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~ Jose Ismael Camacho Ara
(March 16, 1926 - October 21,1995) o




- As I look at your pictures, I remember those

- years when we talked about life. They're

~ memories in space and sounds that fade away in
~ the infinity of time. Your memory is alive in the
 world inside me and in the universe I see at night.
| Your words I hear like echoes from the past,
flowing through my mind and reaching for the
stars. CUANDO MIRO TUS FOTOS yo me
acuerdo de otros tiempos. Son memorias en el
espacio, imagenes que van al viento y ruedan por
el infinito. Tu memoria vive dentro del mundo
mio y en el universo de la noche indefinida. Tus
palabras son ecos del pasado que entran a mi
alma y se van a las estrellas.




http://www.lulu.com/mariamcamacho

GO TO

http://eternidad1963.tripod.com/

Click on
http://www.lulu.com/mariamcamachg
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My father died ten years ago. As a cryonicist, | &ve lost him twice, first to death itself and theno the
tomb.

IN MEMORY OF DAD

| have memories of you
Happy events of my childhood
Shrouded in fog

Dimmed by the years
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| REMEMBER

As | look at your pictures






And reaching for the stars

http://www.lulu.com/mariamcamacho

YO ME ACUERDO



http://www.lulu.com/mariamcamacho




My father wrote a book a long time ago. | have justranslated it from the Spanish. | dedicate thigpoem to
the book.

SEVEN MINUTES



Homer, money you chased
From babyhood to old age
Then Mario wrote those letters

Of sweet, funny scenes

Throughout a country gone mad
While bureaucrats swam in an orgy
Of blocked roads and crumbling buses

And ghosts danced frantically

At the sound of drums
Homer, you've changed my life
With your yacht

And women

All false

And full of appea



Until the most famous people

Gathered in that ship

To see the end of the world
As the Beatles played
Their melodious songs

And the sun exploded

In a big bang
Homer the clever
Dreamed by a glorious mind

Interred in the depths of a book

Never published to the world
Sulking in the midst of time
Buried in an orgy of dust

Under a bec



Homer you're my hero!
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ou’re always in my mind
s | look at the skies

nd at the wonders of life

<

ou told me of galaxies
n far away places

nd how their light journeyed

hroughout space
0 come to us

ou’'ve become a star

ar and remote

n the heavens of my soul

s the years continue

|I



heir relentless march
hrough time

ou’ll always live in my mind

http://www.lulu.com/mariamcamacho
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Ismael Camacho with his grandchildren- Palmira 1994

Ismael Camacho with his grandchildren Palmira 1994

Ismael Camacho with granddaughter Ana Maria- Palmira 1993




IsmaelCamacho, family and friends at the airport- Palmira, 1992 Ismael Camacho and his granddaughter, Rosanna Ciancia in
" Bogota- 1992

Ismael Camacho, his wife Cecilia Mogollon and Rosita (her sister) Ismael Camacho with his brother Horacio and family.- La Buitrera
1992 5 1992 o




Ismael Camacho with a friend and his grandchildren- La Buitrera
1992
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Ismael Camacho with his granddaughter. 1994

Ismael Camacho watching a football game on television.- 1994

AN




Ismael Camacho with friends.- La Buitrera 1992

Ismael Camacho with his brother Horacio and friends.- La Buitrera
1992 ]

Ismael Camacho and friends- La Buitrera 1995




Ismael Camacho with a friend and his granddaughter- La Buitré '. ;
1992 i

Ismael Camacho and granddaughter Ana Maria- Palmira 1979




Ismael Camacho with his family- 1993

Ismael Camacho with his wife and granddaughter Ana Maria- .

Ismael Camacho and granddaughter Ana Maria- Palmira 197 '

Ismael Camacho with his friends.- 1980




Ismael Camacho, his granddauter I_\na Maria, his son a Ismael Camacho with his grandda
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Ismael Camacho with his granddaughter Ana Maria- 1

Ismael Camacho with his granddaughter Ana Maria- 1
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Ismael Camacho with his granddaughter Ana Maria-
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March 16, 1926

pn e

‘ Born inColombia Lebrija onMarch 16, 192¢. |

August 4, 1996

P

‘ Passed away on the twenty first of October 1995. ‘



| JOSE ISMAEL CAMACHO

A LIFE




I’m sharing with you the life of a clever, funny ard gifted writer, a man who could talk about any
topic and knew everything. A father that | miss andwished he could have been preserved for
eternity.

A quiet province in the north of Colombia at the bginning of the twentieth century, Santander
del Sur had been rocked a few times by the wars hveeen the liberales and the conservadores.

In a quiet village called Lebrija, an hour away fran Bucaramanga, a young woman (Josefina
Camacho) went in labour. She already had two otherhildren and had lost a few others at birth.

Little Horacio Camacho was five years old and hisister Lijia, two years old as they waited with
their father in the lounge. As Josefina pushed fothe last time, a rose faced child appeared in the
world, locks of fair hair on his wet head.

As the baby cried, the children went in the room ad admired the new addition to the family,
while the midwife cut the umbilical cord.

Having lost another baby the year before, Josefingelt nervous about the child and the midwife
wanted to make sure everything would be fine thisme.

Father stroked the baby's hair as the children adrimed his rosy face. Then he led them to the
kitchen, where they had their lunch. The childrenwanted to know how the baby had come in the
world and if he would live with them.

That evening little Ismael slept in a small cot byis mother’s side. The sound of cockerels singing,
woke them up next morning, and as the baby cried,i& mother put him to her breast.

Time went past and Jose Ismael grew intro a chubbghild with golden curls, who liked to play
with his brother and sister in the countryside around his home. He pulled his carsl@ng the grass



and hid his sister's dolls under the bushes.

After going to bed one night complaining of pain irhis arm, his father didn't wake up the next
morning. Jose Ismael was five years old while Ligiand Horacio were six and eight years old.
The children couldn't understand death at that ageand they thought father would come back
later.

Sweet dreams had shattered for the young woman, tedlone with her three children. They
traveled on the back of mules, to a town where theuncles lived. That journey across the
mountains must have been exciting for a five yeara boy.

The country didn’t have many roads during the niney thirties. They had to trek to the other side
of the cordillera, where another life waited for them amidst a bigger city.

Little Horacio recalled the slow pace of the muleby the edge of precipices and ravines. A
friend, who had come with them, built the tents tcsleep that night.

<!--[if IsupportLineBreakNewLine]-->

<!--[endif]-->

Playing in the field next morning, the children colected flowers growing alongside the grass. It
was a great adventure for them all, even if the welaer turned cold and they felt tired.

After the children had climbed on the mules they reumed their trek through the mountains full
of fog and dangers.

An immense kaleidoscope of rivers, hills and raviree made up the countryside in the central
cordillera of the Andes where the Chibchas had lived before thmnquest



Having left the province of Santander, the mountais had given way to pastures. Cows and goats
ate the long grass, as an eagle circled above thdogking for pray as nature rejoiced in life.

The church steeple against a cloudy horizon, welcad them, as they neared Choconta. Sensing
the end of their journey, the mules trotted towardshe houses at the edge of town.

Josefina with little Ismael were the first ones tenter the town, people looked at them from their
houses while dogs barked.

Where’s the church?” she asked a man.

He took them along the high street and up to the ehich, where the sound of people singing
spilled into the surrounding streets.

"Alleluia," they sang.

After helping her children to dismount the donkeys Josefina led them inside the house of God, as
the priest read the sermon.

A little man, pushing his bic glasses up his nose, stood in front of the congaggpn talking of



God's grace.

He paused for a minute as the new arrivals sat dawbefore resuming his sermon. Josefina
hoped her uncle would welcome them in their home.

He hugged Josefina and the children after the mass

“I was expecting you,” he said.

As a catholic priest, Uncle Antonio believed in the&alue of his family amongst the kingdom of
God.

After taking them to his house by the church, thenaid helped them to bring their belongings
and they had lunch in the refectory . The man accopanying the family to Choconta, went back
to Lebrija in Santander the next day.

Tired after the long journey, Josefina and the chilren went to sleep after dinner. They met
Uncle Felipe next day after he had said mass.

They admired the young widow who had journeyed thragh the mountains to come to Choconta.



The uncles taught the children all about religion ad the bible and they paid for their education.

My father was 14 years old when the second war waflstarted. After reading everything about
the conflict, he liked going to the movies to seée films of the time.

A clever boy, he did well in the school and had irdrited his mother’s blond hair and fair skin.
His sister Ligia and his brother Horacio looked moe like their father.

Jose Ismael finished school and studied medicine e Universidad Nacional of Bogota. He got

his degree in medicine and married his second cousiCecilia Mogollon, on the 14 of February
1952.

April 22, 2007
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