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“The game of life” began in 1914, in Quimbaya, a small town in the Colombian coffee region, in
the department of Quindío, and spread to different Colombian cities to take a big leap towards:
“the dreamland”, the United States of America and its country neighbor Canada, on a historic
journey that ends in 2021.“The game of life”, where, with a series of events throughout the
history of both the country and personal, it is intended to share the idiosyncrasies of a middle-
class culture and family, with a protagonist narrating her own experiences on the way of life, the
customs, the technological tools of the time and the resources that were available.“The game of
life”, the title of a popular Mexican soap opera and the perfect name to identify this trajectory,
mine, and my siblings’ and those who simply live the “enjoy and win” with the daily confrontation
of unexpected demands, the unplanned, the circumstantial, that makes us move further and
further away from those innate talents that lights our flame. When we must take on jobs that pay
enough to raise a family our ignite flame sometimes gets lost in this shuffle.“The game of life”
shows that, if we live with love, without getting discouraged or giving up, doing what is necessary
to survive, taking care of our people, without abandoning what we are passionate about and
betting on that “enjoy and win”, the universe will do the adjustments required so that at a certain
point in our lives we find what we have longed for.“The game of life” is the story of how in a
mature age, when we believe that nothing is possible, a total change can be given by betting on
the number one rule, “enjoy and win”, which is simply a way to express that we do not stop living,
betting and having fun in that “the game of life” so that at the end of days there is a wink of
happiness drawn on our face, which nothing and no one can erase.“The game of life” was born
in a moment of forced isolation due to the threat of contagion from COVID-19, which gave me
time to start this story, based on a private manuscript made by my older brother, Orlando,
compiled with some experiences shared by the rest of my brothers and sisters. Giving it a “soap
opera” touch with my own experiences exposed to the public with the only purpose being to
entertain the reader and perhaps inspiring him or her to inquire about the ancestors and share
his or her own story with loved ones.As Mother Teresa of Calcutta said:“Life is a game, play it…
Life is too precious, do not destroy it” ¡Enjoy and win in the Game of Life! 

About the AuthorDee Leone has written several reproducible books for the educational market,
covering themes such as science, language arts, and holidays. In addition, many of her stories,
poems, plays, and activity puzzles have appeared in children's magazines. Dee taught at the
elementary level in several states and was also a gifted program aide. She is married and has
two daughters. The author enjoys writing fiction, non-fiction, and silly verse. Her interests include
amateur photography, traveling, and scrapbooking. Her cooking expertise, however, only
extends about as far as that of her zany little bee characters, Bizz and Buzz. --This text refers to



the paperback edition.
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THE GAME OF LIFE Enjoy and WinMaría E. ZapataCopyright ©María Elena
Zapata2022mariaezg21@gmail.comAll rights reservedDedicationThis book is a tribute to my
roots; but especially to my grandparents and my parents who are already enjoying their lives in
that other place that each one can define according to their beliefs.Specially dedicated to my
siblings: Mario, Jair, Orlando, Isaías, Jairo, Mary, Martha, Carlos, and Diego; to my sisters-in-law
and brothers-in-law who have made it possible for the family tree to grow bearing lots of fruit.
These are the members of my tribe and they have been an important part of who I am, where I
am and have contributed with some of their own stories to enrich this story.In a very special way,
it is dedicated to my daughter Alejandra, who has been my great motivator in life; to my beautiful
nieces and nephews, grandnephews, grandnieces and even great-grandnephews and great-
grandnieces. This is the beauty of being number nine in a group of ten siblings.I dedicate it to
each of my colleagues throughout my career, to my friends, to my mentors, to those who have
been my students and today are instructors, and to my dear participants. They have all been an
important part not only in my professional development but also in my personal growth.I hope
you enjoy this story where you will be able to observe through facts that our desires and dreams
can come true at any stage of our lives, we just need the sparkle of life turned on, convinced
ourselves that age is just a number. The body and mind can work hand in hand to overcome our
years to live a more carefree, relaxed, deeper, fuller life for ourselves so that we may share our
sparkle with those around us. About the AuthorMaría Elena Zapata was born in Quimbaya
(Quindío) Colombia in 1964. She is the ninth of ten children, and now, mother to one daughter.
Maria studied Commerce and Languages at University and worked for more than 20 years in
multinational companies of different types of businesses in Colombia. Despite being dedicated
to and enjoying her professional career, Maria real passion is and has always been for dance.
She finds dancing mixes joy, fun and exercise all together and lifts her spirit through to her soul.
In 2011, Maria made a 180-degree turn in her life, betting on living from her talents and skills to
make a living and be a motivator spirit through dance, helping others, from all over the world all
ages, transmitting happiness, health, and wellness in her classes.About this book“The game of
life” began in 1914, in Quimbaya, a small town in the Colombian coffee region, in the department
of Quindío, and spread to different Colombian cities to take a big leap towards: “the dreamland”,
the United States of America and its country neighbor Canada, on a historic journey that ends in
2021.“The game of life”, where, with a series of events throughout the history of both the country
and personal, it is intended to share the idiosyncrasies of a middle-class culture and family, with
a protagonist narrating her own experiences on the way of life, the customs, the technological
tools of the time and the resources that were available.“The game of life”, the title of a popular
Mexican soap opera and the perfect name to identify this trajectory, mine, and my siblings’ and
those who simply live the “enjoy and win” with the daily confrontation of unexpected demands,
the unplanned, the circumstantial, that makes us move further and further away from those
innate talents that lights our flame. When we must take on jobs that pay enough to raise a family
our ignite flame sometimes gets lost in this shuffle. “The game of life” shows that, if we live with



love, without getting discouraged or giving up, doing what is necessary to survive, taking care of
our people, without abandoning what we are passionate about and betting on that “enjoy and
win”, the universe will do the adjustments required so that at a certain point in our lives we find
what we have longed for."The game of life" is the story of how in a mature age, when we believe
that nothing is possible, a total change can be given by betting on the number one rule, “enjoy
and win”, which is simply a way to express that we do not stop living, betting and having fun in
that “the game of life” so that at the end of days there is a wink of happiness drawn on our face,
which nothing and no one can erase.“The game of life” was born in a moment of forced isolation
due to the threat of contagion from COVID-19, which gave me time to start this story, based on a
private manuscript made by my older brother, Orlando, compiled with some experiences shared
by the rest of my brothers and sisters. Giving it a “soap opera” touch with my own experiences
exposed to the public with the only purpose being to entertain the reader and perhaps inspiring
him or her to inquire about the ancestors and share his or her own story with loved ones.As
Mother Teresa of Calcutta said:“Life is a game, play it… Life is too precious, do not destroy
it”¡Enjoy and win in the Game of Life! Content1.My RootsQuimbaya (Quindío), Colombia2.
Raising Family in a hostile environmentTulua (Valle); Quimbaya (Quindío) Colombia3. A New
Future for the familyCali (Valle), Colombia4. New airs in the capital cityBogotá (Cundinamarca),
Colombia5. Running away from a relationshipPereira (Risaralda), Colombia6. Back
HomeBogotá (Cundinamarca), Colombia7. On our way to dreamlandSuperior (Wisconsin);
Duluth (Minnesota),United States8.One environmental incident, changed everythingMarshall
(Michigan), United States9. End of a storyEdmonton (Alberta), Canada10. No turning
backHollywood (Florida), United States11. The Game of lifeEnjoy and win1. My RootsQuimbaya
(Quindío), ColombiaWhen we return to our roots, we give value again to everything that at some
point in time we stopped valuing. Leo PavoniJust writing the name of Quimbaya, makes me feel
the delicious aroma of Colombian coffee, which I am enjoying right now. Quimbaya (Quindío,
Colombia), name given to honor the Quimbaya tribe. It is well known as the City of Light because
of the national celebration of the candle and lanterns festival held on December 7 and 8, where
each neighborhood competes with the most spectacular lanterns arrangements, attracting
visitors from all over Colombia and the world. According to my ancestors, it was colonized by
muleteers (people who transport goods by mule) from Antioquia who were searching for the
gold left by the tribes within sarcophagi, and by immigrants who came from other parts of the
country attracted by the fertility of the land. The Poporo is the most representative piece, as a
legacy of the Quimbaya tribe, which was used as a tool to grind the coca they consumed as
medicine.This beautiful town is located within the coffee cultural landscape where one of the
best coffees in the world is produced. Its colorful and sui generis architecture stands out. This
can be appreciated if you take one of the North American Willy Jeeps from World War II,
traditionally used massively to transport passengers and cargo. If you are going to take it, you
should ask “How much does the jeepao or yipao cost?” words created to identify the load that
these vehicles can carry. Horseback riding, very common in this region, is excellent to



appreciate the landscape enriched by coffee plantations, banana plantations and the variety of
heliconia, flora and natural wealth to give a unique and incomparable delicious aroma. In my
mind I can recreate the smell coming from the rustic grills on the streets where the ladies made
delicious arepas with cheese, without cheese or some butter spread over them and
accompanied by a delicious hot coffee. And what about the “chuzos” or “brochetas”
accompanied by a salted potato or a small arepa, prepared by vendors who stand on the
corners of the central park of the town. But if you have more appetite, you can try a patacon,
made of green plantain and on top of which you can put whatever you want: shredded chicken or
meat or the traditional “hogao” prepared with onion, tomato, and spices. But if you are truly
hungry, how about a delicious “bandeja paisa” which includes beans, white rice, pork belly,
green or ripe plantains, chorizo, avocado, white arepa, fried egg and ground or grilled meat, I
assure you that after this enriched dish you will be able to diet the next five days of the
week. My grandpa Isaías, was one of the first settlers who emigrated from Antioquia to Quindío
around 1914. He had brown skin, was thin and normally dressed very simple, but on the day of
mass or special event he dressed very elegant with his hat and black suit. He used to walk
slowly with style and had a nice way to speak. When he was at home, he used to sit in a fine
wooden rocking chair by the corridor overlooking the front road and greet everyone who passed
by, especially young ladies. We used to call him “Papa Isaías” who married María del Carmen
and had six children: Elvira, Luis Ernesto, Octavio (my father), Julio, Ana, and Sara. My
grandmother, Papa Isaias’ wife, passed when she gave birth to the last of her children who also
died later, leaving our grandfather alone to take care of his children. His eldest daughter Elvira
helped and some other relatives since he never remarried.He used to get up very early to work
as a muleteer (transporting goods by mule), and blacksmith and, as many others, he did not
leave the house without drinking a small shot of yellow aguardiente or gorobeta cane
aguardiente (an alcoholic drink made with anis and water), that according to the story it was
consumed by muleteers, cowboys and people who gathered in the cantinas. He used to say that
this shot on an empty stomach was his medicine for parasites and it seems like it was effective
for many other things because he lived 96 years with very good health. Things were better for
our grandpa and with a big effort, built the house where he lived all his life with his six children. It
was large, very well located in a corner not far from the downtown and it was characterized by its
imposing appearance, curiously painted in two colors, the upper part in yellow and the lower part
in green. He lived in the upper part; the lower part was only a façade because it was not
finished to use to live in there. He had a large piece of land where he raised cows, pigs, and
chickens. Then he bought a piece of coffee plantation land known as La Cementera where he
used to go every morning to produce our delicious Colombian coffee which was his occupation
the rest of his life.On the other hand, there was Ester, our grandma, with a dark complexion and
her brother Juan, descendants of indigenous people from the center of the capital, who
emigrated from the department of Cundinamarca and settled in these lands attracted by the
fertility and prosperity that was projected in this region. Ester became pregnant from a



relationship with Mr. José Antonio, foreman of the hacienda where they lived. She didn’t
mention her pregnancy to José Antonio, and she and her brother left this land. Ester had a
daughter, Franquelina (my mother). José Antonio never knew that he had had a daughter
because Ester preferred to remain silent since she imagined that he would not receive the news
well and would reject her because of their social difference and the fact that they were not
married.Several years later, Ester married Andrés, with whom she became pregnant. Everything
was going well in the family; he took care of the grandmother and our mother as if she were his
daughter. The house in which they lived was quite far from my mother’s school, who traveled on
foot, facing multiple dangers that could arise along the way. One day my mother, returning from
school, took longer than usual and Grandma Ester got so scared imagining that something bad
had happened to her that her nerves caused her to miscarry, thus losing who would have been
our mother’s only brother or sister. A few years later, Andrés, died trapped by a whirlpool while
fishing in La Vieja river, in the department of Quindío, Colombia.When two people are meant to
be together, they will always find their way backPapa Isaias’s family and Ester’s family were
neighbors, Franquelina became friends with Sara and Alicia, Isaias’s daughters, who were
involved in social activities. One of the activities was to collect funds to build the church of the
town, which still stands today in the central park of Quimbaya. One day Franquelina went to the
next house to get water and Octavio, Isaias’s son, came out to serve her. I can imagine the smile
in his handsome face while looking at her as she was very pretty and attractive. From that day
they became friends and little by little he showed more interest in her. Octavio, my father was in
fifth grade when he learned tailoring and abandoned his studies to dedicate his time to this
business. He also managed a cantina and worked as a meat vendor. He was medium height,
handsome, elegant, and followed by many women. He used to go to a restaurant and became
friends with the daughter of the owner with whom, after several drinks, went too far and she
ended up pregnant. When Isaias, his father, found out about it, with the mayor’s help, he sent
him away from the town to military service in the municipality of Tuluá, located in the department
of Valle del Cauca, Colombia.It is said that after the military service Octavio was offered to work
for the largest beer producing company in the country. He was also offered to move to the
United States, but he did not accept any of these offers and stayed working in his tailor shop in
Quimbaya. He got involved with Emma again and had another son, Jair, but even that he did not
formalize his life with them.Franquelina, my mother, with dark brown skin and a serious
expression, was strict due to the Catholic influence she had been raised with by Ester. Her
seriousness could be interrupted when she heard something very funny and laughed with her
discreet but contagious laughter. She went to school for two years and learned dressmaking
business at the age of 17, which she practiced with professionalism and perfection on a
SINGER sewing machine. Despite her short education at school, she expressed herself very
well, dressed very elegantly and walked with the grace of a queen. She was dedicated to her
work and had distanced herself from my father because of his irresponsible behavior with
Emma. But my father set himself the task of winning her back and they married on February 2,



1947.Franquelina y Octavio (Mom and Dad)2. Raising family in ahostile environmentTuluá
(Valle); Quimbaya (Quindío) Colombia“Breathe, understand that everything is part of a perfect
plan, believe that there are blessings behind it, and trust, always trust”Franquelina, my mother,
Octavio my father and grandma Ester lived in a modest house in Quimbaya. It was 1948 when a
violent political rivalry between liberals and conservatives began throughout the Colombian
territory. Many families left towns leaving everything behind. That was the beginning of the
“Violence in Colombia”, a civil war between the Colombian Conservative and Liberal Parties
especially in the countryside. In 1949, the rural police and the political leaders encouraged the
conservatives’ peasants to take over the agricultural lands of the liberal peasants, provoking a
massacre between conservative peasants and liberal peasants all over Colombia.My mother
and father had to move from Quimbaya to Tuluá (Valle), because if they were trying to go out
peacefully conservatives could kill liberals without consideration. My father belonged to the
liberal party. My mother was expecting her first baby and her entire pregnancy had been
developed in a hostile environment of war, fear and uncertainty and they did not want her
integrity to be negatively affected. When it was time to give birth, my mother was in her room
with labor pains waiting for the help to attend to her as it was done in that time, and suddenly she
saw the image of the Virgin of Fatima reflected on the wall. This vision gave her strength to
endure the physical discomfort that normally is felt when bringing a child into the world without
using any anesthesia.September 1949, my oldest brother Orlando was born, and by
coincidence Catholics also celebrate the nativity of the virgin to whom my mother showed
devotion since she was very young, instilled by grandma Ester, and she kept that devotion
throughout her life. Perhaps this apparition was the divine message telling my mother that she
would have the best protector for the rest of her life, nothing more and nothing less than the
beautiful and holy Virgin Mary.My parents stayed in Tuluá for two more years and in September
1951, my second brother, Isaías, was born. A year after his birth they decided to return to
Quimbaya considering that the hostile environment had calmed down.When you have someone,
you have loved in heaven, you will always have a little piece of heaven in your homeThe days
went by, and my parents were settling into the village, in a very humble house where my third
brother Alberto was born, that was the year 1953. Sadly, the joy was marred by the sudden and
absurd death of our grandma Ester, who underwent surgery for an inguinal hernia and the
doctors mistakenly sewed up her intestines causing her death. At that time my mother was
completing her forty days postpartum which were rigidly guarded to avoid health consequences
in the future, and she couldn’t be by her mother’s side during the last moments. My mother
always remembered this episode with deep sadness. Grandma Ester was a great support for
our mother and now she had to deal with everything without her, her three children, the
housework, and her dressmaking duties.
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