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Child migrants on their way to Australia. 



Child migrants aboard the Asturius 



British child migrants arriving at Fremantle, 
Western Australia, September 1947 



British child migrants arriving at Fremantle, 
Western Australia, September 1947 



British child migrants at work in 
Western Australia, September 1947 
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Seamless research 



A man will turn over half a library to make one book. 
Dr Johnson 

“ “





You should know more than what you put on the page.
 The reader can sense that.’ 

Susan Orlean

“ “



A reader likes to feel that the writer is quite in command
 of his material and has strength to spare. 

Patricia Highsmith
“ “



My response to writing about 
Dear Mrs Bird for Mother’s Day 
was easy. I just couldn’t imagine 
the novel without the heroine 
Emmeline Lake’s mother, both 
on and off the page.

Knowing about her mum – and 
her grandmother – was central 
to writing the book. It’s the 
same for all the main characters. 
Understanding their families 
really well, even though most of 
them don’t appear in the book, 
helps me define why the 
characters are who they are.

“
“



Close the book and then dream it. 
Hilary Mantel

“ “



Tell all the truth but tell it slant. 
Emily Dickinson

“ “



“
“

Jim ran his hands through Sally’s beautiful 
red hair. He wondered if it had been 
coloured using l’Oreal Nice and spicy, a 
mid red tone, bound to attract admiration 
by enhancing your own shades whilst still 
looking natural. He leant towards her and 
she parted her lips. Was that Max Factor’s 
Romantic kisses he asked himself. As he 
bent to kiss her a warm fragrance 
overpowered his senses: Chanel number 5, 
he thought to himself, created in 1921, 
because Coco Chanel had wanted a 
fragrance that smelled like a woman!



“
“

A scent, just like the complexities of a 
strong woman, that would be seen as a 
whole and not the sum of its parts.  
Jim knew Chanel number 5 was a 
composition of notes where one cannot 
easily distinguish its individual ingredients, 
instead smelling a bouquet of intricate and 
elaborate notes that intermingle like a 
mosaic of scent. 

But instead of her warm lips he encountered 
a stinging slap to the face as Sally flounced 
off. ‘What did I do wrong?’ he asked himself. 



A Booker Prize winner on research:



“
“

At first you are a stranger in your chosen era. But 
a time comes when you can walk around in a 
room and touch the objects. When you not only 
know what your characters wore, but you can feel 
their clothes on your back: that rasp of homespun 
wool: that whisper of linen and weight of brocade: 
the way your riding coat settles when you mount 
your horse: the sway and chink of the items at 
your girdle or belt, the scissors and keys and 
rosary beads. You listen: what sound do your feet 
make, on this floor of beaten earth? Or on these 
terracotta tiles? How do your boots feel as you 
pull your feet out of the mud? How old are your 
boots? What colour is the mud? When you can 
answer these questions, you are ready to begin. 



“
“

She crouched down and reached inside the 
Coolgardie. The meat was at the back, 
two tiny chops wrapped in news-paper. 
They’d shrivel away to nothing in the pan. 
At least she’d managed to get a few old 
potatoes at the greengrocer’s. She’d have 
to cut the green out, but a pile of mash 
would fill the plate up a bit. And there 
should be a bit of gravy browning left from 
when she’d stained her legs that morning. 
She unhooked her apron from the back of 
the door and tied it over her grey blouse 
and tweed skirt. Then she took the knife 
out of the drawer and started peeling.  



A rule of thumb – if in doubt, 
look for the first hand account. 

Annemarie Neary
“ “



Joan Thorpe 



Pauline Montgomery 



Michael Tubbs 



Betty Tredinnick 



When have you done enough?



Dr Casaubon (Middlemarch)
The key to all mythologies.



Stanisława Przybyszewska



“
“

What went wrong? Stasia worked and 
worked to get the truth, but she didn’t 
find a way of serving the truth through 
narrative. She was crippled by 
perfectionism. She lost the distance 
that enabled her to judge her work, 
and she didn’t have that pragmatic 
streak that says that compromise is not 
always dishonor. Detail matters. But 
there are other things that matter 
more: pace, grip, shape. An 
unperformable play or a half-finished 
novel is no use except as a stepping 
stone to a genuine communication.  



Over to you



Thank you 
Gill Thompson


