“The Dodge moved off with a lurch, quickly gathering speed. I watched the car make the corner, Alberto looking straight ahead, and the street was empty again: silent but for a barking dog and a crappy radio coming out of an open window. 

People always say that springtime lasts forever in Medellín, so when the hot days hit, the city simply stews. My clothes clung to my skin that afternoon. Even the walls inside our apartment looked like they were close to breaking into a sweat. The place was exactly the same as all the others in the barrio: one big room divided by curtains and screens. I had gone back there to fix up something to eat, and just knew that Uncle Jairo was in before opening the door. I had heard him hawking and spitting up phlegm from the street, which didn’t do much for my appetite. My mother was shopping for groceries, so he said, which meant he was free to hassle me about where I’d been and what I was doing with my life”. 

Matt Whyman: “Boy kills Man” Hodder Children’s Books 2004:33

