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Jose Leonardo Amador Obando was born in Rivas, Nicaragua
on September 28, 1957 to Dolores Obando and the late Donald
Amador. He was the second of eight children.

He was raised in Managua, which is where he attended Military
High School (Primero De Febrero). Soon after he began to study
Business Administration.

Jose was always known to be a hard working man. He was a
devoted son, brother, husband and father. Through his teen years,
he met a wonderful woman by the name of Ana Hodgson, whom
then became his wife in 1979. Later on, they conceived a daughter,
Tania and a son, Allan.

In 1988, Ana and her two young children arrived in the United
States. Three years later (1991), Jose joined his family, while in
America, he worked at an Auto Shop including several other jobs
seven days a week to provide for his family. In the year of 1995,
he had his third and final child, Tatiana.

Jose was a man that everyone loved and wanted to be around. His
presence would put a smile on everyone’s faces. He lived to see
others happy. He enjoyed cooking, fishing, playing handball,
reading and writing poetry.

Jose leaves behind a wife of thirty-five years, his three children,
Tania, Allan and Tatiana; and a sixteenth month old grandson.

He will be truly missed but will be remembered as a wonderful
man.
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Perhaps you sent a lovely card or sat quietly in a chair.
Perhaps you sent a floral piece If so, we saw it there.

Perhaps you spoke the kindest words as any friend could say.
Perhaps you were not there at all just thought of us on that day.

Whatever you did to console our hearts, We Thank You, Whatever the part.

When I come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,

I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.

Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,
A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown


