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  BLURB,  REVIEWS, and THANKS


BLURB 
I've Got Sixpence is a warm, funny, perfectly observed childhood vignette set in a vanished England of sweet shops and silver coins, where a small girl outsmarts a bully and spends her winnings with quiet, fragrant, utterly satisfying precision.
REVIEW
Teacher's review: An excellent history lesson wrapped up in a 'sweet' and funny story.
Children's review:  We liked it that the girl beat her brother. 
ARC reader: Aw! How sweet!!!!
Editing: Fiona Brown
Editor Fiona Brown: https://reedsy.com/fiona-brown
C.V.  University of Westminster then 20 odd years as a copyeditor and proofreader for HarperCollins, Watkins, Profile, Quercus and Penguin, Reedsy, among others.  Now a freelance editor and invaluable to me for her depth of knowledge and her understanding of historical fiction. 
Cover: 100Covers.com 
photos: Creative Commons
Thanks to my Writer's Choice colleagues for their encouragement.
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  I'VE GOT SIXPENCE

One small coin. One big victory
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Drat, I'd dropped my glove. Crouching to rescue it from the wet slushy snow I saw it. A sixpence, a whole silver sixpence shining at me through a dissolving hole in the melting snow. All mine! I whipped the treasure up, clutching it between chilly fingers and shoved it and my cold-nipped fingers into my rescued glove. Ha ha! That beat bully-boy brother. He couldn't snatch this coin off me. Serve him right. If he'd of gone to the shop for Mam instead of forcing me to go, he might of found it.
I grinned and curled my fingers tight round the sixpence. It 'd been bully boy brother's turn to go shopping for Mam, but he didn't want to go out in the cold again. I swung the basket, glad now it were me going. He’d already gone to the shop, spending my thruppence pocket money. My money which he’d wrenched off my hand. He often had a go after my money, but I could run quicker. This time he'd cornered me. He first tried a bit of a tell tale threat: 'I'll tell on you'. 
'Nah! Nuthin' to tell.'
'I won’t tell Mam you broke that saucer if you give it me.' Bully-boy Mike. held out his hand.
I hadn’t even touched the saucer. He'd dropped it. 
'No' I dodged round him, but he grabbed my arm, twisted it up my back so it really hurt.
'Ow, gerrof.'
'Mam’ll believe me. I don’t trip over my big feet like you, you gormless cow.' 
True, I’d grown all of a rush and did stumble around on my longer legs and new giant’s feet. But paying for the saucer meant no pocket money for weeks. I wriggled, squirmed and kicked him ‘til he let go of my arm, but he yanked my fingers back, scratched my thruppeny bit off my palm and took off. Leaving me licking the scratches and furious because I’d not have a quarter pound bag of sweets to enjoy until next pocket money day whilst he pigged out on my share as well as his own.
Now I had sixpence, enough for two quarter pound bags. I dawdled at the sweet shop door, sweets first, Mam's shopping afterwards, to cover my sweets, hide them in the bottom of the basket. Who was serving today? Joy! It was old mother Wilkinson. She didn’t rush you, allowed you to mix same price sweets in a quarter mix. Old man Wilkinson grumped, hurried and bothered you. 
The door bell tinged as I stepped inside, sniffing the smell of sugary, crunchy, spicy and chocolatey sweets. Two quarters of what? Maybe a lolly, sherbet dabs and a quarter of...or perhaps a chocolate bar? But how to hide them from bully-boy Mike.
“Take your time, love,” Old mother Wilkinson said, smiling at me as she lifted down a jar of aniseed balls and scooped some out. The
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