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PROLOGUE

A gunshot echoed in the distance, its crack reverberating across the paddock. Robert ‘Goupong’ Anderson stood leaning under a gum tree, savouring the feeling of its cool trunk on his back. The hot sun was beating down, and sweat was running across his dark brown temple. He watched the race that had started in the distance; tiny plumes of dust licked the backs of the racers’ heels. News of this big event had been the talk of the town  for months.

A young, hot-shot runner was going to be competing in this race. He was making a tour of the country and he was now the fastest man in Australia. As the world record-holder for the fifty-yard, sixty-yard and two-hundred-yard sprints, he was also the fastest man in the world.

Goupong looked over the sparse land, dotted with only a few trees on the horizon. A billowing white tent had been erected for the spectators. The cloud-like tent was brimming with people. Goupong could hear the drone of their excited chatter even from where he stood. He watched the red shirt leading the race. ‘The Crimson Flash’, they called him. Goupong could see why. He was barrelling down the racetrack in front of his competitors. Goupong picked off a leaf and rubbed it in his hand. The sweet, tangy scent calmed him. He languidly strode along the dusty ground, one foot in front of the other. His long limbs carried him forwards, towards the racetrack.

Cheers erupted from the overcrowded tent as Arthur Postle crossed the finish line. Goupong watched Postle receive his congratulations in the distance, his red shirt swallowed by suits of beige, surrounded by a cacophony of claps. Goupong wondered why they were so excited by this win. Of course, he would win. Arthur Postle was the fastest man in Australia, the fastest man in the world! World record-holder. They were just excited to put their little town on the map, to have honour bestowed on them because another white man ran on their ground. Not that it was even their ground. Goupong spat on the dust and watched it seep into the copper-brown dirt.

A fat white man in a too-tight suit noticed Goupong and ushered him over.

“Ah, Robert is here! He’s the fastest man in our region. He usually wins all the races,” the man spoke over the crowd.

The bustling group of people parted for The Crimson Flash. He smiled at Goupong.

The fat man laughed, “Not bad for an Aboriginal, eh?”

Goupong extended his black hand towards Arthur. Arthur extended his white hand back, and they shook in the spirit of sportsmanship. Goupong noticed Arthur’s eyes flash down to take in his black, bare feet. In turn, Goupong looked at Arthur’s expensive lace-up running shoes.

The fat man laughed jovially, looking on.

“Alright gentlemen, time to do your stretches or whatever it is you athletes do.” He dabbed his handkerchief on his sweaty moustache.

Goupong was embarrassed for the talkative fat man. He was obviously trying very hard to take on the role of officiator and knowledge-holder of the region.

Goupong found a patch in the dirt and solemnly started his stretching, keeping an eye on Arthur Postle. He watched as Arthur reached down to the ground, bobbing slowly. He twisted back and forth and shook out his pink-hued, white limbs.

“Okay, gentlemen, to the starting line please!”

Goupong wandered over, allowing the white men to choose their preferred places. He coolly took the leftover spot.

“On your marks, gentlemen…” the fat man shouted.

“Get set…”

Bang!
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