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Nicola and her younger brother, Kurtis, were in the lounge watching TV.

Suddenly, their mum burst in. “Come on, you two. Get your coats on. The babysitter is ill. You’re going to have to come with me to the sports centre.”

At the sports centre, Nicola’s mum went off to her aerobics class, while Kurtis quickly found his way to the football pitch. A sports coach came over to Nicola.

“What about you, young lady?” he asked. “What would you like to have a go at? Maybe a dance class?”

Nicola frowned and shook her head. “I want to do boxing,” she said.
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“Boxing?” the coach repeated with a snort. “You’re a girl! Girls don’t box…” Then he saw the determined look on Nicola’s face. He knew straight away it would be no good arguing with her.

“OK,” the coach sighed. “This way. Come and find me when you’ve had enough.”

The rest of the boxing group were all boys. Nicola wasn’t surprised. She didn’t mind either. When it came to her turn to put on the gloves, none of the boys could land a punch near her.

At the end of the session the boxing instructor took Nicola to one side. “You seemed to know what you were doing there,” he said. “How come?”

Nicola shrugged. “I’ve seen it on TV,” she explained. “When I was little and my dad looked after us, he’d put on these videos of old boxing matches. His favourite was called ‘Rumble in the Jungle’.”
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