camus?”

Over the course of that evening and through the next day as we toured
Boston together, Rob and I talked hippie music, adventure, books, and
God. Rob had just experienced a reawakening of his faith, and he was
willing to put words to the wrestling I had only ever done in my head.
Reading The Plague , it turns out, had allowed him to wrestle with the
pervasiveness of sin and the brokenness of the world — problems that
threatened to send my faith to a grinding halt. I respected his willingness
to share so openly, and I loved his intense desire to know God deeply and
be known by Him.
cont’d on next page

In classic Rob form, he didn’t recommend just one book to me that day. I
went home and bought a copy of C.S. Lewis’ Till We Have Faces—another
“must-read” Rob told me. I read it cover to cover and then read it again.
And I fell in love. With this guy who loved great books and could do a
killer Neil Young impression. And with His God. A God who welcomed
not avoided my doubts, who was at once mysteriously hidden and also
incarnate. A God before whom I could lay all of my questions about the
brokenness of the world and feel safe, known and heard. Even when it
seemed He gave no answer.
As I reflect on all the joys of our seventeen years of marriage, the life we
loved together with our four precious children, I have so many questions
now. So many questions. I am sure you have yours too. But I sense that if
Rob were standing here today, he’d want to share these words with you
and me, a favorite section from his old favorite, Till We Have Faces:
“I know now, Lord, why you utter no answer. You are yourself the answer.
Before your face questions die away. What other answer would suffice?”
Today, as we mourn my dear husband’s death, we grieve the brokenness
of the world. We feel its pain, see its contradictions. We only see dimly
what Rob now sees face to face. In our remaining days, may we, like Rob,
long to know God and be known by Him. May the questions of this life that
threaten to undo us find rest in His mysterious, never failing love. And may
we find deep comfort and unwavering hope in our Lord Jesus till we too
have faces.

ROBERT
MICHAEL
MOLL
SEPTEMBER 10, 1977
T O J U LY 1 9 , 2 0 1 9

R O B E R T M I C H A E L M O L L , 41, passed away on Friday, July 19, 2019,

while hiking in Mount Rainier National Park in Washington state.

Rob was born in Chicago, Illinois, on September 10, 1977, to Robert and
Ann (Moriarty) Moll. He spent his childhood playing sports, climbing trees,
and cheering on the Notre Dame football team. His faith was nurtured
in the loving care of his family and local church. After graduating from
Cedarville University in 2001, Rob dedicated the next 18 years of his
professional career to advancing the Church’s mission to walk in the way
of Christ. He worked for Christianity Today, World Vision and Eventide
Asset Management; wrote countless articles; and authored two books, The
Art of Dying: Living Fully Into the Life To Come and What Your Body Knows
about God: How We Are Designed to Connect, Serve and Thrive.

Rob’s most cherished vocation was devoted husband and father. Endlessly
curious, Rob instilled in his four young children a sense of awe and wonder
at the natural world. They adventured as a family, exploring the American
West and criss-crossing the United States in their camper visiting National

“I am not
tired of
my work,
neither am
I tired of
the world;
yet when
Christ calls
me home,
I shall go
with
gladness.”
ADONIRAM
JUDSON

Parks. Rob especially loved hiking with his children in the mountains, a
place where he keenly sensed God’s presence. He was known for his deep,
tender love for his wife and children, and he served them and cared for
them wholeheartedly.

Rob laughed with hearty vigor, loved the outdoors, and always had a
book close at hand. His warmth, humor, and sincerity brought him the
company of many faithful friends, who admired his spiritual discipline
and his commitment to his family and other relationships.

Rob is survived by his beloved wife of 17 years, Clarissa, of Rowley, MA,
and their four precious children; his parents, Robert and Ann Moll of
Schaumburg, IL; his sister, Casey (Brian) Enns of Scottsdale, AZ; and his
brother, Stephen (Joy) Moll of Normal, IL, along with countless other
relatives and friends who mourn his passing. We who grieve the loss of
his presence on earth are comforted by the knowledge that Rob now
experiences restoration and fullness of joy in the glorious presence of God.

WAY S T O R E M E M B E R R O B
Email your photos and memories of Rob to
memoriesofrobmoll@gmail.com. These will
be collected in book format for his family.
Give to the memorial fund established
for Rob’s children’s education at
https://www.gofundme.com/f/love-for-the-moll-family.
Partner with Rob and his family to realize
Rob’s dream of funding a major community
development project with World Vision in Africa at
https://mycause.worldvision.org/campaign/Water4Rob.

HURRICANE RIDGE
O LY M P I C N A T I O N A L PA R K , W A S H I N G T O N
J U LY 1 3 , 2 0 1 9
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