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Boulogne Blood
    As the 18:59 train to the Parc des princes crawled nonchalantly around the corner, Tuan took a final heavy draw before stamping his spliff into the frozen dirt of the platform. When the train had pulled in, he watched patiently as the doors slid open to reveal a familiar mass of squirming bodies within, pulling down his hood as he stepped on board, and finally coming to rest as he leant uncomfortably against a sharp wall of the carriage. The stifling heat of the crowded train was not a welcome change from the freezing winter conditions; Tuan had always preferred the cold and the ethereal way in which it heightened and sharpened the senses. He couldn’t help wishing that he’d saved the joint until he was outside the stadium.

   Tuan hated trains, but there was no better way to get to the stadium from his small home in the 20th arrondissement de Paris, and he was never forced to pay. The Réseau Express Régional, however, was not the only thing that Tuan didn’t like. He didn’t like it when his uncle took him to some faraway village, where posh people had monthly meetings with pointless twelve course meals, and played Pétanque while using the past historic tense.  He didn’t like school or the white boys in his class that terrorized him because they knew he was like the other dirty immigrants - the Moroccans and the Algerians - and wouldn’t let this go. What he disliked most of all however, much more than the numbing sensations that the train often gave him, was when he got battered by the Boulogne Boys. This hadn’t happened in a while, but Tuan bore the scars of many previous battles, most noticeably a jagged pink scar from under his left ear to the left corner of his mouth. If his father would have allowed it, he may have tried to hide the ugliest part of his scar near his ear by growing his hair long, but unfortunately only a thin layer of greasy black hair which clung desperately to his rough scalp was deemed acceptable. 

   “What you staring at kid?”

   For a second Tuan didn’t realise the words were directed at him, but he should have been expecting it; lately it was rare for his strange appearance not to draw some sort of attention. It was hard to recognise who had spoken, but then he noticed two piercingly green eyes staring out at him from the stern white face of a thin yet frightening looking man. He was stood at the other side of the carriage, wearing only a tight green polo and long khaki shorts in spite of the freezing conditions. With his short, spiky blonde hair and pale complexion, he was one of the most pathetic creatures Tuan had ever seen on the train to a game, and he certainly wasn’t a Boulogne Boy, but this gave him an air of mystery that disturbed Tuan. He was probably one of those crazy rich Parisians on crack. Still, Tuan had to say something.
    “Nothing, faggot”

   This only succeeded in shutting him up for a few moments. Tuan could see a reply dancing on his lips, and a reply was duly delivered.
   “What? Why don’t you go back to where you come from? Filthy scoundrel.”

   Tuan wanted to reply; there were so many things he could say. He wanted to explain that he came from Vietnam, and that he was proud of his country of origin and the way in which it had fought courageously and successfully to maintain its national identity. He wanted to ask the man why he didn’t consider different ethnicities as “French” like him, and why he had allowed himself to be sucked into the intense feelings of racism that appealed to the mind of nearly every Caucasian youth in Paris. So many intelligent thoughts, but Tuan couldn’t express them, so merely looked down at his shoelaces as the train pulled away from the penultimate stop. 

   Tuan let his mind wander as he thought about what he would be faced with when he got off the train tonight. The last few times at the Parc des Princes had been tame, but about a month ago there had been a huge riot between opposite ends of the ground, which had resulted in a couple of tragic deaths. Tuan sat in the Tribune d’Auteuil, where it was widely acknowledged (but not true) that all the immigrants sat. Opposite, the Kop of Boulogne, home of the Boys: the primary cause of all hooliganism. Tuan feared the Boys as you never knew what lengths they might go to in order to sate their crazed hunger for violence, but it wasn’t an unequivocal love for Paris St Germain which brought him to the ground despite this prospect of bloodshed. Tuan looked forward to a little brutality, and saw fighting as a way in which to take revenge against the cursed circumstances which he lived in and the discrimination that he had to endure day after day. Whether it was a Moroccan, an Algerian or best a white man, Tuan felt an incredible release of tension and frustration when he knocked another man to the floor or scratched at somebody’s delicate skin in the anonymous dark. Tuan did not feel good about these things when he thought about them at home, but when he was caught up in the violence he became a crazed animal, fighting for survival and most of all revenge against his classmates, the whites and the society which had cast him aside. Tuan licked his lips as the train doors opened at the final stop.
***

   “Quiet night tonight, Tuan”, said Bazyki, Tuan’s half-Tunisian friend, blowing thick white smoke into the menacing silence of the night.

   Tuan said nothing: his disappointment was apparent. He looked up as they walked and directed a cold stare at a wandering police officer, one of the useless pétasses from the women’s unit.
   “When’s the last time you got in trouble with the police?”

   “Never, I’m only a kid.”

   The mutual silence resumed between them as they turned a corner and saw the lights of the stadium straight ahead in the distance. There were thousands of people on this stretch now, all adding to a feverish atmosphere around the stadium. These nights really were one of the only things that Tuan enjoyed in life, just to be mixing with thousands of other people, feeling their heat and listening in on their conversations, was a welcome change from the boring life he was forced to lead at home. 

   “I can hear a bit of shouting now.”

   “You can?” Tuan replied with obvious excitement.

   “Yeah. Could be the Boulogne!” said Bazyki, reaching across and prodding Tuan in the ribs. “The big scary Boys!”

   “Not scared of them”

   As the two advanced along the street, the shouting became clearer and louder, although they could not see where it was coming from. They were both walking a little quicker now, and could hear the screech of a police whistle not too far away. As they passed a side street off to the left, they were confronted with the scene they had been hoping for. It was a mass of about a hundred entangled bodies, fighting to get at each other with fists flying, bats swinging and bottles darting through the air. The odd contorted, angry face could be seen through the intense noise, and Tuan had seen this too many times not to realise that they were the horrible white faces of the Boulogne Boys. Without thinking, he darted forwards into the brawl.

   The first man he came across was a heavily-built black man, but he dodged around him and headed for one of the Boys. As soon as he saw one, it was as though his fist acted independently of his body, and his rage was directed along his arm and into the man’s face and his fist smashed into his jaw. To Tuan’s surprise and delight, the man hit the floor and Tuan crouched gloriously above him. His fists were braced to deliver some further blows when a glistening knife appeared out of nowhere in front of his eyes. He arched backwards but the knife sliced through the air and Tuan gasped as he felt the sharp, cold metal break deep into his skin. Tuan fell backwards clutching his chest and landed on the firm road, his last sight being the snarling face and jagged teeth of the Boy. For some reason, Tuan’s mind turned to History in the final moments of his life, as he thought of the millions that had fell before him to protect the cold ground onto which he was now bleeding. He wondered what would end this different conflict- a conflict of races- in the young new generation, but his final thought before his heart died in his chest would have made him cry. It would probably take a white boy to die.
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