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Prologue: Death Comes Calling

Darlene Weichold was worried.

It was 9 p.m. on December 8, 1978, and her older brother had promised to call hours earlier to arrange to take her and her cousin Janet shopping the next day. The fourteen-year-old sat by the phone in the living room of the little house she shared with her mom in southwest Montreal, but it remained silent. When she tried to call him, it rang and rang until she hung up, frustrated.

“What’s he doing?” Darlene asked Janet, who’d stopped by to keep her company while her mom had a girls’ night out. “Billy’s not like this. When he says he’s going to do something, he does it.”

“Billy is a guy,” Janet replied. “They do things like this sometimes.”

“Nope,” Darlene said, shaking her head. “Not Billy. For me, he has always done what he said he’d do.”

Of her three older brothers, Billy, who at twenty-one was seven years older than his little sister, was the one Darlene was closest to. He was a railway worker, like the other men in the family, and a ladies’ man who held doors open for women and always seemed to have one on his arm. The drum player in a garage band, he could practice for hours at a time, his three dogs so accustomed to the racket, they could sleep through it without a twitch.

If Darlene had a problem, Billy was the brother she’d go to for help. If she was feeling lonely, he would come to pick her up and take her back to his place in Greenfield Park, just across the Champlain Bridge on Montreal’s South Shore—a trim two-story home with a peaked roof and driveway.

It’s why, on that cold December evening, Darlene was worried. He’d never do something to hurt her or make her feel she didn’t count, at least not intentionally. Even though she tried to keep calm in front of Janet, deep down she knew something was wrong. But what?

Her mom was out at the horse races, then planned to continue the get-together at one of her friends’ homes. There was no way for Darlene to reach her until later, when she was in a house with a phone, to ask that she come home with the car so they could go check on Billy. To pass the time, the girls turned on the TV and began to switch channels, idly looking for something to watch. Click. Donny and Marie. Click. The Rockford Files. Click. The Love Boat. Darlene couldn’t concentrate.

Where is he?

Just after 11 p.m., she turned the TV dial to CFCF, CTV’s Montreal affiliate station, and came to a sudden stop. On the screen was the report of a shooting on Verchères Street. That was where Billy lived! There were flashing red lights, sirens, and cops—cops everywhere. The journalist was at the scene, holding a microphone in gloved hands as he reported on multiple bullets being fired in front of a house. It appeared the unidentified victim, who’d been struck in the back, died instantly.

Billy was probably stuck in the mayhem, unable to reach her, Darlene thought. Unnerved, unsuspecting, and hopeful, she went to sleep. But not for long. She would soon waken to news that would upend her life for good.

It would be more than six years before Darlene would find out who had killed her brother, what seemed like an eternity, during which she tried to harden herself against the whispers that Billy had been a biker and that’s why he was dead, that the family itself was no good. Finally, in 1985, she learned the truth, not from the police, but from the radio and newspaper articles screaming headlines about a killer with the nickname “Apache.”

His real name was Yves Trudeau. He had been a founder of the first Hells Angels chapter in Quebec, and then became a relentless hitman for the outlaw bikers. For fifteen years, he had carried out his kills in the shadows, unknown and undetected by police. Only a shocking turn of events in 1985 would catapult him onto the front pages and all over the TV news.

Darlene, like most people, was horrified to learn that Trudeau, by his own admission, had stabbed, shot, bombed, strangled, beaten, and otherwise helped murder at least forty-three people over the last decade and a half. That puts him far ahead of more infamous Canadian serial killers from the 1980s and 1990s, such as Clifford Olson, who confessed to murdering eleven children and teenagers; Paul Bernardo, who was convicted of killing three girls and admitted to raping at least another ten; and Robert Pickton, who was found guilty of murdering six women and boasted of slaughtering many more.

Unlike those men, who killed for sex, lust, or pleasure, for Trudeau, the bloodshed was all business. He was a contract killer hired to do a job, and for the most part, he did it well. So well that the bikers sometimes loaned him out to other organized crime empires to do their dirty work, including the east-end French gangs led by the deadly Dubois brothers and the upstart Irish Mafia in west-end Montreal.

The numbers meant nothing to Darlene, and only one of the names counted. Among the roster of murders Yves Trudeau confessed to was her brother’s. Her body went numb as she read that Billy’s death had been a case of mistaken identity. Trudeau had been contracted by the Hells Angels to kill Roxy Dutemple, Billy’s landlord, who was a member of a rival biker gang. While staking out the house, Trudeau saw a car pull into the driveway and a man exit from the driver’s side to gallantly open the passenger door for the woman who’d been sitting next to him. As she screamed, the killer let loose with a hail of bullets into the man’s back and head.

Darlene’s brother never had a chance.

“Why?” Darlene whispered. Maybe, in the waning winter light, Billy and Roxy looked alike, both with tall, thin silhouettes. Or maybe Trudeau just didn’t care. After all, as he would later tell police, when he discovered his fatal error he laughed hysterically and joked that people who looked like Roxy Dutemple should be killed just in case they were him.

“You destroyed our family,” Darlene told the black-and-white photo staring out from the newspaper page. “All that pain and suffering, for a mistake.”

It was not the first, or the last, mistake Yves (Apache) Trudeau would make.

He was not a lone wolf. As a serial killer, he survived and thrived because he was part of a global crime empire in which murder and silence dictated the rules, and it needed someone like Trudeau to do its dirty work. Although he was unilingual and reluctant to travel beyond Quebec, his infamy spread across borders. “Necessity is the mother of invention, and that’s why she invented Apache Trudeau,” says an American federal prosecutor who took on Canadian drug traffickers for whom Trudeau had worked.

This is the story of a killing spree that would span fifteen years and reverberate through society for decades longer. It is an account of the tragic failure of police to stop or catch a serial assassin and then, worse still, the controversial sweetheart deal the confessed killer would get from authorities desperate to quell biker violence.

It is the tale of one man’s journey down a road that began with adventure and ended with anguish and agony for him and many others. The journey of a man filled with, as one judge put it, “an instinct that is evil.”

A journey that would call into question the very underpinnings of our justice system.




Part One

“To Kill Was a Necessity”




1.

The Young Popeye

Yves Trudeau’s first public run-in with police did not involve handcuffs and trouble. Instead, it was all smiles and firm handshakes—and even a trophy or two.

He was one of hundreds of people attending a gathering in a large hall at the Montreal Botanical Gardens on November 22, 1969, posing for photos, laughing, and engaging in animated conversation. Seen from afar, the gathering could have been any convention, complete with multiple speeches and awards given, votes taken, minutes recorded, and a question period.

But the attendees were not classic businessmen from the traditional worlds of, say, banking, real estate, or insurance. They were not dressed in suits and ties, with their feet shod in proper oxfords. No, these were bikers, among the roughest and toughest men in Quebec, and they looked the part in leather and sneakers, their tattoos and club patches displayed in all their oft-gory glory.

A young Trudeau worked the crowd, at once observant and in constant motion. He was slight, thin, and sharp-featured, his hair slicked back in a modified pompadour. Others in the room included members of the many other biker gangs that had expanded throughout the province in the 1960s, burly, bearded, and shaggy-haired men proud to be riding in packs with names like the Devil’s Disciples and the Death Riders.

It was the first-ever meeting of the United Motorcyclists of Quebec, a federation that had been founded the previous April to promote the notion that bikers were just regular guys who deserved to be treated with respect, rather than horror or fear. What made the convention even more extraordinary was the heavy presence of uniformed police officers who rode motorcycles, not to keep a wary eye on the bikers but to mingle with them as fellow attendees. Honored guests included Louis Chantigny, Quebec’s High Commissioner for Sports, whose government had just handed over a $3,600 grant to the new federation, and, even more startling, none other than the police chief of Montreal, Jean-Paul Gilbert.

It was all part of a bold, if ill-fated, attempt to head off the ugly violence and deadly turf wars that had started to simmer in Quebec as the biker gangs flexed their muscles. The idea was to promote peace and friendly sports competition between clubs instead of skirmishes with chains and, worse still, sharp blades and bullets.

“Motorcycles are just like baseball bats,” Chief Gilbert told the appreciative crowd. “There are good things to do with them and not-so-good things.” His department didn’t want to suppress the bikers’ way of life, he continued, but rather, make it more acceptable to the public by emphasizing the sporting nature of motorcycling in general. To that end, he noted that members of the federation would be able to use police buildings for meetings and a large tract of undeveloped land in the northeast end of the city that had been donated by British Petroleum, where they could host races on cross-country terrain.

The photographs in the local papers captured Gilbert, neatly attired in a light-gray business suit, handing out a number of sporting trophies to the bikers. In one, Trudeau poses with two other leather-clad men as he is presented with a trophy that depicts a biker doing a wheelie, bucking the bike in the air on its rear wheel, much like one would do with a horse. In another picture, Trudeau smiles tightly as he shakes the chief’s hand. An unadorned pinkie ring glints from the left hand hanging idle at his side.

Looking on at the event with a mixture of satisfaction and hope was John Dalzell, a Montreal beat constable and motorcycle enthusiast who had been appointed the department’s first-ever (and only) official liaison to the bikers. One of the main architects of the police peace initiative, he prided himself on being able to move between biker clubhouses and police stations with ease. Indeed, on that day, he was named secretary-general of the short-lived federation.

“Back then, in ’68 and most of ’69, I’d say eighty percent of members were regular jacks who worked for the city or in construction,” Dalzell recalls. “They were guys who had a blast drag-racing, doing wheelies, and getting drunk on beer.”

In hindsight, it’s hard not to see the tragic naïveté of the Montreal gathering, a foreboding calm before the violent storm. Many of the more aggressive bikers were accustomed to flouting the law and were already beginning to finance their activities through trafficking drugs and killing anyone who got in the way; there was no way they would be content to swap their rough lifestyle for a genteel, fun weekend hobby.

Dalzell would get to know and, in a way, even befriend the soft-spoken biker named Yves Trudeau. Almost two decades later, Trudeau would be exposed as a serial assassin, while Dalzell would go on to become the Montreal police department’s director of communications. Both would witness the terrible violence and death toll that plagued Montreal in the 1980s and 1990s.

But looking back on those hopeful moments in 1969, Dalzell points out that the police could never have predicted what would become of the bikers and the young man with the goatee and slicked-back pompadour. “You can’t regret or think, What if we knew then what we know today? What’s the use in that?”

Yves Trudeau was born on February 4, 1946. Little is known about his early years. The man whose criminal exploits would make him infamous never talked much about his childhood, and court transcripts and, later, parole board hearings disclosed little about his upbringing. There was never a hint of any of the stereotypical explanations for what turns someone into a relentless killer—no mention of a broken family, a deprived childhood, or an early life of drugs and criminality.

The young Trudeau came of age in a conservative Quebec of the 1950s, still dominated by the church and traditional family values. He described his father as strict and controlling, obsessed with all things military, according to media accounts. But he remained close to his mother, talking about her until a month before his death. “I want to show my mother that I am good,” he would say.

Whether it was to escape the constraints of family and society or just plain boredom, as Trudeau grew into a lean and wiry young man, he sought excitement in two things: bombs and bikes. He fell in love with blowing things up, a pastime he pursued and perfected when as a teenager he landed a job at Canadian Industries Limited, or C-I-L, a manufacturer known for its paint and fertilizers—and explosives for use by police, military, and industry. “C-I-L has served industry with explosives for 140 years,” the company boasts to this day on its website. “The tradition continues with specialty explosives for every need.” C-I-L made everything from detonating cords to blasting machines. What the young Trudeau learned in the brief time he worked at the company plant in McMasterville, just south of Montreal, would serve him well in the years to come.

If explosives were work for Trudeau, riding bikes was fun. And why not join the biggest and baddest biker gang at the time: the Popeyes Motorcycle Club. Trudeau was just twenty-two, a quiet, diminutive outsider when, in 1968, he became a member of the boisterous Quebec gang that would eventually transform into the Hells Angels’ first chapter in Canada. They took their name from the cartoon sailor man with bulging biceps who always fought to the “finich ’cause I eats my spinach” and bragged that he never left his foes standing. The patch on their gray leather jackets showed a pipe-smoking Popeye on a red motorcycle nicknamed “Le Cruiser.” After forming in east-end Montreal in the early 1960s, the club quickly became the largest of the many motorcycle gangs that had sprung up across the province, boasting several hundred members, with chapters in cities including Drummondville, Quebec City, Sherbrooke, and Trois-Rivières.

For the young bomb aficionado, the club became family.

Trudeau’s background fit the profile of those who joined the motorcycle gangs at the time: blue collar or unemployed, with a limited education and fewer prospects. They were rebels without a cause, society’s outcasts, who knew how to absorb hits and not back down, with little respect for conventional authority.

“These are people who are attracted to this family because theirs has been less than satisfactory,” says Dr. Louis Morissette, a criminal psychiatrist for many years at Montreal’s respected Philippe-Pinel Institute, who interviewed and studied several bikers. “It’s really a search for belonging which we all have: ‘Hey, they’re giving me a sense of value.’”

For a young man seeking adventure and excitement, mixed in, perhaps, with a bit of crime, Yves Trudeau could not have chosen a better city than Montreal.

By the late 1960s, Montreal was beginning to lose ground to Toronto as Canada’s biggest city and as the country’s business and financial capital. But it never lost its spot as the country’s crime capital, if not one of the premier crime cities in North America. It was a dubious honor that the city had held going back several decades as various ethnic groups and families rose to the top of the crime world.

In the 1920s, Montreal became the continent’s preferred party town and bootlegging center when the United States enacted Prohibition, banning the sale of alcohol. Canada left the decision on booze to local governments, and while many cities in Canada followed the US example, Montreal remained ferociously wet and wild. It became the only large city in North America not under the booze ban.

Famous American jazz musicians such as Duke Ellington and Count Basie came to the city. Indeed, so many Americans flocked across the border that the popular composer Irving Berlin wrote and recorded a hit song called “Hello Montreal” that heralded how easy it was to “make whoop-whoop whoopie night and day” in the city.

Joining the revelers were the booze-runners and gangsters. Chicago crime lord Al Capone was known to hang out at the Montreal Pool Room, and prominent Montreal families made their fortunes shipping alcohol across the border. Prostitutes were readily available in Montreal’s famous Red-Light District, and the drug trade flourished even during the lean Depression years of the 1930s.

The 1940s saw the emergence of Jewish criminals like Harry Ship, called “the King of the Montreal Gamblers,” who ran innumerable bookmaking houses along Saint Catherine Street and the popular Chez Parée nightclub, where big-time celebrities like Frank Sinatra and Dean Martin would perform.

Police corruption was endemic, and a crusading lawyer named Jean Drapeau vowed to clean up the city when he was elected mayor in 1954. The results were mixed. Brothels and bookmaking establishments were shut down, but organized crime was already moving into drugs as the main money-maker. Montreal became a major transit route for heroin manufactured in France and destined for New York and the lucrative American market—what became known as “the French Connection.” The 1950s saw the emergence of the Italian Mafia as the top crime group in the city, starting with the Calabrian mob, notably the Cotronis, and then their Sicilian rivals, the Cuntreras and the Rizzutos—family names that would become notorious.

Fittingly for a city so steeped in crime and underworld mayhem, the 1950s also saw the birth of a uniquely Quebec phenomenon: the crime tabloid. Allo Police debuted in 1953 and would continue its gory, gratuitous, and graphic coverage for the next fifty years. Eventually, it was joined by the more picture-friendly Photo Police—not that Allo Police ever shied away from displaying stomach-churning murder scenes. The tabloid often favored the lurid and the sensational, occasionally even dabbling in pornography to boost sales. Allo Police had a knack for turning both the bad guys and the good guys (sometimes it was hard to tell which was which) into heroes, or at least likable rogues. At the same time, its journalists and photographers had exceptional contacts with cops and criminals, which often put the paper at crime scenes way ahead of conventional newspapers and allowed them to cover the events in much more detail. Over the years, Allo Police did an impressive job of painting a frightening picture of the Montreal underworld in which Yves Trudeau would emerge and flourish.

By the time Trudeau burst onto the crime stage at the tail end of the raucous and rebellious sixties, all the elements were there—drugs, corruption, and a tabloid press—to make Montreal the perfect venue for a new crop of criminals to come roaring in: the bikers.

Quebec was coming out of what is known as the Great Darkness, turning its back on the Catholic Church and the father-knows-best fiefdom of long-time Quebec premier Maurice Duplessis. They had run the province in tandem for decades, enforcing traditional church mores, favoring business over unions, and persecuting those who did not fall into line. But with the Quiet Revolution, the province was convulsed by political change and the breakdown of age-old social boundaries.

The biker world offered restless young men like Trudeau the perfect blend of rebellion and regimentation. Externally, they projected a devil-may-care disrespect for law and order, but internally they tried to maintain an almost paramilitary structure dictated from the top down, with a simple code of behavior Trudeau would later describe as “no rape, no burn, no shoot.” In other words, a biker could not steal another biker’s girlfriend or wife, cheat another biker in a drug deal, or use drugs that had to be injected. And what happened in the clubs stayed in the clubs, whether it was an internal dispute or a fight with another gang that resulted in injuries or worse. With their long hair, leather jackets, jeans, and chains, with club names and logos that evoked images of flaming death, destruction, and physical strength, the bikers found their power in a group, one for all and all for one. And woe betide those who didn’t fall in line.

The Popeyes’ headquarters were in La Fontaine Park, in the Plateau neighborhood in east-end Montreal. Once, the park had been home to a British army garrison, which used the land to train on. The biker club, considered the best-organized in the province, used it as its home base for typical gangster activities: drugs, prostitution, extortion, and theft.

About a year after joining the gray-jacketed Popeyes as a “striker,” or prospective member, Yves Trudeau was already moving up the ranks, earning his patch and befriending Yvon (Gorille) Bilodeau, one of the club’s founders. Despite his “gorilla” nickname, Bilodeau was not as beefy or menacing as most bikers, with neat hair, a well-trimmed beard, warm eyes, and an easy smile. He was shy, said one police officer who knew him, and was not fond of appearing in public. So Trudeau got the job of speaking for the club at that special biker gathering with police at Montreal’s Botanical Gardens.

Although there would later be claims that Trudeau earned the nickname “Apache” because he scalped the ear of one of his victims, it appears he was called that from the start, long before he made his first kill. Perhaps it was due to his long, straight dark hair, dark eyes, and complexion, but really, there was often no specific reason for the nicknames the bikers conferred on each other, save to give a sense of secret fellowship and confuse others not part of their fraternity. Trudeau cherished that fellowship—at least until many years later, when it turned dark and menacing.

Ironically, one of the people the young Popeye would become friendly with was a cop who had taken a very different path into the biker world.

Many young boys growing up in the 1950s dreamed of becoming a cop. Not John Dalzell. He was Anglo-Irish to his core, and the Montreal police were almost exclusively a French-speaking force. Raised in the working-class neighborhood of Rosemont, in the east end of the city, Dalzell learned early about tensions between French and English, about territory, fighting, and having to sneak onto an ice rink at a francophone college up the street because it was so much better maintained than the pitted one in a nearby park where English speakers were supposed to play.

“If the French kids caught us, we’d fight,” Dalzell recalls. “The relationship was, shall we say, very contentious.”

But Dalzell did have one francophone friend whose family lived on the same street as his. At the time, that was practically unheard of; most streets in Rosemont were occupied by either English or French residents.

In the spring of 1965, Dalzell noticed his friend had cut his hair short. It turned out that he had just joined the Montreal police. “It’s quite interesting,” he said. “You should join too, John. They’re looking for English guys big time.”

Dalzell demurred at first. His French was “brutal,” mostly swear words and street joual. But he soon applied, and the self-described “rug rat” from Rosemont began his career as a patrol cop out of Station 10, on the west side of downtown. It was a more English part of the city, and many of his colleagues and bosses were Anglos too—a little sea of them in an overwhelmingly French police department.

If Dalzell joining the Montreal police force was out of the ordinary, his journey into the world of the bikers was even more unusual. It began on a cold night in December 1966, when he was still living in his parents’ basement. He got home around midnight, tired from a late shift as a beat cop. Rather than take his beloved Triumph motorcycle down a set of cement steps to the basement, as he usually did, he decided to leave it out, chained to the metal picket fence that surrounded the home. He could practically smell the snow on the frigid air—his signal that it was time to put the bike away for the season.

I’ll clean it in the morning before putting it away, he told himself as he got ready for bed.

The next thing Dalzell knew, it was two in the morning and his father was shaking him awake.

“John, someone is stealing your bike,” the older man said.

“What? No!”

Dalzell jumped up. In his pajamas, he ran to the front door in time to see a white truck taking off with his bike in the back. Wait, was that a hand waving at him in the van’s rearview mirror? Or giving him the finger? He stood there, berating himself. What was he thinking, leaving a motorcycle outside like that, protected by just a chain and lock that could be broken by anyone with strong pliers? The Triumph was his pride, joy, and only mode of transport other than public transit, and there was no way, on his salary, that he could afford to buy another one, new or used.

So, on his own time, using his cop skills but not his badge, he started a quest to find his bike, frequenting “chop shops”—stores where stolen vehicles and bikes are dismantled and their parts sold or used for repairs and upgrades. One shop in particular, on Ontario Street in Montreal’s working-class east end, was a repository for parts such as engines, brake rods, and fenders, and the owner didn’t think twice about the tall guy he’d never seen before who asked questions in French with a heavy English accent. It was winter, after all, when bikers couldn’t ride, so they spent their time looking for merchandise to improve their bikes in time for spring or, if they were feeling flush, a new motorcycle.

“The owner let me go down to the basement to check out things on my own while he worked upstairs,” Dalzell says. “It was dark and dusty, and I would surreptitiously take down serial numbers on the parts, lots of them. Then, back at work, I’d ask the detectives working in stolen vehicles to check the numbers and their provenance.”

Soon, the detectives invited the beat cop down to police headquarters. There, in a meeting room on the second floor, Dalzell saw a massive blackboard mounted to the wall with a dizzying chart composed of columns of numbers and lines that connected them. In effect, it was the 1960s version of a computer spreadsheet. It proved that many of the parts Dalzell had found in the basement of the chop shop belonged to motorcycles that had been reported stolen.

“Well, who’s investigating this?” he asked, his gaze riveted on the chart.

“Nobody,” came the answer. “We don’t know anything about motorcycles. We just put the numbers up on the board.”

The response drove home for Dalzell the fact that motorcycle theft presented a prime opportunity for crooks looking to make quick and easy cash. If the people who were supposed to investigate these kinds of crimes didn’t know what to do, then there was no hope for anyone else in law enforcement. Biker gangs were still too new a phenomenon, no matter that they were, as he describes it, “springing up like flowers all over the place.”

That summer, Dalzell was assigned to walk the beat at Expo 67, Montreal’s popular world’s fair. He continued to search for his own stolen bike, or its parts, in what free time he had left. The assignment was a change from his regular beat on the west side of downtown, but as he dealt with the hordes of tourists, pickpockets, and grifters drawn to the Expo, the biker gangs were undergoing a change of their own: ramping up the production and sale of narcotics such as cocaine after discovering that the illicit proceeds could finance their activities and help them expand.

By then, Trudeau had risen through the ranks of the Popeyes to become one of the club’s leaders, and the Popeyes began to entrench their wealth and power through the drug trade and other illegal activities. In response, rival clubs such as the Ontario-based Satan’s Choice and the Devil’s Disciples, based in Dalzell’s old neighborhood of Rosemont, decided to muscle in on Popeye turf. The ensuing battle, which would cement Quebec’s place as one of the most dangerous places in North America for organized crime to do business, foreshadowed the two deadly biker wars to come: the first between the Hells Angels and the Outlaws from 1977 to 1984, in which Trudeau would play a key killer role, and the second and even bloodier battle between the Hells Angels and the Rock Machine from 1994 to 2002.

But those events were still years away.

With biker tensions simmering as the 1960s came to an end, Dalzell was called into a meeting with the chief of police. Jean-Paul Gilbert was a graduate of the Université de Montréal who had progressive, innovative views on law enforcement. He believed it was not a time to be ham-fisted, or to storm into clubhouses with billy clubs and guns blazing, arresting everyone on the spot. Rather, after hearing about the beat cop from Station 10 who was moonlighting undercover in chop shops, he called Dalzell in with a proposition: become the official liaison between the department and the bikers.

Dalzell balked. Blow his cover with the bikers? What would happen when he revealed his true identity?

But Gilbert persisted. To that point, authorities had concentrated their efforts on thwarting bank robbers and combatting established criminal organizations like the Italian Mafia, the emerging Irish gangsters in the west end, and the French-Canadian gang known as “le clan Dubois,” a deadly east-end group who engaged in everything from extortion to drug trafficking and murder. But when it came to bikers, a much newer phenomenon, the police were at a loss, and Dalzell, who had loved motorcycles since he was a kid, was in a position to help.

Gilbert believed the twenty-two-year-old constable could show bikers that someone they considered a friend, or at least not a threat, could actually work for the enemy—and could help them. He would be the go-between between them and the force. He could help stop random searches and seizures, when cops didn’t even bother to show a search warrant before cavalierly tossing motorcycles onto the back of a police truck with the excuse that the serial numbers looked suspicious. At the same time, he could keep tabs on the bikers because he was allowed into their clubhouses, drank beers with them on Friday nights, and rode with them on weekends.

“We have to find a way,” Gilbert said.

Dalzell decided to go for it. After three years of walking the beat, he needed a new challenge, and he figured he had one thing the bikers would respect and appreciate: a Harley-Davidson he had purchased (with the help of the police department) to replace his stolen Triumph. “That was the ultimate class for the bikers,” he recalls, since back then most of them had Triumphs or other smaller models. “But I had a Harley, and holy shit, that was the holy grail for bikers. So I reintroduced myself to them as a cop.”

Not surprisingly, it did not go over well. The bikers’ initial response to Dalzell’s revelation that, when he wasn’t wearing leather, he was sporting police blue, was along the lines of “You fucking kidding me?” Still, using his charm and the street creds he had earned over the years, Dalzell managed to convince José Martindale, the head of the Devil’s Disciples, and Yvon Bilodeau, one of the leaders of the Popeyes, that he could help mediate—not necessarily between their groups, but between them and the local police.

If the police saw the bikers as bums, the motorcyclists saw the cops as bullies who were constantly hounding them and seizing their property without showing proper warrants. Dalzell figured he could fix that and please both sides.

For the next two years, he lived a double life as a constable and a biker. The first year was the best. He’d drop into a clubhouse without a second thought, hoist a beer, and socialize. He even escorted scores of bikers to training sessions with rookie cops. The idea was that the bikers would role-play as the heavies—they played their parts with gusto—and pretend to be hanging out en masse in front of a restaurant, taking up the sidewalk and the road and intimidating everyone they met. “Some rookies reacted by just beating the crap out of the bikers from the get-go. Others were more circumspect and managed to talk the bikers into leaving,” Dalzell recalls.

Back then, to him, most of the bikers weren’t the fearsome figures they would become when serious drugs came on the scene. Rather, they were like adolescent boys who’d all had bikes equipped with two gears and banana seats, grown up to own a machine that was bigger and fiercer, with a motor and the ability to stoke fear in others. Once they acquired motorcycles and signed up, they became somebodies.

To most of Dalzell’s fellow officers, though, the bikers were a mysterious, strange outfit. “It drove police crazy when they were listening in on wiretaps, because they would hear names like Apache, Gorilla, Sky, and Chesterfield, and it was like listening to a secret code that made no sense,” Dalzell remembers. “They would come to me and ask, ‘Who are these people?’”

When Dalzell first met Trudeau in the summer of 1968, the biker was still a prospect, with a vest that had a modified club crest lower down on his chest. At the time, the future killer didn’t have a motorcycle—maybe it had been seized by police or was in for repairs—and was a bit of a sad sack, hanging back, the ultimate outsider in a clubhouse full of them.

On a few occasions, after drinking with the guys in a South Shore bar, Trudeau asked Dalzell for a ride back to his home in McMasterville, on the nearby Richelieu River. The two couldn’t talk much on the way because of the noise from the cop’s Harley, but Dalzell can’t recall anyone ever sitting down and having a good laugh or a deep conversation with the biker.

“You know what I remember most about Apache in those days?” Dalzell asks. “There was an abandoned airport tarmac in Les Cèdres, just northeast of Montreal, where we’d ride sometimes, and he was really good at doing wheelies. He’d raise his bike up on its rear wheel like it was a horse, and he could go for a long time without crashing.”

It wasn’t all fun and games. While Dalzell was keeping an eye on the bikers, there was an occasional outbreak of violence. During a melee in June 1968 between the Devil’s Disciples and the Popeyes near the Jacques Cartier Bridge on the South Shore, a Disciple named Jean-Yves (Fidel) Piquette was fatally stabbed—a death Trudeau would later say happened because the young biker got “cocky.” But it wasn’t until the winter of 1969, after the convention at the Montreal Botanical Gardens, that the young cop sensed he was no longer welcome.

“Dope changed everything,” he says.

Drugs—first marijuana, then heroin and finally cocaine—changed the biker landscape dramatically in three ways. It turned the clubs from party-making machines into profit-making ones, sparking deadly turf wars over trafficking territory. It made some bikers, who often came from working-class if not downright poor backgrounds, suddenly and fabulously wealthy. And it turned others, like Trudeau and some of his buddies, into coke-addicted “sniffers.”

For Dalzell, it turned his one-time chums into dangerous criminals. “I quickly got to know when they didn’t want a cop present,” he recalls. “I saw that transformation. Maybe it’s a skill I’ve got, able to anticipate when to be there and when to leave, and at one point, I wouldn’t even drop into a clubhouse unless I knew who was there.”

Dalzell and Trudeau, the happy-go-lucky young man doing wheelies, would not see each other again for fifteen years. Each would steadily climb the ranks in their respective worlds. When they finally did reunite, it would be under circumstances neither could have imagined.

As Dalzell’s time was running out with the bikers, Trudeau’s was only ramping up, complete with a British-made motorcycle, a taste for drugs, and a willingness to do anything to make money.

Even murder.

Especially murder.




2.

The First Kill

The house in Saint-Luc-de-Vincennes was in ruins when provincial police, cadaver dogs, and an excavation truck descended upon it in October 1986. Wood planks were broken and rotting, and the roof had caved in. Where there had once been windows, only black holes remained, silent witnesses to what hitman Yves Trudeau would claim was his first murder, more than sixteen years earlier.

Jean-Marie Viel was about twenty years old, a small-time hood and skinny biker wannabe whose disappearance in September 1970 was not remarked upon, not in a newspaper story or on a radio or TV program. He was just gone, leaving little behind save for an out-of-focus photo that would surface years later of him sitting casually on a motorcycle in front of a wire fence, eyes gazing down beneath dark brows, unsmiling, his right hand on the handlebar and his left on his lap, fingers poised as if he was smoking a cigarette. He was all angles and shadows, with dark-brown hair parted on the right and curled over his ears, a jean jacket, and lace-ups rather than solid, clunky biker boots on his feet.

Around the time Viel disappeared, tensions were ratcheting up in Quebec’s increasingly violent biker world. The year before, in an effort to stop the turf battles, the Montreal police department had spurred the creation of the United Motorcyclists of Quebec, complete with the ceremony at the Botanical Gardens attended by Trudeau, who got to shake hands with the police chief. But the spectacle of
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“Gripping from beginning to end, Hitman is shocking both for its insight

into the brutal biker underworld and for exposing a legal system
unable to hold mass murderers to account. A must-read!”
-KIM BOLAN, VANCOUVER SUN





