“It was a relief, and in some ways a disappointment, to discover that my hotel and Alec’s home, on the north side of the city, were in comfortable and expensive streets considerably less dangerous than the ones where I live in North London. Alec’s house was surrounded by orchids and visited, at set times of the day, by a couple of hummingbirds. My hotel, the Charleston, was as luxurious as any in the world, a quiet, civilised place that reminded me of some of the small expensive hotels in Washington. The neighbours were evidently prosperous. Later I discovered that many of them were very prosperous indeed. White powder billionaires. But, at this stage, I wandered around in happy ignorance. 

Downtown Bogotá had a tenser atmosphere, not helped by Alec’s insistence that any walking should be brief, brisk and carried out firmly gripping our cases. Perhaps it really is that dangerous. There have certainly been times when I have felt uncomfortable on the street, and the sight of a residential block guarded by a ragged man with a machete makes me feel anxious. Yet in the heart of the city there is one of the greatest treasures in the world, a building filled with more than fifteen thousand pieces of pre-Columbian gold.”

Alan Ereira: “The Heart of the World” Jonathan Cape Ltd 1990:15

