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Usain was out in the Jamaican bush with only his dog Brownie for company. The bush was a huge area of tall trees and thick scrub: just right for imagining yourself as a superhero, tracking down a gang of criminals. It was also a dangerous kind of place. It was so vast you could get lost and no one would know where you were. Usain knew that he would be in really big trouble if his dad ever found out that he’d been playing there. Which meant that he needed to be home before his dad got back from work.

 

Suddenly, Brownie’s ears pricked up. He’d heard something. Usain tensed and watched as the dog listened some more. Brownie barked, then raced off through the bushes. For Usain, that bark was like the bang of a starting gun: he knew he’d got to run. What Brownie had heard was the sound of Usain’s dad’s motorbike on its way home.
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“Yo, boy!” yelled Usain to Brownie. “Let’s go, go, go!”

 

Usain and Brownie crashed through the undergrowth until they reached the dirt road, then they sprinted home. Outside the front door, Usain quickly grabbed a cricket ball. He pretended to be practising his fast bowling, just as his dad’s ancient motorbike skidded round the corner. His dad switched off the engine and waved to Usain.

 

“Still at the cricket practice, Bolt?” Usain’s dad always called him Bolt.

 

“Oh, hi, Pops!” Usain pretended to look surprised to see him.
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