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Valmae Fay Beck had been sentenced to life in prison for the 1987 murder of 12-year-old Sian Kingi in Noosa, Queensland when she was taken to hospital on May 5th for a heart surgery. Once in hospital, police camped in the hospital in the hopes that Beck would reveal more information about her former husband’s criminal actions and allow police to close some cold cases. However, Beck died at 6.15 p.m. on May 27, 2008, and never revealed anything else.

Beck was regarded as Queensland’s most hated woman, and some rejoiced when she finally passed away. In the three weeks she was in hospital, she was apparently semi-conscious, in an incoherent state, and not responding to any verbal stimulus. Beck’s health issues started after she was moved to Townsville Correctional Centre from Brisbane. In the jail, she was given a kitchen job, and her weight ballooned to 308 pounds. This put a great strain on her body, and she never bothered to remedy the situation.

Some say that this was Beck’s way of repenting for her previous crimes.

Valmae Beck and Barrie Watts

Valmae Beck was a plumpish, pug-faced woman, and she did not consider herself a beauty. Because of this, she spent her time looking for love, and would always unquestionably follow her partner’s wishes just to make sure that she was not left alone. In 1983, she met Barrie Watts, a man who was significantly younger than her, in Perth, Western Australia. At the time, Beck had already been married twice before and was a mother to six children.

Beck’s relationship with Watts was far from ideal, but Beck had very little opinion of her own worth that she was just grateful for the attention. The two would argue about the tiniest of things, and Watts would always utter vile things about Beck to tear her down. In December 1986, these two unlikely partners finally tied the knot. Watts’ treatment of Beck had completely broken her will, and she always went ahead with Watts’ directives no matter how absurd they were.

Watts’ mistreatment of Beck was not the only flaw in the relationship. Watts had a propensity for lusting after women who were not his wife. He never made any effort to conceal his roving eye, and this further fuelled Beck’s belief that her much younger husband would soon leave her. As she kept thinking these thoughts, she made a vow that she would do anything to keep him with her. This meant carrying out his every demand, no matter how inhuman.

In their home was further evidence of Watts’ specific type of woman. There were a number of pornographic videos in the home, which Watts would watch constantly. His favorite type of pornography featured very young women, especially those that looked like they were barely teenagers. He made no effort to conceal these tapes, and Beck would almost always catch him watching them. The tapes were a source of constant pain to Beck, who couldn’t understand why her husband would not be satisfied with just her.

Human beings are never satisfied with one thing for too long. Soon enough, we begin seeking a bigger thrill. Watts was no exception. He started telling his wife about his depraved fantasies, which involved sleeping with a younger woman. He kept repeating his fantasy, and it soon became the biggest bone of contention in their household. The entire time, Beck was unwilling to let go of her depraved husband, and as with everything else, he managed to wear her down on this topic too. Watts changed his story to fit his wife’s needs. He expressed to Beck that once he slept with one final woman, he would be over his fantasy and would be faithful only to her. Beck bought into the story, and even accepted to help him find the perfect woman to fulfill his fantasy.

Beck never revealed where her children were at the time, or even if Watts had tried out any of his fantasies with her daughters. 

October – 11th November 1987

In early October, Watts and Beck decided to take a trip to Queensland. The two never revealed what the purpose of their trip had been. However, police speculated that Watts had finally decided that it was time to fulfill his fantasies, and that he wanted to be as far away from home as possible, to avoid being recognized. The couple got into their white 1973 HQ Holden station wagon and drove towards Queensland, passing through Melbourne. They found a house in Lowood, a town 31 miles from Brisbane. They rented the house and settled in soon after.

The two then set out and visited a couple of beaches, and whatever else they were up to was pretty much kept a secret. However, things took a different turn in November. Watts started becoming restless, and was more vocal about his sexual fantasy than before. He had left his pornography videos back in Western Australia, and was getting more and more agitated as time went by. The police have long suspected that much more went on in October, but there has been no proof of nefarious activity committed by the couple prior to November 10, 1987.

November 10th 1987 was a surprisingly busy day for Beck and Watts, as they finally set into motion their plan of getting Watts a younger woman to rape so that he could finally become absolutely faithful to Beck. They drove their Holden station wagon to the Ipswich General Hospital and staked out the hospital, looking for an opportunity to nab their victim. 

The first attempt was over pretty much as soon as it began. A young nurse walked out of the hospital and walked to her car. Beck and Watts scanned the parking lot and confirmed that there were no witnesses present. Watts got out of the station wagon and quickly made his way to the nurse’s car. He rapped on her window, immediately startling her. She took a quick glance at the skinny man and locked all her doors. She then started up her car and drove off. She did not report this incident to the police until after another incident had been reported.

Beck went back into the station wagon and decided to make another try. He was not going to give up on his mission that easily. Whether or not Beck was opposed to this idea is unknown. Later in the same night, Watts got the break he was waiting for, and this time he changed tactics. A young nurse had just left the hospital and was walking to her car. Beck drove the station wagon closer to the nurse’s car, and Beck got out. He knocked on the woman’s window and she looked up. He had a map in his hand and motioned for her to roll her window down. She complied. Watts then asked her to point out the direction to a location on the map since he was lost. The nurse looked over into the station wagon and saw Beck at the steering wheel. This gave her a sense of security. The nurse got out of her car and proceeded to show Watts directions on the map. As she was talking, she realized that Watts kept moving closer and closer, and at some point he was pressed up tight against her shoulder.

The nurse started feeling extremely uncomfortable, and glanced over into the back seat of the station wagon. Her eyes quickly noted the hessian bags and ropes in the back seat. She felt a churning in the pit of her stomach, and the nervousness she was feeling quickly turned into downright fear. Just as she was trying to figure out her next move, she got her lucky chance. A colleague stepped out of the hospital and started walking across the parking lot towards the cars. Beck immediately shifted his focus to the man, and the nurse saw her chance. She quickly hopped into her car, locked the doors and drove off. She also did not immediately report the incident to the police. However, she mentally noted the station wagon’s number plate as LLF 429. She had inadvertently logged an important clue that would be vital for the investigation that was to come later. After their second unsuccessful attempt, Beck and Watts decided to call it quits. They left the hospital area and headed back to Lowood. However, this was just the beginning of their crime spree.

On 11th November 1987, Beck and Watts decided to give their plan another go. This time, Beck would be a more active participant. At 5.30 p.m., a retail assistant called Cheryl finished her shift at Target and decided to make her way home. It was after hours and the normally busy parking lot was nearly empty. She walked to her car and made her way to the parking lot’s exit. Just as she was about to exit into the road, she came across a frumpy looking woman flagging her down, seemingly asking for directions. Cheryl slowed down and engaged the woman. As they were talking, a skinny man jumped out of nowhere brandishing a knife.

Cheryl started screaming for help and an altercation ensued. In the attack, Watts managed to cut his hand and left bloody fingerprints on one of the windows of Cheryl’s car. Her screams quickly drew out a crowd of witnesses who saw the man and woman drive off in a white Holden station wagon. The attack left Cheryl visibly shaken. Nevertheless, she drove straight to a police station to report the incident. The detective who caught the case was 1st Class Constable Graham Hall of the Ipswich CIB. He noted Cheryl’s description of the suspects and her car was processed by the evidence technicians.

Constable Hall went to the shopping center to interview witnesses. One person provided the detective with the number plate of the station wagon; LLE 439. At the time, nobody knew that this plate number was wrong. Constable Hall quickly chased down this lead. However, by 7 p.m., the number plate was linked to a Toyota Corolla in a nearby country town. The car was quickly cleared. Hall wasn’t about to let this case off easily, so he set up a small newspaper article that described the incident and the car the suspects escaped in. Two days later, the second victim from the 10th November attack called into the station. She told police that the number plate of the car they were looking for was LLF 429. This still managed to make finding the car difficult. Constable Hall assigned one staffer the task of checking up all the combinations of the three plate numbers to see if they could find a match of a Holden station wagon. This proved to be the same as finding a needle in a haystack. The case went cold soon after, and Beck and Watts were not caught.

November 27, 1987

Elizabeth Young and Bill Wallace had been at the Castaways Creek Beach on the afternoon of November 27th 1987. At around 4 p.m., the two walked back to the Castaways Beach parking lot towards Wallace’s four-wheel drive. Having had things stolen from his car before, Wallace was always on high alert whenever he was out. As the two made it to the parking lot, they immediately noticed a skinny disheveled man hovering in the parking lot. Wallace immediately got suspicious and kept his eye on the man. The disheveled man was none other than 35-year-old Barrie Watts. When he noticed the two staring at him, Watts went back to his car, the Holden station wagon, and drove off. Wallace immediately got into his car and followed the station wagon, noting down the plates; LLE 429. Little did he know that this would be the key to solving one of the most brutal murders in Noosa County’s history.

Beck and Watts had spent that day visiting the beaches of Noosa Heads, and Castaway Creek was just one of the locations they had stopped at. At around 3.30 p.m., the two noticed the Noosa schoolchildren on the street after school was let out. Watts had spent the day drinking, and promptly told Beck that the day had finally arrived. He was going to make his wish come true. The run in with Wallace did nothing to dampen Watts’ plans as he left the beach area and headed to the Pinaroo Park, where they scoped out the area for their next victim.

Watts was looking for a specific victim at this point in time. He wanted a girl who was barely 13, flat chested and a virgin. They sat at the park’s parking area and watched for the person who would fit that description and bring Watts’ search to an end. All the ones they noticed were accompanied by adults or friends, and Beck began getting impatient. Fifteen minutes after they got to the park, Beck and Watts started arguing about Watts’ fantasy once more. Beck was getting tired of waiting when Watts suddenly told her, “There’s a girl coming on a bike. Stop her. Talk to her.”

12-year-old Sian Kingi had just left a hot bread shop at Noosa Junction. She had been shopping with her mother when she told her that she would meet her at home. Sian then hopped on her bike and started riding towards the park. Their home was less than a mile away, and Lynda Kingi was not worried about anything happening to her daughter. She watched her daughter—dressed in her uniform, white joggers, and pink socks – ride off in her 10-speed yellow girl’s Repco racing bike. With her beautiful blue eyes, pretty face and tanned skin, Sian was Watts’ dream come true, however twisted his fantasies were.

Ever the dutiful wife, Beck quickly followed her husband’s directive. With her unassuming look and frumpish stature, the girl did not register any warning bells when Beck asked her to help find her dog. Beck told Sian that she had lost a little white poodle with a pink bowtie. When asked whether she had seen it, Sian responded that she had not. As Beck continued to distract the little girl, Watts crept up behind her and slammed a cloth over Sian’s mouth, effectively making sure that her screams would not be heard. He then dragged Sian into the back seat of the station wagon. Beck indeed did have a dog with her on that day; it just wasn’t a white poodle. Beck’s blue heeler got excited as the commotion unfolded, jumped out of the car, and started barking. Beck quickly chased down the dog and brought it back to the car and quickly drove off. Sian’s bike was left at the scene of the crime. The abduction took 30 seconds to execute, and no one was looking in the right direction at the time.

When Lynda Kingi got home at 4.45 p.m., she did not find her daughter at home. She was not worried and just assumed that her daughter had met her friends along the way and stopped to talk to them. Sian was a popular girl, and many described her as a happy and gentle soul. She was liked by many, and in the small town of Noosa Heads, she was one of the perfect citizens. Lynda set about her tasks for the evening, knowing that her daughter would walk into the home at any time before the dark settled. After all, nothing bad had ever happened to their little children in Noosa.

Sian was in the back of Watts’ car, gagged and bound with glossy brown masking tape. The car was speeding down Tinbeerwah Mountain State Forest, 9 miles west of Tewantin. Watts took over driving the car, entered a forestry road, and parked just a few meters off the road. He left the car lights on, and told Beck to remove the gag from Sian’s mouth. Beck took a pair of scissors and went into action. She carefully cut the tape, and made sure that Sian’s hair was left untouched. She then started cutting Sian’s underpants, just as she had been instructed by her husband. Sian never shed even a single tear as this was happening.

At 6 p.m., Sian’s day took a horribly brutal turn. According to Beck’s confession to police, Watts had laid a bedspread on the grass and took Sian to it. Beck had gone to the car and stayed there watching Watts committing the indecent acts on Sian. Watts forced Sian to perform acts of fondling, kissing, and touching before finally raping the little girl. This one hour ordeal was apparently exactly what Watts had been craving all along. After he was done, he told Sian, “It’s all finished now, it’s all over.” Watts then told Sian to put her dress back on. He then tied her ankles with rope, bound her hands, and gagged her with tape. He turned her over so that she lay on her stomach, took Beck’s belt and tied it around Sian’s neck. He then placed one knee on Sian’s back and started tightening the belt. During the entire ordeal, Sian had not uttered a word, had not cried, and yet had been visibly frightened. Her only words to Watts were, “you’re hurting me,” as he tightened the belt.

Beck stated that her dog started acting up again and she went to tie it to the back of the car. When she turned around, she found that Watts had turned over Sian’s body and was stabbing her in the chest and throat. He then dragged her a few meters off the creek bank and dumped her into the bush. The two got into the station wagon and drove towards the highway. As they passed Six Mile
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