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For Leonor


Man is too much.

JORGE LUIS BORGES, “Poem of Quantity”

. . . guessing is always more fun than knowing.

W.H. AUDEN, “Archaeology”

There is no immortality, only memory.

CARLOS CASTILLA DEL PINO, Aflorismos


Translator’s Note

Name of the Dog is the third novel in a series set in Culiacán, a prosperous and sweltering Mexican city of nearly a million people, half an hour’s drive from the Pacific and nine hundred kilometres south of the U.S. border. Culiacán, the Sinaloa state capital, lies far off the tourist track, surrounded by desert and irrigated fields. The city’s elite still thrives on commercial agriculture, but the trafficking of marijuana, cocaine and heroin has long outdistanced the sale of cucumbers and chilli peppers. This story takes place at the end of 2007, when Mexico’s president escalated his war on drug trafficking, causing rifts in government, a realignment among the narcos and a rising toll of bodies the police would prefer not to address.


Cast of Characters

THE POLICE

Angelita, homicide department secretary

Briseño (Omar), commander of the Sinaloa State Ministerial Police

“Gori” (Gorilla Hortigosa), specialist in extracting confessions

“Lefty” (Edgar Mendieta), homicide detective

Montaño, homicide department forensic doctor

Ortega (Guillermo), head of the homicide department crime lab

Pineda (Moíses), narcotics department chief detective

Zelda (Griselda Toledo), assistant homicide detective

THE NARCOS

Arredondo (Carlos), head of an unaffiliated gang, patient of Dr Manzo

César (Valdés), nine-year-old son of cartel boss Samantha Valdés

“Chopper” (Tarriba), bodyguard and gunslinger for the Valdés family

The Chúntaros, unaffiliated gang, sworn enemies of Tenia Solium’s gang

“Devil” (Benito Urquídez), former policeman, now bodyguard and hitman for the Valdés family

“Drysnot” (Cayetano Villa Solano), bodyguard and gunslinger for the Valdés family

Durazo (Nicanor), underling of the Pacific Cartel affiliate in Hermosillo

“The Hunk” (Antonio Gómez), underling of the Pacific Cartel affiliate in Tijuana

“The Hyena” (Wong), underling of the Pacific Cartel affiliate in Mexicali

Max (Garcés), chief of security for the Valdés family

Minerva, mother of Samantha, widow of former godfather Marcelo Valdés

Samantha (Valdés), also known as La Jefa, leader of the Pacific Cartel

“Tenia Solium” (Valente Aguilar), head of an unaffiliated gang

“Uncle Beto,” member of Tenia Solium’s gang

Valentillo, teenage son of Tenia Solium

OTHERS

Alvarado (Gen Atenor Alvarado), retired army intelligence officer and advisor to the President, Ugarte’s superior

Dr Castro (Uriel Castro Arellano), dentist in Bachigualato

Col Félix (Domingo), father of Gustavo, colonel in the Mexican Army

Constantino Blake Hernández, lover and former fiancé of Lizzie Tamayo

“Curlygirl,” waiter at El Quijote, friend of Lefty Mendieta

Enrique, brother of Lefty Mendieta, former guerrilla who lives in Oregon

Francelia, daughter of Héctor Ugarte and María Leyva

“Glasseater” (José Rodelo), bar entertainer

Gustavo (Félix), cousin of Jason Mendieta

Jason, eighteen-year-old son of Lefty Mendieta and Susana Luján

Lizzie (Tamayo), wife of Dr Manzo, lover of Constantino Blake Hernández

María (Leyva), wife of Héctor Ugarte

Mariana (Kelly), romantic girlfriend of Samantha Valdés

Dr Manzo (Humberto Manzo Solís), dentist in Culiacán

El Presidente, the President of Mexico

Quiroz (Daniel), star crime reporter for “Eyes on the Night” radio programme

Rodo, boyfriend of Zelda Toledo

The Secretary, a federal cabinet minister

Susana (Luján), one-time girlfriend of Lefty Mendieta, mother of Jason

Trudis, housekeeper and cook for Lefty Mendieta

“The Turk” (Samuel Estrada), former narco, boyhood friend of Héctor Ugarte

Ugarte (Héctor), ex-military officer, undercover intelligence agent

MEXICAN FOOD AND DRINK

Agua de jamaica: a sweet cold drink made from hibiscus flowers

Aguachile: Sinaloa-style ceviche made with fresh raw shrimp, cucumber, red onion, lime juice, ground chillies and water

Asado a la plaza: fried cubes of beef with cooked vegetables, garnished with lettuce and fresh cheese or sour cream

Asado sinaloense: another name for asado a la plaza

Ate de membrillo: quince fruit paste

Barbacoa: cubed beef and beef marrow stewed in beer with potatoes, onions, tomatoes, olives, chillies and spices

Bucanitas: Buchanan’s Scotch whisky

Buñuelos: tortilla-shaped fried dough served with anise-flavoured syrup and powdered sugar

Cabrería a la ingelsa: bone-in beef tenderloin flavoured with Worcestershire sauce

Ceviche: raw fish in lime juice with chillies, onion, tomatoes and salt

Chakira: a non-alcoholic drink made from strawberry, kiwi and orange juice

Chiltepín chilli: a very small and very hot chilli pepper

Huevos à la Leonor: hard fried eggs with sour cream, dried ground chillies and sea salt

Machaca: marinated beef or pork rubbed with spices, then pounded, dried and shredded

Machaca de pescado: dried fish cooked with tomato, poblano chilli, onion, garlic and spices, then mashed

Michelada: beer with lime juice, powdered chillies and salt

Pescado zarandeado: fish marinated in chillies and spices, then grilled

Pibil: Yucatán-style meat or fish cooked in a banana leaf

Salsa mexicana: chunky hot sauce made of tomatoes, onions, jalapeño chillies and coriander

Tacos al vapor: tacos steamed in a double boiler


One

Room on the twenty-fourth floor of the Hilton Guadalajara. No dogs no cats no. Those are your instructions, Señor Ugarte, and I expect quick results. A lousy reproduction on the otherwise blank wall, curtains drawn, lights dim. Permeating everything, the tension of mistrust. Ugarte fixed his gaze on the three men flanking the member of the presidential cabinet, Man Number One, Man Number Two, Man Number Three: With all due respect, Señor Secretary, that will be up to you; my job is to provide you with information, what you do with it is not my responsibility. The Secretary wore a black suit and had already tossed back seven drinks. Sancho Panza belly. Ugarte wore a wine-coloured tie and had not touched his beer. His sixtieth birthday had come and gone, the party postponed: In December I’ll make up for it.

A small office in the presidential palace a few days before. At your service, Señor Presidente, sir, how is your señora? are the children well? An assistant served them whisky and departed. Listen up, Señor Secretary, I’m told your data is bullshit and of course I can’t rely on it, I want precision, exactitude, absolute dedication and results, is that clear? so I’m going to send you a skilled operative, not one of our own, have him infiltrate that meeting; a friend will help out, he wants to know who we’re after and to offer his opinion, we’re not going to allow that, I even refused to let it be one of his men; I need to know what happens at that meeting: who’s there, if the señora is vulnerable, to what point we can control them and what their plans are; I want to know their next moves. The President drained his glass and refilled it. Any of our agents could do that, sir, I have experts at this sort of thing; please sir, turn a deaf ear to my enemies, they evidently want to undermine me. You aren’t listening, don’t let them drag us into their racket, they need to know they’ve been fingered as the enemy, that the agreements are over, that they’re confronting a state that is strong and powerful. My impression is that they understand that, sir. Well, you sure can’t tell, I’m sick and tired of hearing that I want to legitimise myself, that the economy is collapsing, that we’re a failed state, I need everyone to pull their weight and do their jobs; if you mess up, start thinking about some African country where I can send you as ambassador, I know you like giraffes.

That is what brought them to the suite at the Hilton, the Secretary nervous, his bodyguards alert. Ugarte, a former military officer linked to a powerful clique, did not work much for the government anymore, he had health problems and they took too long to pay: what’s the story with bureaucrats, how can they be so bad at routine business? of course, when it’s time to shoot off their mouths they’re the first to start yapping. Yet he could not resist this chance to learn first hand what was up with the President’s flagship initiative, the war on organised crime, and just maybe he would be able to fulfil the secret longing that crossed his mind half an hour before as he rode the elevator up to the suite; what’s more, he never refused an assignment from General Alvarado, who had utter faith in him and who sent him pibil and decorations made from henequen at Christmas. Man Number One took out a cigarette. Black easy chairs. Man Number Two grabbed it and crushed it with a smile. What was going on? A war apparently launched as a public-relations exercise was killing an average of 19.3 people every day. What was the President aiming at? Well, that much was clear, but what did the heads of the cartels want? Good question.

The Secretary, who had not dared take a sip when with the President, now emptied his eighth glass in one gulp. We will put an end to them, Ugarte, we’ve got this war won, the President doesn’t need to worry, the gringos are happy, their ambassador says so without any prompting. So, why do you need to infiltrate a meeting of the notables? He knew he was taking a risk they might not hire him. The Secretary glared at him for thirty-three seconds. My boss wants to be sure and he’s the one in charge, Alvarado recommended you, I don’t know why, have you heard of the Mochis Initiative? Should I have? By now Ugarte was fed up, he did not want the official version of what the General had already told him in all its gory detail and he was beginning to feel ill; he stood up, held out a card with a cell-phone number to bring the session to an end. I will only call once from this number, Señor Secretary, make sure you answer. You think my telephones are tapped? Yours I don’t know, but mine certainly are, and this one I will use just the one time. Don’t worry, I’ll answer. Man Number Three handed him a card with the number for him to dial. Don’t delegate it to one of these well-dressed young men. The three scrutinised him, their faces blank. Of course not, Ugarte, who do you think I am? You’ll want to know right away, it’ll give you more time to use the information to your advantage. You think you’re a big shit, don’t you? Well, Señor Secretary, I am Catholic. And you go to Mass at the Guadalajara cathedral. He thinks I live here, Ugarte thought, and he stood up. Señor, I have to go. He handed the Secretary a second card with another number: So you can tell me the place, day and time of the meeting; I will only answer once. They contemplated each other. Fucking shit of a James Bond. Goddamned fourth-rate Fouché.

While two agents waited in the lobby to trail him, the former officer lay down in his room on the nineteenth floor. He was exhausted.

Alcohol is the only adviser that decides everything by flipping a coin.
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