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A
lone pedestrian darting
into the street is not usually
cause for alarm, even in the
troubled Caribbean nation of
Haiti. For Mark Bourque, the

fifty-seven-year-old Canadian behind the wheel
of a rented white SUV, this was yet another
obstacle in the seemingly endless series of chal-
lenges one encounters when driving in this
country. But this time it was different. He had
made his way across the 200-kilometre route
from the country’s bucolic southwest coast
and he was now in Cité Soleil, the Mad Max
epicentre of the capital, Port-au-Prince, perhaps
the most chaotic city in the Western hemisphere.

Bourque and his fifty-four-year-old passen-
ger, Pierre Perreault, both retired RCMP officers
working as members of the United Nations
Stabilization Mission in Haiti (known by its
French acronym, MINUSTAH), had left their
beach house near the city of Les Cayes before
sun-up on December 20, 2005. By 9 a.m., after
four hours of driving northeast, the two men
had only made it as far as Port-au-Prince’s out-
skirts; their destination was on the other side
of downtown, another hour away. Their first
of many errands that day was supposed to be
dropping off their rented SsangYong Korando,
a South Korean SUV, at a Hertz Rent-a-Car out-
let for a tune-up, and they were late. A Cana-
dian colleague with the mission stationed in
Port-au-Prince, Pierre Ratelle, was already
waiting at the Hertz outlet to pick them up.

Forty-five minutes’ worth of horn-honking
later, Bourque and Perreault were through
Port-au-Prince’s dense, labyrinthine down-

town and entering a wider, four-lane stretch
through a deserted-feeling industrial park.
They passed several UN armoured personnel
carriers (APCs), massive whitewashed six- or
eight-wheeled vehicles known by the city’s
French-speaking populace as bisons.

As Bourque shifted the car into third gear
for the first time in an hour, Perreault picked up
his mobile to notify Ratelle of their approach.
“We’ll be there in about five minutes,” Perreault
told his friend.

It was at 10 a.m., coming upon yet another
APC, that Bourque downshifted to allow the
lone pedestrian to cross the street. Seconds later,
another pedestrian crossed from the other
side, and Bourque slowed almost to a stop.

Suddenly, the front of the vehicle was just
about surrounded; there was a boy by each front
tire. Another two stood before the bumper.

Bourque saw a flash of metal.“Pierre, they’ve
got guns!” he cried.

They were chimère, Perreault realized.
Named after a fire-breathing monster of Hait-
ian mythology, the Creole word referred to
bandits who targeted the country’s wealthy
with kidnappings and other acts of terror.
Perreault had never heard of them targeting
members of the UN mission, though. All the



thought how odd it was, how he could feel 
the heat from the gun blast before the bullet’s
arrival. He was certain he was dead.

M ark bourque had avoided another
deadly roadway ambush thirteen years

earlier, in 1992, as he was wrapping up the bigg-
est case of his life. Throughout the mid-’80s
while assigned to the Montreal RCMP detach-
ment’s proceeds-of-crime and money-launder-
ing division, Bourque had concentrated on a
Mafia family from Siculiana, Italy, the Caruana-
Cuntrera clan, a globally diversified criminal
conglomerate that funnelled Thai heroin and
Venezuelan cocaine through Montreal and into
the United States. Leading a six-year investi-
gation that involved 300 witnesses in nine 
different countries, Bourque compiled a 3,600-
page dossier that functioned as a road map to
the family’s financial dealings.

His work earned him the nickname Elliot
Ness in law-enforcement circles. But the RCMP
brass didn’t think Bourque’s case was strong
enough to warrant a multi-million-dollar
prosecution, and to Bourque’s chagrin, it was
mothballed. Vindication came seven years after
the case began – not in Canada, but across the
Atlantic in Italy – where he was sent in 1992
to work closely with that country’s chief Mafia
prosecutor, Judge Giovanni Falcone. Weeks
after Bourque returned to Canada, Falcone
appealed to the government in Venezuela –
where much of the Caruana-Cuntrera family
lived – to extradite the mobsters. Three days
later, on a route Bourque travelled often with
Falcone, the Italian magistrate was killed in
his car by a bomb buried under the road.

Italian authorities did eventually extradite
the family’s Venezuelan contingent and suc-
ceeded in handing out lengthy prison senten-
ces. But Alfonso Caruana, the family’s leader,
remained free until a new investigation led to
his July 1998 arrest at his home in Woodbridge,
Ontario, in connection with charges that netted
him an eighteen-year prison sentence. By that
point, RCMP brass had reassigned a still-bitter
Bourque to the force’s equivalent of Timbuktu,
the Montreal VIP unit, which acts as a glorified
security-guard service for visiting dignitaries.
There, in 2002, he would complete the thirty-
five years of service he needed to retire with
a full pension.

Soon after, Bourque and his wife of thirty-
four years, Lise, began building their dream
home on a five-acre plot of land they’d bought
in the foothills north of Quebec City. The
Bourques designed their home like a medieval
castle, complete with a stone turret. But three
years into the project, in the fall of 2005,

Bourque realized his RCMP pension wouldn’t
provide enough money to complete it.

Then he heard about a high-paying oppor-
tunity in Haiti, where a United Nations mission
of Brazilian, Argentinean, and Jordanian
troops, among others, were attempting to 
stabilize the coup-ridden country. The position
that interested Bourque came from a non-
governmental organization called Canadem,
to which the Canadian government had out-
sourced the job of sending a contingent
of twenty-five retired or otherwise inactive
Canadian police officers to assist the Haitian
National Police during the country’s upcom-
ing elections, scheduled for November 20.
Canadem didn’t have to think too hard about
offering a job to someone with Bourque’s qual-
ifications. He would depart for the Caribbean
in mid-October and return at the end of Feb-
ruary. On top of his RCMP pension, the salary
would allow him and Lise to finish their dream
home and settle securely into retirement.

I n the korando on route nationale
one, Perreault was surprised to find he was

still alive, and unharmed. Then the closest
chimère squeezed off another round. More
gunshots sounded. “Get down!” Perreault
shouted to his partner. Their best chance for
safety rested with the MINUSTAH troop car-
rier, maybe twenty metres away. Except the
Korando was losing speed. Perreault turned
and saw Bourque slumped over the steering
wheel, unconscious. With the Korando just
about even with the troop carrier, Perreault
wrenched the steering wheel to the right,
toward the shoulder of the road, where the car
slowed to a stop.

Atop the APC, the MINUSTAH troops
fired toward a factory wall across the street,
where the chimère had run. Perreault opened

the passenger door and sprinted around 
the front of the Korando to Bourque’s door,
exposing himself to the side of the street
where the chimère hid.

Hurrying now, Perreault opened Bourque’s
door, unbuckled his safety belt, grabbed him
from behind, and heaved. But he couldn’t pull
Bourque from the car. Something was caught.
Perreault reached forward to feel down around
the clutch. The floor mat was wet, a swampy
mess. Kneeling now, Perreault could see 
why: Blood spurted from the lower part of
Bourque’s left leg. And Bourque’s left foot was
snagged under the clutch. First Perreault
reached in to free Bourque’s foot. Then he
removed his own belt and slung it twice
around Bourque’s thigh, cinching it as tightly
as he could. Now Perreault was able to lift
Bourque from the driver’s seat, dragging him
backwards past the car’s rear edge and around
to the other side, the side sheltered from the
chimère gunfire, where Perreault set Bourque
down in the dirt alongside the car.

Perreault tightened the tourniquet and
succeeded in curtailing the bleeding to a trickle.
He checked Bourque’s pulse. It was weak. His
breathing was shallow. It was plain he had lost
a lot of blood. Hearing the rattle of a diesel
engine, Perreault watched the nearby troop
carrier pull ahead, so that the Korando and the
APC together now formed a chevron protect-
ing Bourque and Perreault from the chimère’s
bullets. As Bourque bled, Perreault stood and
shouted at an infantryman atop the APC.

“Dans la bison!” Perreault said. “Aide-moi
à mettre mon ami dans le bison!”

The soldier ignored him. Perreault tried in
English.
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Mark Bourque (left) and Pierre Perreault celebrate
Christmas in Haiti three days before Bourque’s death.
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“Help me get my friend into the APC!” he
shouted.“He’s bleeding! He needs a hospital!”

Several more of the soldiers were looking
at him now, and Perreault tried again, louder.
Nothing. Suddenly he saw why he was having
so much trouble communicating. The soldiers’
shoulder patches identified the men as 
Jordanian troops. Perreault didn’t know what
language they spoke in Jordan, but it didn’t
seem to be French. So Perreault tried again in
English. He tried Haitian Creole, then the little
Spanish he knew. Nothing changed the mad-
deningly blank expression on the faces of these
infantrymen, several of whom climbed down
to look at Bourque, whose leg, even with the
tourniquet, was leaking blood onto the road.

Perreault felt as though he was about to
explode with frustration. One of the soldiers
climbed down from the APC and seemed to
take Bourque’s pulse. His partner’s face was
disturbingly pale.

Finally, Perreault abandoned spoken lan-
guages and tried his hand at mime. He pointed

at Bourque. He pointed at the tank and 
pretended to be turning a steering wheel.
“A l’hopital!” he said. “A l’hopital!”

He got right up into one of the Jordanians’
faces and pleaded. “Please! Please!” He was
almost touching the soldier’s powder-blue
helmet. “Please help me! He’s going to die! If
we don’t get him in your tank! To get him to
the hospital! Please!”

Two months earlier, in october,
Bourque and his fellow officers arrived 

in Haiti and were asked by the Canadem
detachment leaders where they wanted to be

stationed. Bourque was the only one of the
twenty-five recruits to reply, “Anywhere.” In
the end, he was posted to the southern city of
Les Cayes, one of the nation’s nicest areas.
Bourque felt he’d been equally lucky with his
assigned partner. Pierre Perreault was an
easygoing amateur pilot who, like Bourque,
spent his career with the RCMP; plus, he was
a veteran of three previous missions to Haiti.

Bourque was surprised by the beauty of
Les Cayes. His knowledge of the island’s history
prepared him for much harsher conditions.
He knew Christopher Columbus had, in
1492, landed on the island that Haiti now
shares with the Dominican Republic, known
as Hispaniola. More than 500,000 African
slaves made the western, French side of the
island one of the richest European colonies
until a slave revolt in 1791 eventually led to
the establishment of the world’s first black
republic, in 1804. More than two centuries
later, Haiti’s history has been defined by a per-
petual class conflict between rich and poor.
It’s become a cliché, really: A charismatic
populist ascends to the country’s leadership
with promises of taming the corrupt reigning

elites, only to be brought down himself years
later amid allegations of corruption – much
of it, recently, tied to the drug trade.

The instability has rendered the Caribbean
nation the Western hemisphere’s poorest
country, with the high infant mortality and
low life expectancy that accompanies such
ignominy. With 8.3 million people, Haiti is so
poor that the latest wave of political instabil-
ity was triggered by a disorganized band of
just 200 men led by Guy Philippe, an alleged
drug baron with ties to the country’s elites.
The attacks led by Philippe’s force prompted
the February 2004 exile of the one-time 

people’s champion, president Jean-Bertrand
Aristide. An interim version of the UN stabi-
lization mission began after Aristide’s depar-
ture with a mandate to stay until a new leader
could be elected, eventually growing into
8,900 uniformed and civilian personnel,
including Bourque, from forty-four countries.

Bourque’s mission was directly related to
that mandate, as he would be helping to hire,
train, and manage the security guards in Les
Cayes who would be protecting the region’s
polling stations for the forthcoming election.
His detachment faced a few challenges early
on. Upon their arrival in Haiti, Bourque and
his fellow officers discovered there was a
shortage of cars and that their employer,
Canadem, had arranged for its officers to drive
unmarked SUVs from the Port-au-Prince
Hertz agency.

Perreault and Bourque drove their rental
to the secluded house on the Caribbean beach
where Perreault had arranged for them to
stay; to get there, they drove past barefoot
Haitian farmers working in rice paddies and
topless women splashing with their children
in freshwater streams. After work, they ate
fresh seafood, drank the local beer, Prestige,
marvelled at the Caribbean starlight, and
played card games with the locals, who also
taught Bourque some Creole.

Bourque felt more invigorated than he had
in years. He told his family that the experience
reminded him of his early years as a police
officer, before the bureaucratic reality of the
RCMP burned him out. He honestly believed
he was making a difference.

One day a man came to the gate of the house
asking for money to pay for some medicine for
a sick child, and Bourque obliged. Soon more
people came to the gate, and Bourque gave
them money, too. “You can’t keep giving away
your money,” Perreault said. “You can’t afford
it. Plus, you’re making them into beggars.”

“But I’m just trying to help,” Bourque said.
Perreault had a suggestion. For several years,

he had been paying for the schooling of a
local boy he’d met on a previous mission. The
boy had a sister, Dorothé Pilorge, who also
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THE SHOOTING BEGAN WHEN BOURQUE
STAMPED HIS FOOT ON THE ACCELERATOR. “I’M
HIT!” HE CRIED. THE KID NEXT TO PERREAULT’S
WINDOW THEN RAISED HIS GUN AND FIRED

Bourque’s SUV came to a stop at the curb  in the fore-
ground after he was shot in the Haitian slum Cité Soleil.
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needed money for tuition. Bourque agreed to
pay it – about $500 a year. Later, Bourque
learned Pilorge was interested in studying
medicine; he mentioned a few universities 
in Quebec where she might attend medical
school, or train to be a nurse.“You could even
stay in my castle,” he told her.

“It’s cruel to elevate her hopes like that,
Mark,” Perreault later told him, when they were
alone.“Are you going to pay her tuition? She’ll
need a visa. How will you get that for her?”

After a few days, Bourque began asking
around. He found a contact in the Canadian
embassy who might help with Pilorge’s visa.
Perreault was due to return to Canada on
December 21 for a Christmas holiday. Rather
than flying from Les Cayes, Bourque convinced
Perreault to make the four-hour drive with
him. They could leave the day before, on
December 20. Their rental car was due for a
tune-up at Hertz, anyway. And while Bourque
was in Port-au-Prince he could talk to an
embassy official about a visa for Pilorge.

As the date approached, neither Bourque
nor Perreault gave much thought to the route
they planned through the city to get to their
first stop in Port-au-Prince, the Hertz outlet.

MINUSTAH had taken to classifying the
capital’s neighbourhoods in three different
threat levels: red, yellow, and green. Red 
areas were the most dangerous, where even
MINUSTAH’s heavily armed blue-helmeted
soldiers were reluctant to go without ample
backup. And the most dangerous of the red
zones was Cité Soleil, Haiti’s largest slum, a
sun-baked concrete plain between the industrial
northlands and the harbour, where 300,000

people reside in precarious wood shacks and
scorching one-room cinderblock dwellings.

The area is run by Amaral Duclona, a
beefy, well-spoken twenty-seven-year-old, and
his organized force of chimère, who protested
Aristide’s departure with a campaign of
intimidation and kidnappings targeting the
nation’s elites. Between July and November
2005, MINUSTAH’s anti-kidnapping team
registered an average of fifty-two kidnapping
victims a month. And in December, the month
Bourque and Perreault chose to visit Port-au-
Prince, the criminal fad hit its peak with a
record 106 victims logged by MINUSTAH.

According to the UN spokesman in Haiti,
David Wimhurst, MINUSTAH leadership
posted daily advisories to an internal server
accessible to all mission staff that listed which
Port-au-Prince neighbourhoods presented
visitors with the biggest risk of kidnappings
or other misfortune. Even if the postings
weren’t accessible from Les Cayes – and given
the vagaries of Haiti’s communications system,
that could have been the case – Wimhurst says
Bourque and Perreault should have known to
call a mission security officer in Port-au-
Prince for a verbal danger assessment of travel
through the city. But distance and the compar-
ative stability of Les Cayes insulated Bourque
and Perreault from any sense of Port-au-
Prince’s decaying situation.

Perreault had some sense that MINUSTAH’s
suggested “safe” route zigzagged through the
city’s most crowded areas. Such a route would
add an hour, at least, to their trip. More prob-
lematically, because many Port-au-Prince
streets aren’t marked, Perreault wasn’t certain

he’d be able to navigate the correct route – and
he didn’t want to risk getting lost. To get to
the Hertz station, Perreault opted for the most
direct choice, staying on Route Nationale One
through the city. Unfortunately, the route
would take the men through Cité Soleil, the
chimère’s central command, at the peak of the
kidnapping outbreak.

W ith bourque bleeding and 
unconscious on Route Nationale One,

Perreault tried in vain to get the Jordanian
troops to take his partner to the nearest hos-
pital. Perreault was almost sobbing out of
pure vexation when his cellphone rang. It 
was Pierre Ratelle, the friend Perreault and
Bourque were to meet at the Hertz location.

“Mark’s been wounded,” Perreault told
Ratelle in French. “A kidnapping attempt. He
was shot in the leg. He needs help. We’re on
the Route Nationale, directly across from
a building called the École Technologie.”

Ratelle’s first thought was to speed from
the Hertz lot, where his own SUV was, to the
École Technologie. He could be there in two
minutes. But first he notified his superior
officer, who in turn notified the UN’s Joint
Operations Centre. Ratelle was ordered to
drive to the nearest hospital, an Argentinean-
run MINUSTAH base across from the airport,
just a five-minute drive from Perreault and
Bourque. From there, Ratelle would act as
Perreault’s link to the outside world.

At 10:10 a.m., Ratelle called Perreault with
news. He was at the hospital, and a MINUS-
TAH ambulance was preparing to leave. But
before it could, the ambush scene would have
to be secured with another APC.

The second APC arrived at 10:20 a.m. Only
now did Perreault get a good look at Bourque’s
wound, and what he saw was disturbing. Some
sort of slug looked like it had entered Bourque’s
leg just under the knee. When it exited, it had
torn off most of Bourque’s calf muscle. The
chimère Perreault had seen only carried pis-
tols. He didn’t think a bullet from one of their
weapons could do something like this.

Perreault was now calling Ratelle practically
by the minute. “The ambulance had better get
here,” Perreault said, increasingly worried.
“Because Mark doesn’t look good.” During
another call, Perreault checked the tags in
Bourque’s shirt that listed his blood type, and
told Ratelle to alert the hospital to prepare 
a transfusion of O-positive blood.

When Perreault hung up the line, he noticed
several Jordanians milling around Bourque’s
body. They didn’t seem particularly perturbed
about the situation. One of them had pulled
out a camera and was taking snapshots of his
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pals, who’d crouched to pose near the pool of
blood at Bourque’s feet.

“Hey!” Perreault said. “Hey!” He shook a
finger at the soldier, who put away the camera.

Moments later, at 10:30 a.m., the ambulance
arrived. At that point, Bourque had been
bleeding on the roadside for nearly thirty
minutes. It took another fifteen for the ambu-
lance workers to load Bourque into the rescue
vehicle and get him to the hospital. Doctors
started a transfusion immediately.

Meanwhile, a helicopter prepared to take
him to a better hospital in Santa Domingo, on
the other side of the island in the Dominican
Republic. But Bourque had lost too much
blood. Ten minutes after getting through the
front doors of the hospital, at 10:55 a.m.,
Bourque’s heart stopped. After several attempts
to resuscitate the fallen police officer, a doctor
declared Bourque dead on the morning of
December 20 at 11:08.

The incident made a much bigger
splash in Haiti than it did in Canada.

Mark Bourque’s death helped break the peace
between MINUSTAH and Amaral Duclona’s
chimère, and the resulting violence tipped the
capital toward such chaos that Haiti’s interim

government decided not to hold the presiden-
tial elections on the scheduled date of January
8, 2006, the fourth time they were postponed.
Gun battles between chimère and MINUSTAH
grew increasingly common. Three Jordanian
peacekeepers were killed by snipers several
days later in the same area Bourque had been
shot. In the chaos that lingered after the New
Year’s holiday, MINUSTAH’s commander, a
Brazilian, was discovered dead from a gunshot
wound to the head, an apparent suicide.

The Canadian media ran news stories
decrying the tragic death of an RCMP hero.
But because it happened close to Christmas,
when newsrooms were depleted by vacationing
journalists, no media outlet paid much atten-
tion to the circumstances behind his death.
Reporters generally parroted the line sold to

them by Foreign Affairs: Bourque died because
he was in the wrong place at the wrong time.
His death was a freak accident, an inevitable
by-product of Haiti’s instability.

As it turned out, Bourque’s death was any-
thing but inevitable.

In late March, I flew first to Port-au-Prince,
then took a thirteen-passenger plane to Les
Cayes to visit Pierre Perreault at the beach
house he once shared with Mark Bourque.
Perreault served me a dinner of fresh lobster

and patiently indulged my questions about
his partner’s death, reliving the incident in
what, for him, must have been painful detail.
“Sometimes I think, ‘Why him and not me?’”
said Perreault. “But that’s not a question you
can answer.”

Perreault told me he was so shaken by the
incident he decided never to return to Haiti;
then, at Bourque’s Montreal funeral, a conver-
sation with Canada’s Haitian-born governor-
general, Michaëlle Jean, helped change his
mind. Jean reminded Perreault of Haiti’s dual-
ity, of the nation’s good side; he returned in
January to complete his mission, which ended
on May 6.

When I returned to Port-au-Prince, I visited
the capital’s historic Hotel Oloffson to have a
beer with a canny Creole translator with
excellent contacts among the Cité Soleil gang
leaders. Within a few days, the translator
tracked down a Cité Soleil man who said he
could tell me about Bourque’s death from the
chimère side. I scoffed at first. But the man,
who requested anonymity, accurately described
details that could only have come from an
eyewitness.

My Cité Soleil source was able to describe
how a man – Perreault – ran from the car’s
passenger side to pull out the vehicle’s injured
driver. He correctly identified the location of
the killing near the École Technologie. He also
recounted a troubling fact: The chimère were
shocked to discover their attempted kidnap-
ping victims were affiliated with the UN mis-
sion. The chimère thought the men inside the
unmarked rental car were American civilians.

According to this account, the Korando’s
white occupants were spotted as soon as they
passed into the first of Cité Soleil’s thirty-four
precincts, an area called Boston. A chimère
lookout used a cellphone to send word of

an approaching target to the leader of a kid-
napping team. The team assembled in Projet
Drouillard, a chimère-controlled territory on
the opposite side of Cité Soleil from Boston, in
an abandoned factory on Route Nationale One.

We drove into Projet Drouillard, the site of
Bourque’s death, to get a look at the factory.
The tropical rain had long since washed away
any sign of Bourque’s blood. The “factory”
turned out to be a weedy concrete ruin sur-
rounded by an eight-foot-high cinder-block
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“PLEASE! PLEASE!” PERREAULT PLEADED WITH
THE BLUE-HELMETED JORDANIAN. “HE’S GOING
TO DIE! IF WE DON’T GET HIM IN YOUR TANK!
TO THE HOSPITAL! PLEASE HELP ME!”

A Jordanian soldier photographs Pierre Perreault as he
removes Bourque’s ID and blood-type tags from his shirt
(top), but the Jordanian is later chastised by Perreault for
snapping close-ups (at left) of his dying colleague.
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perimeter wall that makes it easy for the
chimère to approach Route Nationale One
without being seen by the Jordanian peace-
keepers on the street.

The Cité Soleil source told me the kidnap-
ping crew included six people. The group’s
leader, and the leader of Project Drouillard,
went by the name Ti-Carlo. While the more
junior gangsters exposed themselves to attempt
to take the Korando, Ti-Carlo stayed hidden
in a sniper’s lookout by the factory wall. It’s
Ti-Carlo who is thought to have shot the bullet
that killed Mark Bourque. While the kid-
nappers who Perreault saw were armed with
handguns, Ti-Carlo wielded an M-1, a high-
powered carbine designed by the U.S. army as
a killing machine. The bullet that tore off
Bourque’s calf muscle after piercing the driver’s
door of the Korando almost certainly came
from a Ti-Carlo’s M-1, the only firearm carried
by the kidnappers with enough power to tear
off a man’s calf.

That the chimère believed their targets
were American civilians was corroborated
later during my interview with Leslie Dalle-
mand, the former City of Miami cop who
now heads MINUSTAH’s anti-kidnapping
squad. Dallemand believes the chimère never
would have attacked Bourque’s vehicle if
they’d known it carried MINUSTAH mem-
bers. “I’m sure if Bourque was driving a
marked UN vehicle, it would have saved his
life – even driving along the Route Nationale
through Cité Soleil,” Dallemand said in his
office at the Hotel St. Louis in Port-au-Prince.

Had Bourque and Perreault submitted to
the kidnapping, Dallemand believes the men
would have been released as soon as the
chimère discovered they were members of the
UN mission. The UN is far better armed and
equipped than the Cité Soleil chimère, and the
chimère wouldn’t have wanted to hold onto
targets that hot. In fact, Dallemand says
Bourque and Perreault are the only MINUS-
TAH staffers to have ever been targeted by
chimère kidnappers.

The most remarkable of my encounters
in Haiti happened by chance. One evening

in Port-au-Prince I visited Petionville, the
hilltop enclave that is home to many of the
country’s wealthiest residents, where hotels
and restaurants are protected by the suburb’s
ubiquitous cinder-block walls and armed
guards. At one of these restaurants I met an
American documentary filmmaker who asked
what I was doing in Port-au-Prince. When 
I told her I was researching Mark Bourque’s
death, she shook her head.

“It’s such a shame he died with those 

Jordanian troops so close,” she said.
Something about the comment struck me

as odd, and it was only after I left the restaurant
that I figured out why: Bourque’s death
received considerable press coverage in Port-
au-Prince, but few outside of MINUSTAH
knew Bourque had died while Jordanian
troops stood around his bleeding body. How
did this filmmaker – in Haiti to document the
country’s notorious violence – know about
the Jordanians?

Luckily, Petionville’s social scene is a tiny
one. I spotted the filmmaker again later in the
evening, at a nightclub. This time my questions
were more direct. The filmmaker said she
knew how Bourque had died because she had
copies of digital photographs taken at the
scene of his death. She maintained contacts
among MINUSTAH’s Jordanian detachment,
and through those contacts, she came to pos-
sess a half-dozen digital pictures taken by the
camera-wielding infantryman Perreault had
told me about a few days earlier.

The photos were the one aspect of Per-
reault’s account that puzzled me. Regardless 
of whether the Jordanian troops understood
Pierre Perreault’s pleading, how could they
have stood around while the life of another
human being was draining into Haitian soil?
I asked the filmmaker for the photos.

She declined at first. But after several days’
worth of badgering, we met at a place of her
suggestion, a chic Petionville steakhouse.
Partway through the meal, she handed me a
burned CD-ROM across the table.“Make your
copies,” she said. “Just don’t use my name.”

I pushed aside my plate, set my laptop on
the table, and was disturbed to find Bourque’s
final moments on my computer screen. Three
of the photographs were innocuous shots of
Bourque and Perreault’s SUV; the licence plate,
the vehicle’s side logo, a view from the front of
the car. The other three were something else:
Horrible, and horribly intimate, but crucial to

Cité Soleil’s kidnapping bandits, the chimère, call Amaral
Duclona (above right) their leader.
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understanding the tragedy of Bourque’s death.
A shot of Bourque’s legs, with blood pooled

between his knees, demonstrates how much
life leaked from him as he lay on Route Nat-
ionale One. The next photo was of Bourque’s
face. His unfocused eyes and disturbing pall-
lor were obvious signs that the man was near
death. Most revealing, though, was the shot of
the Jordanian soldier crouched at Bourque’s
feet, with his camouflage flak jacket and semi-
automatic rifle. The image is hard not to
interpret as a trophy-photograph pose, some-
thing to e-mail home to friends. The soldier’s
facial expression, and its absence of urgency,
is the most concrete evidence I saw of how
tragic, and avoidable, Bourque’s death was.

Why would haitian gang members
attack a vehicle that was just twenty

metres from a United Nations armoured 
personnel carrier? When I asked the official
MINUSTAH spokesman in Haiti, a Canadian-
born UN veteran named David Wimhurst,
this was his answer: “I don’t know. [The
chimère] operate on drugs. Who knows what
their risk assessment was. Who knows whether
[the chimère] even have a risk assessment.”

I also asked Wimhurst why the Jordanian
troops didn’t use their APC to transport
Bourque to the Argentinean hospital, only
five minutes away, as Perreault had begged
them to do.

“They’re not supposed to leave their station,”
Wimhurst replied, speaking of the Jordanian
troops. Even in a matter of life and death?
“Not if there’s another form of transportation
available. I don’t think, for example, [Bourque’s]
car was out of service.”

Wimhurst’s response seemed to suggest
Perreault should have driven Bourque to the
hospital himself. Perreault, of course, didn’t
know where the hospital was located. Even if
he could have managed to find it, perhaps
with the help of Ratelle, the feat would have
required Perreault to speed his unarmoured
Korando through territory covered by chimère
snipers; this, after Perreault had already dis-
played heroic disregard for his own life by
extricating Bourque from the car. For his part,
Perreault still professes not to understand
why the Jordanians wouldn’t help him, and
although he restricts himself from criticizing
fellow members of MINUSTAH, vestiges of
anger remain. It’s plain he believes they bear
some of the blame for what happened to his
colleague.

In a move that is hard to interpret as anything
but an acknowledgement that the language
barrier between Perreault and the Jordanian
troops was a factor in Bourque’s death,

MINUSTAH moved after the incident to
change the staffing requirements at each
checkpoint so that they include at least one
member of the Haitian National Police – a
Francophone – and a member of the UN’s
own police force. Bourque’s murder also
caused MINUSTAH to become more vigilant
about informing staff driving unmarked
rental cars of the requirement to affix their
employers’ distinctive UN logo to the hood
and side doors to help ward off attacks.

Back home in Quebec, Lise Bourque has
decided to sell the couple’s castle. “It seems
empty without Mark,” she told me soon after
the date of the couple’s thirty-fifth wedding
anniversary, in March. The widow plans to
buy a place on Montreal’s south shore, near
the homes of the couple’s two grown sons.

At Bourque’s old beach house in Les Cayes,
nothing has happened with Dorothé Pilorge’s
visa, and the young girl has given up any hope
of a Canadian university education. Still, in
death, as he hoped to do during his life,
Bourque has made a difference in Haiti. A
group of Canadian police officers in Port-au-
Prince raised more than $5,000 to build a
one-room schoolhouse in the hills above the
city. They’ve named it L’École Mark Bourque.
Also, Michael Bourque, Mark’s brother, and
Raymond Kyling, a longtime friend, raised
money to buy a generator for a Port-au-
Prince orphanage, also in his memory.

In the days before the February election of
Haiti’s new president, René Préval, there was
a reprieve from the anarchy of the previous
months. Préval promised funding to improve
the situation in Cité Soleil. Shortly after, the
chimère ceased much of their violent activity,
including kidnapping. The new climate of
co-operation between the government and the
chimère may have contributed to the Haitian
National Police’s recent announcement that
they were holding a suspect in connection
with Bourque’s death.

The suspect certainly isn’t Ti-Carlo. The
gang leader was killed in February, possibly
for violating Amaral’s ban on violent crime in
Cité Soleil. An even more remarkable sign
that the kidnapping fad that killed Bourque
has passed, possibly forever, occurred in early
May when a mob of gangsters freed a pair of
civilian women held for ransom in Cité Soleil
by a trio of rogue chimère. The kidnappers
were then bound at the ankles and dragged 
to a UN checkpoint, where, in plain view of
several journalists, they were doused with
gasoline and burned alive.Ω
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Christopher Shulgan reported on the controversial New
Brunswick murder conviction of George Pitt for the April issue.


