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			Dawn Jackson lives on the seafront in Suffolk and has three grown-up sons. Now semi-retired, she has found more time to do more of the things she loves; metal detecting, archaeological volunteering and writing poetry are among those things.

			Her love for poetry writing began at high school, where her English teacher named her ‘his little poetess’. She has entered, and won, a few poetry competitions over the years and shared her poetry with friends and family but now wants to spend more of her free time writing and promoting her children’s books.
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			Thank you to all those people who read my first book and left feedback that they were looking forward to the next one, and thanks once again to Austin Macauley for making it happen.

			I would like to dedicate this book to everyone throughout history who left behind an object, either by accident or on purpose.  When we find and hold these pieces of history in our hands today, they become a tangible link, like a handshake across time, connecting us straight back to the hand of the last person to touch them.

			

			Mother and Father came out of their shed.

			They’d been inventing once more.

			No one could know what they had just built,

			Their secret, behind that locked door.
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			Each day, after breakfast, off they would go,

			With a packed lunch and a flask.

			What could it be that took up their days?

			Their neighbours and friends might all ask.
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			They bought themselves metal detectors,

			And together they wandered around,

			Sweeping detectors from side to side,

			Until they had heard the right sound.
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			One Sunday when I went to visit,

			I found them both out by the trees.

			Were they digging a hole by the oak?

			Were they wearing some pads on their knees?
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			Then to my amazement, they danced

			Whilst whooping with joy and surprise.

			They saw me and beckoned me over.

			I could not believe my eyes.
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			Right there in this hole, lay objects in gold,

			Brooches, some coins, a large ring,

			An Anglo-Saxon torc, perhaps,

			Or some other kind of gold bling?
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			We plotted the spot with GPS,

			Took some photos and went in for tea.

			Soon after, we emailed our
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