
Beto's Tribute 
 
MY MOTHER IS a very humble person and deeply religious. She sacrificed so much for me 
growing up, but she rarely accepts the luxuries I try to give her now. Mom likes to live simply and 
out of the public eye. So although she has always known how much I love dancing, I don’t think 
she really understood what we’ve accomplished through Zumba Fitness until I brought her to 
Orlando for the Zumba Instructor Convention. 
 
Four years ago, at the first convention, I was videotaped saying, “Mom, this is for you” just before 
I took the stage. At the time, she was back in Colombia, and I missed her very much. 
 
At the next year’s convention, in front of thousands of people, I stopped the music. “This is a 
personal moment for me,” I said. “If you want to join me, put your hands together.” I bent my head 
and said, “God, the only thing I want next year is to bring my mom here to be with me.” Two 
weeks later, her visa, which had been rejected earlier, was approved. 
 
The following summer, my mom came to Orlando for the convention, but she had more on her 
mind than the world’s largest fitness party. She was concerned about my salvation.  
 
“You don’t go to temple,” she said to me, looking worried. I told her as gently as I could, “Mom, I 
have my personal conversation with God every morning when I give thanks for everything I have. 
There are people who go to church, pray for others, make their donations—but they never get the 
chance I’ve been given to help people directly. When you come to the convention, you’ll see the 
best way I know how to express my faith.” 
 
So I brought her to the convention, and she was so shy. People came up to her with tears in their 
eyes and shared their Zumba experiences— how they were happier or healthier, developing new 
friendships, recovering from disease. It was so touching. 
 
Then, while I was dancing with my crew, I had my best friend lead her to a spot under the stage. 
She didn’t realize she was on a hydraulic platform until it lifted her onto the stage to the applause 
of thousands of Zumba lovers. Many of them had been with me the year before, praying to bring 
her to the U.S. My mother and I were both overcome with emotion as I introduced her to the 
crowd—and over all the cheering, she looked at me and mouthed the words, “Now, I understand. 
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