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I dedicate this book to my mother and father –
this journey would never have been possible  

without them by my side.



Introduction

I’ve been through a lot in my twenty-five years of life 
but I wouldn’t change a thing. Our experiences make us 
who we are. I’ve experienced dark times, but I’ve lived 
to see the light. When I was nineteen, I had a boating 
accident that almost claimed my life and left me with 
debilitating mental and physical injuries. At the time, 
I felt let down by friends, acquaintances, politicians and 
lawyers and it often felt like life in general had given 
up on me. It was horrendous and I wouldn’t wish it 
upon anyone. But I believe that everything happens 
for a reason and I’ve reflected and learned and can now 
accept what has happened to me. 

The Germans have a word for it: Vergangenheitsbe-
wähltigung (pronounced ‘fur-gang-en-heights-be-vale-
tee-goong’). It describes a process of dealing with a past, 
remedying as far as possible the wrongs committed, and 
then attempting to move on. It’s ironic that Germany 
has always been my safe place. It’s the place I ran to 
when things got too much for me in Australia. What 
I never realised, perhaps because of my age, naivety or 
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just plain ignorance, was that many people in Germany 
are also dealing with their past. And the pain in my 
past is nothing in comparison to what many people in 
Germany have endured.

The knowledge that there is always someone in the 
world in a much worse situation than me continually 
spurs me on. And I am fortunate to have an amazing 
support base with very loving family and friends. This 
is something that’s worth more than gold, irreplaceable.  

Writing this book has forced me to deal with my past, 
to face painful and traumatic memories head-on and 
I can look back and be proud of what I have achieved. Of 
course, moving on completely won’t happen overnight, 
but I’m determined it will happen. I hope this book 
releases me from my past and offers inspiration to others. 

We sometimes forget how inspiring and supportive 
some people can be. How strangers can reach out and 
make a difference. I remember one such lady who 
touched my heart through a letter:  

5 June 2012
Dear Kate

I began a letter to you on Friday morning and then 
I watched your interview on the 7.30 Report in the 
evening. Kate I don’t know you, Luke Woollard or John 
Hammond or any of the families involved.

Many people in the community are thinking about 
you and talking about you and Luke. You both need the 
ongoing love and support from your families and friends. 
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I am disappointed that you have to endure prolonged legal 
battles to achieve what you are entitled to. I wish you 
courage and strength to persevere.

I am unable to help you financially but enclose a small 
gift to help with correspondence costs. Please do not write a 
thank you letter to me! I don’t want or need thanks – save 
the stamp! 

I wish you a speedy return to good health and success 
in your chosen career. I’m in my 70th year and have grey 
hair that my little grandsons call silver! Sincere wishes that 
happy memories will eventually dim this sad episode in 
your short life.

When you are 70 and have silver hair, I hope you will 
be overwhelmed by joyful memories of a life well lived.

Remain strong and courageous. May the God you 
believe in love you and bless you. Celebrate every birthday 
and may peace be with you.

Kind thoughts 
Maureen

Of course I wrote back to Maureen to thank her for 
her kind words. I told her that when I eventually stop 
dying my hair, I would let it turn silver. I still read her 
letter sometimes. 

We can all learn from one another. I’ve always been 
a philosophical person, but I suppose my experience has 
given me added insights of realism and courage. 

With time comes change and with change comes 
new beginnings and this is my new beginning. In this 
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fresh start I will always remember that life’s too short to 
be anything but happy and I will never stop believing 
in humanity, regardless, and will also trust my instincts 
and remain set in my beliefs:

Always treat others the way you, yourself would like 
to be treated.

Never be embarrassed of who you are or what you’ve 
experienced.

Life is a privilege, not a right – never take anything 
for granted.

I could never have got to where I am today without 
each and every thought, prayer, letter or praise, from 
those close to me, from those far away and from those 
I’ve never even met. You have all given me strength 
and hope. 

Thank you.



The Campbell clan

I grew up in the outer suburbs of Perth with my parents 
and my older sister. My family loved to take long road 
trips into the country and go camping on the weekends, 
all the while listening to AM radio. I loved being in the 
country, smelling the fresh air, hearing the sounds of 
nature, getting my hands dirty. It must be in the blood. 
My mum was a farm girl who grew up raising sheep in 
Boddington, a small rural town about two hours from 
Perth. Her family had the farm for over three generations. 
My great grandmother, Mandurah Nanna, received it in 
a divorce settlement after my great grandfather ran off 
with another woman after the war. Everyone thought 
Mandurah Nanna was mad for only wanting the farm 
in the settlement when she could have received so much 
more but that unloved little cottage meant much to her. 

Mum grew up in Boddington, excelling at the 
District High School to year 10 and then Swan Leigh 
boarding school. By year 12 she had won a scholarship 
to attend The University of Western Australia where 
she studied teaching in both mathematics and physical 
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education. But she always returned to the farm when 
she could and it was in Boddington where she had her 
first kiss with Lynden Campbell, Dad. 

Dad had a different upbringing to Mum. He grew 
up in Claremont and attended Hollywood High. As 
a boy Lynden played in the cemetery and exploded 
milk bottles with firecrackers with his mates. He was a 
born romantic and at fourteen, with hormones raging, 
women didn’t stand a chance. He left high school in 
year 11 to take up an apprenticeship as a carpenter before 
working in the public service. 

Mandy and Lynden tied the knot on 22 January 1982. 
The ceremony was small and intimate. Lynden didn’t 
even shave for the occasion. For their honeymoon, they 
saved all their money and went to Europe, even though 
most thought it was reckless. On their return they got 
a mortgage on a simple four by two house in the semi-
rural suburb of Wattle Grove. Mum was six months’ 
pregnant with her first child. Many people asked her 
whether the child was made in Europe, but she denied 
this straight away with a laugh. In July 1985 Julieanne 
Campbell was born. Their second child took three years 
before she was conceived. Me. 

I was a week late, born on 7 February 1988 at 7 pm. I 
was happy and healthy with one small problem; I was born 
with a hole in my heart. My heart had to be monitored 
closely over my first year in the hope that nature would 
mend it. Thankfully, that’s exactly what happened.

The Campbell family was complete.
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Mum quit full-time teaching and took up sewing 
for a baby shop in Subiaco and Dad started his own 
lawn-mowing business. They knew that what they were 
doing would not make them a lot of money, but their 
jobs would enable them to pay off the mortgage and for 
them it was more important to watch their kids growing 
up, rather than get rich.

Julieanne and I fought like wildfire. If we were 
naughty we would face the wrath of the wooden spoon. 
If we swore, we literally had our mouths washed out 
with soap. We went to Wattle Grove Primary School, 
just down the road. It was very community orientated 
with just 80 students from pre-primary to year 7. I loved 
it there and graduated in 2000 to attend the local high 
school, Lesmurdie. 

I grew up as a tomboy and loved to climb trees, race 
bicycles down the road and drink water straight from 
the hose. In summer I swam for hours on end and could 
name every star in the night sky. In winter I played 
in the cow paddock down the road and picked all the 
lupins in the field so the cows wouldn’t get stomach-
aches. Little did I realise it was actually sheep that got 
stomach-aches from lupins but I’m sure the ‘cow-lady’ 
was grateful nonetheless. 

I loved sport and tried everything from gymnastics, 
dance, tennis, badminton, netball, basketball, athletics, 
swimming, even circus tricks. This helped with my 
shyness in meeting new people. At the age of twelve 
I was chosen to play for Kalamunda Districts Netball 
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Association. Netball was my first love and I dreamed of 
playing for the Perth Orioles. 

I always tried to make the most of what was on offer. 
I fell in love with drama and entertained the idea of 
becoming an actress. I joined the Lesmurdie swim team, 
as well as the athletics squad, and took up competitive 
cheerleading, performing in Queensland and Sydney at 
the NRL Grand Final. I also became a peer supporter, 
was elected for student council and began many 
petitions and letters for issues I saw as unjust. One was 
to allow surfboards on buses: How were 15 year olds 
meant to get to the beach if they lived in the hills and 
their parents wouldn’t take them? From that campaign 
the head of Transperth wrote to say they would allow 
surfboards on buses that drove directly to the beach. 
I always got a few strange looks carrying my surfboard 
on the Armadale line!

I completed high school in 2005 with academic 
honours, the Caltex all-rounder award and a tertiary 
entrance exam score that was good enough to get me 
into any course. 

That was the problem. I never actually knew what 
I wanted to be. I’d always hoped destiny would help me 
out …



University life is the life

There were good reasons to celebrate the summer of 
2007–08. I’d finished my first year of university, studying 
commerce and communications, all the while juggling my 
part-time jobs at an accounting firm and at the South of 
Perth Yacht Club. I was also meeting old and new friends, 
so the year had been busy to say the least. I met my best 
friend Amber on enrolment day at UWA. Ironically it’s 
the same day I met Mark. Little did I realise at the time, 
but these two would have a life-changing impact on my 
year to come. 

Mark lived around the Alfred Cove area, which was 
a long way from Kalamunda where I still lived with my 
parents. He and his school friends were a whole new 
world to me. They’d gone to private schools, had money 
and one of them even had a boat. Mark sometimes 
reminisced about the boat trips they took over to 
Rottnest, or fishing trips at Exmouth, or days spent just 
lazing on the river. I was in awe. 

At 7.15 am on 16 November 2007, Mum woke me. I’d 
slept in. In a panic, I raced around my room chucking 
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on work clothes and grabbing everything I needed for 
the UWA tav disco later that evening. It was the end 
of year party where students would celebrate the end of 
exams and the lazy summer months ahead. The dress 
code was 70s. I ran through the list: make-up, costume, 
straightener, shoes, toothbrush. 

Wearing an unironed shirt, I grabbed my bag, a coffee 
to go, jammed a piece of toast in my mouth and jumped 
into my little red Mazda. Luckily the only traffic I would 
have to fight would be on Welshpool Road. From there 
it would be pretty easy to get on to Manning Road 
and straight through to the office in Applecross. I hated 
getting onto the Canning Bridge, it was always so scary 
with all the cars from the freeway, but I managed to cross 
it with five minutes to spare. Ironically, if I’d looked left 
while doing so, I would’ve seen the pylon that would 
almost cost me my life some 17 hours later.

The working day went by and at five o’clock I drove 
straight to my best mate Amber’s, stopping on the way 
for a bottle of Yellowglen – it was as far as my budget 
would stretch. Amber and I had bought matching bright 
pink lycra pants that finished just below the knee. We 
had matching 70s hippy tops with the words LOVE 
scribbled over them in big colourful letters. 

‘Can you believe it? Everyone’s finally finished exams,’ 
I said. ‘Even Ned! He just texted to say they’re all sitting 
on the foreshore having a beer.’

‘Noice,’ replied Amber, Kath and Kim style. ‘I can’t 
wait to dance with The Boys.’
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The Boys were our group of UWA mates who were 
mad keen dancers. A rare treat. You’d hit the dancefloor 
with them and the smile wouldn’t leave your face. You’d 
spend the night dipping and twirling, jumping and 
spinning, laughing and singing until you were gasping 
for breath. It was always the thing I looked forward to 
most in an evening out. That or the Deep & Meaningfuls 
when tongues got a little looser from the booze.

Amber’s sister drove us from Winthrop, down the 
freeway and around the river to UWA. I messaged 
Mark to let him know we were almost there. He said 
he and his mates had just rocked up on their boat at 
Matilda Bay and that they would come get us. I couldn’t 
remember when Mark had organised to go to the party 
via boat, but it had always been the plan to hang with 
them before the party and have a few drinks.

Mark and and his friend Adam jumped off the jetty 
and came up to the shore to get us. 

‘I don’t want to get my tights wet,’ I said.
‘No worries, get on my shoulders and we’ll take you 

across,’ Adam said. 
Amber and I skipped along the jetty and onto the 

boat. There were six guys including Mark and Adam. 
It was such a treat for Amber and me to be on board. 
Everyone was in good spirits after finishing exams. Well, 
to be fair, only two boys had finished exams at UWA. 
One was Mark who had finished on Tuesday and the 
other I’d never met, but was told he had finished his last 
exam that morning and had been drinking ever since. 
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Another guy had an exam at Curtin the next week. He 
left soon after Amber and I arrived. The other three 
on board didn’t go to university. Adam and the driver 
had apprenticeships working on boats and I was told the 
other guy, Luke Woollard, had dropped out of Murdoch 
University.

I took the bottle of champagne on board to share 
with Amber. We had plastic glasses to drink out of 
while The Boys shared a goon bag. Not all of them were 
drinking out of it, but those who did drank the wine 
directly from the nozzle. The boat started up and we 
putted around and in between the boats at Matilda Bay 
before doing a quick drive at speed in the open water.

We went past a big cruise boat of people enjoying a 
Friday afternoon on the water. We waved to them and 
a few people waved back. After no longer than half an 
hour we drove back into Matilda Bay and parked the 
boat on the sand. I was happy I didn’t have to wade in 
from the jetty and get my tights wet. 

At 7 pm the gates to the party opened and we were 
slowly let in to the tav disco. Mark and his friends had 
pre-purchased their tickets so they stayed down on the 
foreshore. A few people from our group went up to 
the bar to get some jugs of beer, while the rest of us 
stood outside chatting and catching up. I was having 
such a great time catching up with my friend, Ned, 
and everyone else that it wasn’t until much later that 
I realised I hadn’t seen Mark or his friends since leaving 
the foreshore.
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I remember around 10 pm Amber accidentally tip-
ped her beer over me when someone bumped her. I 
retaliated by doing the same, not realising hers was an 
accident. She told me off and I bought her another drink 
to apologise. Then I stopped drinking. I had acted out 
of character and wanted to be in control. I was also 
starting to get upset that I hadn’t seen Mark once. I had 
assumed he’d make more of an effort with my friends, 
like I had with his.

Eventually I bumped into Adam who went to find 
Mark for me. We sat outside on a bench and I asked 
him why he hadn’t even bothered hanging with my 
friends once. His eyes were a bit glassy. He apologised, 
but I wasn’t convinced. I asked him whether he’d make 
the same amount of effort the next morning. It would 
be the first time he would meet my parents. I wanted 
him to make a good impression.

When I told Amber about it she suggested I go home 
with her and her boyfriend who was picking her up 
early, rather than go back to Mark’s. But I didn’t want 
to leave the party early and I certainly didn’t want to be 
a third wheel. To lift my spirits I hit the dancefloor with 
Ned and The Boys. 

As the tav closed and we were all ushered out towards 
Oak Lawn, everyone stood around in wild outfits 
talking and buzzing from the good night. A party bus 
had been organised to take people on to Club Bayview 
in Claremont. Ned knew I was a bit upset and tried to 
convince me to go on the bus with him.
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‘Come ooonnnn, Katie. We can continue to dance 
the night away and you can just crash at mine!’ 

‘No thanks, Ned. Mark’s meant to be meeting my 
parents tomorrow and it’d be too hard to get my car 
from Amber’s in the morning and drive to his. It’s just 
easier if I crash at his place.’

He pulled a sad face and then gave me a big bear hug 
that squeezed the air out of me. I watched him jump on 
the party bus with friends and drive away with lights 
and music pumping.

Adam came wandering up and asked if I was coming 
with them.

‘I’m not too sure if I’m keen to go back to Mark’s … 
I don’t think we worked anything out,’ I said.

Adam said something along the lines of wishing Mark 
and I could resolve things as, even though he’d only met 
me a couple of times, he thought I was a great girl. He 
agreed that Mark should have made more of an effort with 
my friends, but I shouldn’t let that stand between us. We 
walked from Oak Lawn, down the stairs and across the 
car park towards where the boat was moored on the bank.

‘You know, Kate, you don’t have to come with us if 
you’re not comfortable.’ 

‘I know, but it’s just easier this way. Plus I have no 
other way home.’

‘You could catch a taxi?’ 
‘Nah, they’re too expensive.’ 
‘Here,’ he said pulling a fifty dollar note from his 

pocket. ‘I’ll pay for it if you want?’
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I shook my head. Fifty dollars was the equivalent of 
three hours’ work for me and I barely knew Adam so it 
didn’t feel right. Besides, I was never going to stand on 
the dark road by myself to catch a taxi home alone from 
Nedlands to Kalamunda. That was a good 45-minute 
drive at best, and Mum had drilled into me not to catch 
a taxi home by myself. The Claremont Serial Killer 
murders were never solved after all!

I can’t remember who got to the water first, or 
whether I was on board when the boat was pushed 
out. Many memories from this point became blurred. I 
know Adam put me in the passenger seat and then he 
stood behind the wheel. The only other people I knew 
or recognised on board were Mark, who I hadn’t spoken 
to since our discussion, and Luke, who I hadn’t seen 
since I first stepped off the boat earlier in the evening.

When everybody was on board Luke pushed Adam 
aside. ‘It’s my dad’s boat, I’m driving.’ 

The boat took off pretty much instantly and Luke 
manouvered his way around other boats moored in 
the bay. Once he got out to open water he pushed the 
throttle to go faster. I don’t know how fast he was going. 
All I know was I was holding on to my chair and bracing 
against the wind. It was cold and I hung on really tight.

The only other part of the journey I remember is 
going past South of Perth Yacht Club. I was actually 
meant to be working that night. I’d called up and asked 
for someone to cover my shift so I could go to the tav. I 
know it’s a dumb thought, but it raced through my head, 
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what if they knew I cancelled to be on the boat whizzing past 
right now.

I called for Luke to slow down.
Apparently he slowed down as we went under 

Canning Bridge but the police reports later stated that 
he must have sped up again as he was estimated to be 
doing about 20 knots on collision. The speed limit at 
night was 8 knots. The report also stated that he hit 
the pylon in the opposite direction in which we were 
headed, indicating he was doing donuts and fishtailing.

My instincts told me not to get on that boat that 
night, but I did. If only I had known. The last thing 
I remember is holding on tightly. I don’t know if I was 
afraid. I can’t remember. I didn’t even see the pylon. 



Those four white walls

Broken left ankle
Fractured pelvis
Collapsed left lung
Shattered larynx
Severed epiglottis
Torn oesophagus
Fractured vertebrae
Broken mandible from joint, splintered at front
Loss of 7½ teeth.

I had a one-in-a-million chance of waking up from 
the coma. The surgeons said that if I was lucky enough 
to wake up, I would most likely be a vegetable. They 
believed I didn’t have enough oxygen going to my brain 
because my throat injuries were so severe. 

I tried to open my eyes but everything was blurry. White. 
I couldn’t move. I couldn’t talk. I couldn’t breathe – a 
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machine was doing that for me. I’d missed ten days of 
my life. It was all so strange. I thought I was in Club 
Bayview and my mind tried to reason why it had been 
freshly painted. And what were my parents doing there? 
I couldn’t piece it all together. I thought I was wearing 
my pretty purple and black squared dress, not a hospital 
gown. I thought my male nurse was the bartender. 
I couldn’t understand why my body wasn’t doing what 
it was supposed to do. I was getting so frustrated. 

Mum and Dad were before me bawling their eyes 
out. I’m not sure if it was out of despair or joy, either 
way I don’t think the first thing they wanted me to 
scribble on the doodle board they passed me was: ‘What 
are you doing here?’ It took me four tries to write the 
words. I think Mum thought I had woken up mentally 
disabled. Especially after hearing the doctors’ prognosis.

My parents controlled their emotions as they 
explained I had been in a terrible boating accident and 
was in Fremantle Hospital. The date was 26 November 
2007. They’d received a call from the Fremantle police at 
3.30 am on Saturday 17 November 2007, and were told 
I was in hospital with facial injuries. I had ten and a half 
hours of surgery on that first day. They told me how 
Aunty Sue, Uncle Alan, Grandma and Grandpart and 
Julieanne had sat with them in hospital. Mark and Adam 
also went to visit them. It’s not what I had planned for 
the first parents/boyfriend meeting. 

I didn’t know how to comprehend it all. I was 
shocked. I tried to make it sink in. I had woken up 
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from a coma filled with nightmares into something 
much worse: reality.

The worst part between dreaming and reality was 
working out what was real. I didn’t know if the horrific 
dreams I experienced during my coma were memories 
relived, or whether my brain had reconstructed the events. 
At first I thought the accident had happened on Rottnest 
Island, out of the water, and that someone floated me 
over to the jetty on one of the chairs that had become 
loose from the crash. My Aunty Sue, who is a nurse, was 
there and helped stabilise me on the jetty. I found it so 
hard to breathe and my breaths were getting shallower 
and shallower. When we were finally permitted to take 
a boat back to the mainland it was dark and I was still 
struggling to breathe, it hurt so much. The boat was a 
small dingy and only two people were allowed on with 
me. Aunty Sue had to come because she was taking care 
of me. Mum and Dad stood, looking so worried. How 
was I meant to choose? It’s like choosing which parent 
you love the most. I couldn’t do that. I chose my sister.

Of course I had never been to Rottnest.
In the next dream a boat crashed head-first into a 

small jetty right next to the Kwinana Freeway, almost 
directly opposite the South of Perth Yacht Club. 
I  crawled upward along the sand in complete agony. 
I  knew my teeth were gone and I felt warm blood 
drip from my gums, down my face and trickle down 
my neck. I groaned and wailed in pain. Somehow I 
managed to crawl to the edge of the freeway and call 
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an ambulance. I’m still not quite sure how I did this, 
considering I couldn’t close my mouth and was choking 
on my own blood. To a degree I believe this dream was 
a warped version of reality. Maybe that was the pain I 
felt when I went through the boat windscreen, maybe 
I did feel the warm trickle of my own blood oozing 
down my neck.

The last and probably most significant dream was that 
Mark, Adam, Luke, Amber and I had the boat crash. I 
had broken all my teeth, but my jaw and throat seemed 
okay. Rather than wait for an ambulance, we decided 
to catch a ‘water ambulance’ to hospital. I worried how 
my parents would react when they discovered that I’d 
been in an accident so I decided to get my teeth fixed 
on the water ambulance. I entered a room with a dentist 
who said she could fix up my teeth in no time. She 
told me to strip off and lay down on the medical bed. 
I felt a little uncomfortable, but I did what I was told. 
Two large men with broad shoulders entered the room 
and I felt uneasy in my thin medical underwear, lying 
stomach down. The men began to rub my legs. This 
can’t be part of the medical procedure, I thought. I kept 
my mouth shut and closed my eyes in the hope that it 
was all part of getting my teeth installed. As the men 
went to take off my underwear I couldn’t hold back 
any longer. 

‘This isn’t what I wanted,’ I shouted as I tried to pull 
a robe around me. ‘I think there’s been some sort of 
misunderstanding.’
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‘But isn’t this what you came for?’ one of the men 
asked. He stared at me blankly. His eyes appeared 
emotionless and numb.

‘No,’ I began to whimper, ‘I just want my teeth fixed. 
I just need them repaired.’

The men hurriedly left the room and the lady sat 
me down in a dentist chair. She appeared quite flushed 
and worked quickly to replace my teeth and get me the 
hell out of her office. She worked way too quickly for 
my liking. Not enough care was taken. We somehow 
managed to escape the ambulance boat and sped away in 
an old yellow ute towards the hospital. By then I could 
hardly breathe and sat in the back tray leaning on Mark’s 
shoulder. I knew my time was up. A nurse wandered 
into the car park and found me. She brought me up 
to hospital. 

I honestly believed that was how I got admitted. It wasn’t 
until I moved out of ICU and into my own room that 
I realised just how wrong I had been.




