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      PART ONE

      CRIME


      
      THE KILLING

      
      
      JAMIE RAMAGE has a sweet name, an endearing little-boy name, and nice hands: strong, capable, shapely. They are the kind of
         hands that a woman looks for in a man. This day, though, he must have driven gingerly with the right one; it was swollen,
         the fingers like sausages. Blunt trauma, the police doctor would later say, causing fluid to leak from the veins into surrounding
         tissues. But Jamie’s hand was the least of his worries.
      

      
      He said later that he drove in a daze. Perhaps it was true; perhaps he took all the busy city roads and curving country tracks
         in the vague trance of the preoccupied driver. The last bit of road, the part later videotaped by police, wound on and on.
         It seemed evidence of how focused he must have been on his task: a journey of about an hour, so many twists and turns, so
         many chances to think better of what he was about to do. But then Jamie had always been goal-oriented, unable to brook any
         delay in getting on with whatever aim he had set himself, sweeping in his recruitment of others to his causes. This task,
         he knew, was his alone. Police would later check out a fuzzy report that someone else had been seen with him in his sleek Jaguar on that trip, but it came to nought. Who would he have asked along, anyway? His teenage son? His dinner-party
         companions, the lawyers and doctors and businesspeople of middle-class Melbourne? Some of them would be useful at his trial
         for the murder of his wife, Julie. But not now. Not with Julie’s bruised and bleeding body, wrapped in a bed-ruffle, rocking
         in the boot.
      

      
      Jamie later said that when his hands were around Julie’s throat she fought him a little, but not for long. It was a lunchtime
         in July, a mid-winter Monday, but one of the neighbours in the quiet street they lived in had her doors and windows open because
         it was her cleaning day. She heard nothing. Strangulation is like drowning: a silent death. All the talking Jamie had done
         in the past five weeks, with Julie, friends and a bevy of counsellors – the phone calls, the coffees, the therapy sessions,
         the obsessive pleading for help – that whole great torrent of words ended in this terrible, bloody silence.
      

      
      Prince Charles, gazing upon the body of Diana, is said to have asked, ‘How did it come to this?’ It seems Jamie Ramage did
         not pause for such reflection. He’d never been inward looking. He’d always marched through life mastering the externals, whether
         they be work or wife or cocktail-party conversations. He fetched a bucket of water and teatowels to wipe up Julie’s blood.
         She was bleeding because he had punched her and knocked her to the ground before strangling her. He dragged the body of his
         wife – the body he knew so intimately, the body that had borne his two children – out into the backyard and around the side
         to the garage. He heaved her into the boot of the Jaguar, which had a finish in soft pistachio green with a metallic sheen,
         like a gelato ice-cream. He liked pretty things. Julie was pretty. He changed into jeans and a jumper and Blundstone work
         boots. He packed a shovel, her handbag and the clothes he was wearing when he killed her. Exhibiting a presence of mind that
         was to last the rest of the day and into the night, he phoned the plumber and told him not to come around that afternoon after
         all. He took Julie’s car, a silver Mini Cooper S, and parked it 800 metres from the house behind the family’s favourite Italian
         restaurant. Then he took off in the loaded Jag. Even if he had been seen driving away from his home in Marock Place, no one would have thought twice about it. Suburban routine is so unremarkable.
      

      
      Jamie didn’t tell police much about how he buried his wife in an isolated piece of bushland off Running Creek Road, Arthurs
         Creek, near Kinglake National Park. He mumbled something about having chosen a spot near where Julie used to go horse-riding.
         He didn’t mention to the police that they’d always fought over her favourite pastime; he hated her having a hobby of her own
         and used to call her riding-club friends ‘bush pigs’. So it is unclear whether the choice of site was due to a fleeting moment
         of tenderness – ‘Julie would have liked it here’ – or a final gesture of contempt. Either way, her body did not go easily
         into that dark place. The scrapes and bruises of drag marks on her shoulderblades were later found to be deep and wide. Unlike
         her grave. Police have a name for the sort of hole Jamie dug for Julie. It is ‘an accountant’s grave’ – short, shallow, the
         kind of digging you get in hard earth by a man with soft hands. Jamie had studied as an accountant. Many who knew him saw
         him as a chronic account-keeper, someone who assessed the value of every relationship in terms of his social ‘bottom line’,
         his personal balance sheet.
      

      
      The rest of Jamie Ramage’s day could provide material for the script of a black, black comedy. Relentlessly methodical, he
         made several phone calls on the drive home, including to his wife’s mobile and to her office number. He stopped at a service
         station in the outer suburb of Diamond Creek and bought petrol and washed the car. In a continuation of the dark domestic
         motif that ran through his crime, he phoned Acropolis Marble in the northern suburb of Reservoir to say he would be over to
         look at the granite for his kitchen bench. The kitchen was in the open-plan family room in which he had just killed Julie.
         He arrived at Acropolis two and a half hours later, just after 3 pm. The female staff would later tell police that Jamie was
         calm and pleasant, if a bit fidgety with those hands. At one stage he took off a boot to adjust his sock. He debated a tricky
         question about how best to join the side panels of the bench-top; Jamie Ramage knew the devil is in the details.
      

      
      
      When he finally got home he had a bath and washed his clothes. His son Matthew, then seventeen, noticed nothing unusual when
         his dad opened the front door to him after school that afternoon. Matthew was in his final year of secondary school and wanted
         to complete a physics assignment that was due the next morning, but his dad insisted they go out for dinner. Jamie took Matthew
         to Colombo’s, the restaurant where he had dumped Julie’s car, for a kindly father-and-son chat about Matthew’s goals in life.
         They decided Matthew’s goals revolved around university and career. Jamie’s revolved around ‘moving on’ from Julie’s decision,
         five weeks earlier, to leave him and end their marriage. Jamie warned Matthew that he was almost eighteen years old, almost
         his own person. And he told Matthew that he had grown up perfectly and was everything he had ever hoped for in a son.
      

      
      His defence counsel would later paint Jamie as a devoted family man.

      
      To the lawyers and police managing the case, it began as just another domestic homicide, albeit one in a comfortable demographic.
         Jamie and Julie Ramage were worth $2.6 million between them; they lived in a nice house and moved in the right circles. But
         the case was to cause unprecedented consternation in the leafy suburbs. It would catch the imagination of middle Melbourne
         because the victim was not a checkout chick from a working-class area, and the perpetrator could not be dismissed as an alcoholic,
         or a roughneck, or as being from a culture where the men are known for attitudes that lead to this sort of thing. Julie and
         Jamie were PLU, ‘people like us’: successful white Anglo-Saxon Protestants, hard-working, aspirational, family-focused and
         conservative. They were part of the eastern suburbs private-school set on which Melbourne’s defining ‘clubbiness’ is based.
      

      
      The people who mixed with the Ramages were people who had faith in the law. They expected it to provide justice. But Jamie
         Ramage had dominated and abused his wife Julie for more than twenty years, and he did it again at his trial. Julie’s voice
         was strangled out of her a second time by the laws of evidence and the legal defence of provocation. That very silencing, however, turned the case into a much-debated cause célèbre. Julie’s story
         exposed the brittleness of the middle-class veneer and the subtle viciousness of another kind of silent death: the abusive
         marriage. Jamie’s trial for murder exposed the way ideas of ‘good’ and ‘bad’ women were still enshrined in the law – and how
         the notion of ‘crimes of passion’ favours the passions of men.
      

   

PART TWO

      JULIE AND
JAMIE


      
      
      YOUNG LOVE

      
      THERE IS a wistfulness to childhood happy snaps in a family that has suffered a tragedy. They are reminders of a lost innocence,
         of a time when this family trusted in life’s beneficence in a way they no longer can after a savage twist of fate. Julie’s
         childhood pictures are full of scenes of what the Chinese might call ‘double happiness’. She was a twin, five minutes older
         than her identical sister, Jane. The photographs show two little girls, mirror images of each other, barrelling their way
         through an active childhood: blonde two-year-olds in pudding-bowl haircuts and identical frocks and ankle-socks, a proprietorial
         Julie hugging Jane; the two girls at eight, smiling shyly, cheek to chubby cheek, in a photo booth; at eleven, proudly side
         by side on white ponies at riding school. By fifteen, they had started to carve out more separate identities; they stand side
         by side at the beach, each with a hand on a hip but in different bikinis and with different hairstyles.
      

      
      The girls’ parents, Patricia and Raymond Garrett, married in England in 1956. Four years later, on 11 September 1960, they
         went to Barnet Hospital to make their contribution to the post-war baby boom. The Garretts worked in their own corner shop
         and supermarket businesses for most of the girls’ childhood, iconic representatives of the nation of shopkeepers.
      

      
      The girls had a happy childhood, the remaining Garretts agree. They had spent their early years living in Edmonton in north
         London. When the twins were eleven, the family moved to Cheshunt in Hertfordshire. ‘We didn’t have any brothers, so Dad encouraged
         us to play sport,’ says Jane. Julie represented the county in shot-put and discus, and both girls played tennis and netball
         and joined Young Mariners to learn sailing. They did Girl Guides and had summer holidays in France. They were popular and
         outgoing and had a wide circle of friends. ‘We were very close; we did everything together,’ Jane later told police. ‘We would
         think the same, laugh at the same things and share a giggle. We never lost that as we grew older; that bond was always there.’
      

      
      But there were differences between them. Friends in Australia say that Julie’s front teeth were slightly bent in a way that
         Jane’s weren’t, and her face was less rounded. Her personality, too, was her own; people who knew them both say Julie was
         a softer version of the more exuberant Jane. But the truly fateful differences were not so visible to outsiders. Jane remembers
         noting features of her sister’s relationships with others when they were in their late teens. Julie didn’t rely on her circle
         of girlfriends as much as Jane did; when she fell in love, she fell hard; and she was attracted to strong men.
      

      
      Many teenage girls naturally outgrow Mills-and-Boon syndrome, the romantic fantasy of the strong, laconic, lantern-jawed hero
         who will protect and cherish them. That was not to happen for Julie Garrett. She would soon foreclose on her future.
      

      
      JAMIE RAMAGE was named after his father – almost. His father, James Ramage, was Scottish and his mother was English. James
         Ramage became a business executive in England. He moved to Melbourne to set up an Australian branch of a large insurance company.
         The family returned to England a few years later. When the first son was born in Melbourne in 1959, he was named Jamie Stuart but Jamie later came to prefer being called James. When he first met Julie Garrett in 1977, Jamie Ramage was a bit
         of a dish. He exuded energy and confidence. Physically he was tall and lean, in the way of many gangly teenage boys. Although
         he was handsome enough, with a long narrow face and curly dark hair, he was not as handsome as Julie was pretty. Her hair
         had darkened with adulthood and she had deep blue eyes and an open, girl-next-door smile. Jamie was seventeen and she was
         sixteen.
      

      
      Patricia Garrett thinks Jamie and Julie might first have met at a party: ‘I know that when she met him he impressed her. She
         thought he was flash; he had the use of a nice car.’ Says Jane, ‘My first impression of Jamie was that he was very self-assured.
         He was always boasting about his sporting prowess.’
      

      
      And Julie, it seems, was looking for an out. She had arrived at adulthood in a family with conservative values at the beginning
         of an era in which young women could readily leave home on their own, and at the end of one in which their only respectable
         way out was marriage. The traditional norm had a stronger pull on Julie. Many years later, a few weeks before her death, she
         would tell a counsellor that she had fallen for Jamie because ‘he was charming and good-looking [and] I was a bit oppressed
         at home. We both liked sport, going out and dancing, we were both Virgos, we always talked a lot’.
      

      
      Hindsight is a cruel lens. This is a tragedy that involved many characters and many events building one upon the other. The
         Garretts and others who knew Julie and Jamie now look back and wonder if there was a point at which all this could have been
         averted; a point at which they might have seen it coming, when they could have said or done something that would have made
         a difference. Who wonder, If only …
      

      
      The first glimpse of trouble was at the Garretts’ house during Jamie’s courtship of Julie. According to Ray Garrett, ‘Jamie
         and Jane had an argument. It was trivial; they were all going out as a group. Jamie charged upstairs like a madman. He started
         shouting at Jane. I had to speak to him. I was appalled, really. I told him that if there was any need for my daughter to be chastised, then it was up to me. It was after this incident that I realised
         that Jamie could be a hot-head. It wasn’t normal behaviour for someone to come into the house and start running it that way.’
      

      
      There is a photograph of Jamie and Julie taken around that time. He is sitting in a cream armchair against a background of
         1970s brown floral wallpaper. He is smiling at the camera, his eyes to the lens. Julie sits at his feet and leans into his
         lap. Her smiling face is turned up towards Jamie; she has eyes only for him. That affection was to cost her dearly. When her
         father discovered that she and Jamie were sleeping together, he removed her from school. He told her that if she was old enough
         for sex, she was old enough to earn her own living. Julie Garrett never completed her A-levels. If only …
      

      
      She decided she would join Jamie in coming to Australia. One of Jamie’s father’s contacts, a man based in Melbourne, had offered
         to teach him about the business world. On Jane and Julie’s eighteenth birthday their parents threw them a party at the local
         community centre. Part-way through the evening, Julie told her parents she knew it was hard for them that she was leaving
         to live on the other side of the world. Then she showed them her solitaire engagement ring. Recalls her mother, ‘She thought
         that this would make us feel that she was going to be looked after. At the time it broke my heart, but we had brought [the
         girls] up to be individuals, and if that is what she really wanted, then we would support her in any way we could.’
      

      
      Jamie left England early in 1979 and Julie followed him to Australia in March. They flew back to Britain at the end of the
         year and were married in January 1980 at Northaw Church. The negotiations over the wedding reception offered more pointers
         to the future. The Garretts wanted it small and quaint; Jamie wanted it to go later into the night and to have more guests.
         This would cost an extra 400 pounds, but Jamie’s parents told Pat and Ray that they would pay half of the extra. According
         to Pat Garrett, ‘What really sticks out is when Jamie came to give us the 200 pounds, he just walked in and threw the envelope
         at us. He didn’t thank us … I suppose, looking back, it was an indication as to how Jamie was going to treat people.’
      

      
      Ray’s sour memory relates to the end of the evening. ‘The wedding went off well; it was lovely. [But] I can recall at the
         end of the reception, Jamie’s family gathered up all the gifts and left. My family was left with the task of cleaning up.’
         Decades of distant and fractious dealings between Jamie Ramage and his in-laws would follow.
      

      
      After the wedding, Julie and Jamie returned to Australia to seek their fortune together. At eighteen, Julie Ramage had made
         her bed.
      

   

      
      BARBIE AND KEN

      
      
      MELBURNIANS HAVE long been trying to live down the famous line of the city’s founder, explorer John Batman. In 1835, searching
         for new pastoral land, he dropped anchor in the Yarra River and declared, ‘This is the place for a village.’ In many ways,
         Melbourne is still a small town.
      

      
      The people who run politics and business and the professions tend to come from shared backgrounds. The most important hub
         for the formation and maintenance of what passes for an ‘Establishment’ are the wealthy inner-eastern suburbs such as Hawthorn,
         Balwyn, Toorak and Kew, and the elite private schools with which they are dotted. The tramlines that run through the area
         used to be renowned as places where privileged boys would meet potential trophy-wife girls. Perhaps the most telling thing
         about Jamie and Julie Ramage is that, despite having arrived in Australia as teenagers with little education and nothing behind
         them, they managed to embed themselves so deeply into the eastern suburbs private-school set. They were determined to crack
         it.
      

      
      Julie’s first few jobs in Australia were unremarkable. She worked in a factory making can-openers and then for several other
         businesses before settling for a while in a finance company. Jamie got a taste for the good life early. His patron was a wealthy businessman
         and took him to places such as the best golf courses and the members stand at the Melbourne Cricket Ground (MCG). Jamie was
         already mixing with the set to which he aspired. That mentoring relationship fell apart after his boss discovered Jamie was
         trying to better himself by studying accounting at night. Jamie went on to work for companies such as McDonald’s, Country
         Road and Jardines. He and Julie bought their first home in Prahran and later moved to Percy Street in Balwyn. They had two
         children, Matthew and Samantha.
      

      
      They came to prosper. About 1993, Julie answered a newspaper ad for a job as book-keeper with a fashion house, Eco-d. Julie
         set up the company’s accounting systems and computerised its finances. She was also instrumental in setting up the software
         system that connected all the chain’s shops. By 2000, she had turned the role into a four-day-a-week job. She kept Wednesdays
         free for her horse-riding.
      

      
      Jamie Ramage and Anthony Brady had met at Jamie’s 21st birthday party. Although their relationship later became purely professional,
         at that time they became friends, recalls Anthony: ‘We used to go out socially and went away a couple of times and did the
         dinner-party thing.’ In 1987 they branched out together, starting a confectionery business called Jazzies that expanded to
         twelve stores. The pair sold Jazzies in 1997 to manage Mr Whippy, an ice-cream van company. Twelve months later, they bought
         Thermoglaze, which imported a product for resurfacing porcelain baths. Jamie handled the accounting, financial and overseas
         aspects of the business and Anthony ran it day to day. It seemed Jamie’s professional life was going well.
      

      
      The domestic front was stormier. Although it was not known to many – Anthony Brady had no idea – the Ramages’ marriage was
         often troubled and had what would be referred to in court as ‘a history of violence’. Julie and Jamie had separated for several
         months in 1984 and both had relationships with others. Soon after reconciling they conceived Matthew, and their daughter Samantha
         was born in 1987. Over the years, Julie tried to leave her husband again at least four or five times; often she would arrive at the
         home of her sister, Jane. (Jane Ashton, as she had become upon marriage, had come to Australia with her husband Howard several
         years after Julie. So had the twins’ parents, Pat and Ray.) But after every attempt by Julie to leave, Jamie wooed her back
         with flowers and charm and promises to change. And the choice for Julie was now more complicated: there were two children
         to consider, as well as the potential loss of considerable financial security. Her sister Jane, interviewed by police after
         Julie’s death, said that after returning to Jamie in 1984, ‘Julie told me that she felt helpless as no one likes to admit
         that they have made a mistake. I believe that at this point she had decided to make the best out of a bad job, and that’s
         how she continued. She liked the nice house and the money.’
      

      
      It’s a question feminists duck in the domestic-violence debate: the role of ‘golden handcuffs’ in a woman’s decision to stay
         in an abusive relationship. Both Julie and Jamie had worked hard for their lifestyle and she didn’t want to lose it. In the
         end, Julie broke away only when she had a solicitor’s assurance that she would be all right financially, and a plan that allowed
         her to take a six-figure sum of money out of the family business to tide her over and protect her children’s places in private
         schools. Julie liked the gilding on her cage.
      

      
      ABOUT 1997 the Ramages moved to their final home together, a two-storey, red-brick English-style house with white shutters
         on a small block in Marock Place, Balwyn. The house was solid, if in need of a makeover, but it was a good real-estate buy
         because of the position. The Ramages were now living in a small court off Balwyn’s Golden Mile, the stretch of Mont Albert
         Road between Balwyn Road and Burke Road. Balwyn is a comfortable, insular, ‘white-bread’ suburb. It is politically conservative
         and upper middle class, with a population dominated by managers and professionals. The area 2 kilometres around the Ramages’
         home had an average household income 50 per cent higher than the average for the rest of the state of Victoria; less than 7.5 per cent of the neighbouring households held divorced or separated people; and English
         was the language spoken at home by 84 per cent. While Balwyn was perfectly respectable, it was not top-drawer. The Ramages
         were sensitive to this and used to tell people their address was Canterbury, a neighbouring suburb a notch higher on the social
         league table (a distinction that would be lost on anyone from outside this eastern-suburbs set). They needed to make no apologies,
         though, regarding the site of their next purchase, which qualified as dress-circle real estate. Together with the Bradys,
         they bought a modest holiday house on one of the best pieces of land at Eastern View on Victoria’s most beautiful stretch
         of coastline, the spectacular Great Ocean Road.
      

      
      The Ramages’ choices about their children’s schooling were equally upwardly mobile. First the children went to the local state
         primary school, Deepdene. The Ramages were active at school functions but not everyone was enamoured of what some saw as their
         plastic perfection; the more caustic parents privately dubbed them ‘Ken and Barbie’. ‘They looked like the perfect couple,’
         says Julie’s best friend, Gilda Pekin. ‘Everywhere they went they were perfectly groomed. Julie was tall and slim and blonde,
         the Barbie, and [Jamie was] Ken, the manly strong person. She was the accessory for him.’
      

      
      At secondary level, Samantha went first to Ruyton and then to Lauriston Girls Grammar School. Matthew won an art scholarship
         to the highly regarded Trinity Grammar. In a telling move, Jamie and Julie pulled Matthew out of Trinity in Year 10 and sent
         him to the grander and more prestigious Scotch College. This meant they lost Matthew’s scholarship and had to pay full fees.
         Even in this set, it was a remarkable decision. Julie’s friend Christine Howgate says, ‘Trinity was full of film-makers and
         journalists and creative people, and they wanted him to mix with the business world. Julie said he would meet “a better class
         of people” at Scotch. I said, “Julie, this is so ridiculous. He’s happy, he’s doing well, he’s good at football.” And I don’t think he wanted to go at that stage. But Jamie wanted him to go.’
      

      
      Perhaps it was Jamie who wanted to meet a better class of people. The Ramages were serious networkers. They knew Aingers,
         ‘the antiques people’; Doggetts, ‘the paper people’; and Dyson Hore-Lacy, SC, a criminal barrister better known as one-time
         chairman of the Fitzroy Football Club. Jamie played touch rugby on Sunday mornings with a team of middle-aged ‘tragics’ including
         the high-flying Dr Rob Moodie, formerly a Geneva-based epidemiologist with the World Health Organization and currently chief
         executive officer of VicHealth, the Victorian Health Promotion Foundation. The Ramages regularly dinner-partied with property
         developers, doctors and lawyers. Scotch College offered them another form of entrée.
      

      
      One of the Ramages’ neighbours who was also a Scotch parent, Rhonda McMurtrie, recalls Jamie being open about his networking.
         ‘Once, in conversation, he said, “God, it’s not like Julie and I haven’t socialised enough. We’ve put on some of the best
         dinner parties with the best people.” And it was almost like [he was asking], But were they getting the invitations back?
         They would have, for the sake of Julie, but I don’t know too many people who would have lined up to go another round with
         James.’
      

      
      Dr Catherine (Kate) Clark is an anaesthetist who had a neighbouring holiday house at Eastern View. She also knew the Ramages
         as fellow Scotch College parents and became friends with both Julie and Jamie. ‘They were always very confident about meeting
         people,’ she says. ‘They were on the march, getting image and position right. I never knew how much this was Jamie and how
         much this was about the both of them, but at the beach house, Julie was always the one making the connections. She was certainly
         always marking out the calendar for the time they were there. They’d want to be catching up with the so and so’s, and the
         so and so’s.’
      

      
      But there could also be genuine warmth behind the calculated social-climbing. Clark will never forget that when her marriage
         ended, Julie and Jamie remained her friends. ‘They often asked me to dinner. It didn’t matter if they had six people to dinner, if they had nobody to dinner. I found it so exceedingly nice;
         all my more upper-middle-class friends seemed to struggle with single women at their dinner table.’ There had to be an element
         of kindness in it, she says now, ‘and it must have come from him, because everything needed to be approved by him’.
      

      
      THE APPEARANCE of a perfect family was important to both the Ramages. They took great pride in the children’s achievements.
         One of Julie’s horse-riding friends, Annette Luckman, recalls that during long talks on rides there was friendly rivalry between
         herself and Julie ‘over our sons and our cooking, and the private versus the public schools thing. She was very proud of Matt’s
         public speaking, and we were in competition about who loved their children more, or who thought more of their children. She
         was very proud of Sam’.
      

      
      No one who knew them doubted that Jamie and Julie genuinely loved their children. Julie, in particular, was steady and even-handed
         in her affections. Says Kate Clark, ‘When you were with them and their children it was like they were on show, the perfect
         family … Julie’s relationship with her children, which I would see at close quarters quite a bit, seemed to be healthy and
         happy. And so ordinary, I suppose. There was never ever any tension with her and the children. Ever. She was benign. She was
         an attentive mother. She was a bit obsessed with what they ate. And I often thought, “No, you’ve got it wrong, it doesn’t
         matter if Matt has a whole lot of things that are big and greasy and fattening because he’s getting so much exercise.” And
         Samantha – I think she was always a bit worried about Samantha’s weight and size because beauty was nearly everything [to
         Julie].’
      

      
      Rhonda McMurtrie remembers Julie’s anxiety about Samantha too, as one that revolved around how the world was a tougher place
         for women than for men. ‘She often talked about her fears for Samantha, being a female, that life would be more difficult;
         that society would place expectations on Samantha to be a certain way that she felt would not be placed on Matthew.’
      

      
      
      Julie also told Rhonda McMurtrie that she was concerned that Jamie was sometimes too hard on Samantha. If this issue between
         the Ramages had been defused, it might have helped to avert the disaster that was looming. But over this difference between
         them, as over so many things, Jamie brushed aside Julie’s protests and held to his course.
      

      
      EVEN THOSE who only knew the Ramages socially assessed Jamie Ramage as a difficult man. Kate Clark describes him as abrupt
         and domineering. Rhonda McMurtrie recalls, ‘Dinner parties were pretty much dominated by James, in so much as he always led
         the conversation. He was like a dog with a bone. He would never let go of anything until he was absolutely satisfied that
         he got the answer he wanted.’ A favourite target for his criticisms was Scotch College; now that he was paying top dollar,
         he wanted to be sure he was getting value for money.
      

      
      Jamie and Kate Clark did hit it off on a social level. He was able to argue good-naturedly with her, and they connected over
         music, often swapping CDs. But she was aware of his limitations. She recalls, ‘You just thought of him as a rather bigoted,
         narrow-minded, right-wing reactionary Englishman, with limited life experiences, not able to have a compassionate view. He
         was really hard.’
      

      
      Jamie Ramage could be just as hard on himself when it came to sticking to principles that he valued. He and his partner once
         sub-leased business premises from Gilda Pekin’s husband. Jamie could not be faulted as a tenant, says Pekin: ‘He was always
         extremely scrupulous about his business relationships. Never generous, but if he cut a deal, he stuck by the deal.’
      

      
      While many found him abrasive, Jamie Ramage was not a social pariah. There were friends who admired his drive and determination
         to make something of himself. Rob Moodie did not find Jamie bullying. He says Jamie would have strong views in arguments but
         he allowed Julie and others to have their say too. ‘To me, he was likable. Very ambitious; work-wise, society-wise, he wanted
         to create space for himself. I think in a sense he was out to prove himself, that he could make it in Victoria. The thing I liked about James was that, with me, he was quite able to laugh at himself.
         Politically, we were completely different; he was very much the small businessman, and I see the world in quite a different
         way. We would take the piss out of each other. That was the most endearing feature of Jamie. And I liked the way he seemed
         committed to the kids. Although I could see the notion that he was gaining reflected glory from them, I genuinely thought
         he loved them as well. I still think that.’ Gilda agrees with Rob Moodie on this: ‘Jamie really did love his family. And he
         was serious about creating security for them, real financial and social security. It was not just about social-climbing.’
      

      
      ROB MOODIE saw Julie and Jamie as equal partners in their networking, but others thought she might have been a conscript on
         Jamie’s forced march towards success. Julie had a quality whose lack in Jamie was to prove so devastating: empathy. ‘Julie
         was just nice,’ says Christine Howgate. ‘If she did some baking or something, she’d make a batch of cookies for you. And if
         you were sick, she’d ring and see how you were feeling. Very generous.’ Gilda Pekin remembers the time Julie dropped in to
         visit after their babies had been vaccinated and Pekin’s son was screaming with fever. Julie walked the floor with Gilda’s
         baby for hours. ‘I’d only met her a few weeks before, and she was there for me already.’
      

      
      Julie had what a psychologist would call a sense of ‘The Other’: she saw other people as separate from herself and understood
         that they had their own wants and needs. And she knew how to win them over. In a part of her world that was quite separate
         to her life with Jamie, Julie Ramage was developing into a leader.
      

      
      Annette Luckman is not part of the eastern-suburbs set. She works as a personal carer and lives in a modest house with a gentle
         view of green hills in the semi-rural suburb of Hurstbridge. She first met Julie in 2001 when she decided to join the Hurstbridge
         Adult Riding Club. ‘I think I must have met Julie the first day I was down there. I was a bit concerned: adult riders can
         sometimes have a reputation for being a bit precious. But Julie was warm and welcoming.
      

      
      
      ‘She was the Wednesday rally co-ordinator. She was the person we dealt with making bookings, organising instructors, organising
         events. At that time I think there were only about seven or eight active members in the club; very small. And by the time
         Julie died, I think there were 70. So by 2003, the club had blossomed under her. She became the treasurer, and to promote
         the club she wrote articles in the association newsletter, she organised clinics and events.
      

      
      ‘She had brilliant ideas and she’d encourage people to go to events. She actually lent me her daughter’s horse and she taught
         me how to tow a float. She physically took me around the roads and showed me how to do it and next thing you know I was heading
         off to a top teams competition. There were a lot of us nervous about “floating”. We got a bit of a reputation for being welcoming,
         so anyone would come knocking on the door of the club and if they had any concerns Julie would lend her float. She’d arrange
         the program around people’s kinder sessions and school pick-ups and those sorts of things. She made it accessible to a lot
         of people.’
      

      
      And when Julie turned on the charm, says Annette, she was hard to resist. ‘I remember one time we went for a ride – and this
         is just the power of Julie – and we were riding around the roads, and these guys were coming out of their paddock and Julie
         trotted up to them and, in her beautiful English accent, said, “Do you mind if we go for a gallop in your field?” And they
         just opened the gate and we went in and bolted up the hill and back down again. I don’t know of anyone who would have had
         the nerve to ask and make it sound so nice and sweet.’
      

      
      JAMIE RAMAGE was seen as colder and more calculating. It is hard to know, now, how marked these qualities really were in him;
         the killing of his wife casts a shadow over people’s memories, and those closest to Julie have long had trouble seeing him
         in any other light. Gilda Pekin says, ‘For the better part of twenty years, I’ve observed Jamie Ramage preoccupied with his
         personal balance sheet of money, possessions and useful connections. Julie wanted friends regardless of their value in terms
         of his personal balance sheet.’ Gilda and Jamie never got on, partly, Gilda began to suspect, because Jamie feared that Julie confided in her about the marriage.
      

      
      Christine Howgate and her husband found Jamie boorishly self-aggrandising. Christine and Julie met about 1990 at a master’s
         swimming class. ‘We were the only two girls in it because all the men were training for triathlons, and we were the slowest.
         So we used to do our 40 laps and then get the kickboard and kick up and down and chat. And occasionally we would meet for
         coffee.
      

      
      ‘The whole time we lived out at Research [an outer-suburban area] there was never any invitation [from the Ramages]; never
         any interest in pursuing the relationship with the boys [their husbands]. After we moved into Balwyn, suddenly there was an
         interest. Julie told me that Jamie would never socialise with people who lived down in Research because he called them bush
         pigs. Then we built the big house in Canterbury, and it was suddenly, “When’s your next free Saturday night?” because Jamie
         had chased up what clubs my husband was a member of and thought he might be useful to him.’
      

      
      Jamie made it clear to Julie that it was her task as a good wife to help with this, Christine says. He told her off one year
         for having failed to win them an invitation to the Oaks Day races at Flemington. Winning invitations was not always easy,
         given that Jamie was renowned for being argumentative. He had little sensitivity to the social nuances of the circles to which
         he aspired. Christine says, ‘He was quite bigoted and very right-wing. He used to tell racist jokes and think they were really
         funny. At one time he said it would be good to throw a free Aboriginal concert at the MCG and then drop a bomb on the place.’
         At a dinner party one night, he saw his host’s daughter about to go out for the evening in revealing clothes. The rest of
         the gathering made no comment and left it to the girl’s parents to take up the issue. Jamie embarrassed them all by barking,
         ‘Anyone can get a root if they go out dressed like that!’ He offended Gilda Pekin in this way too. Her husband is often away
         on overseas trips for work. At one dinner party, Jamie made a snide remark about his absences and what that meant for their sex life. A mortified Julie rang Gilda the next day and apologised profusely.
      

      
      Jamie Ramage was also renowned for being tight. He once came to a fundraising cocktail party for a Liberal Party candidate
         at Christine Howgate’s house and ate and drank but ducked paying – saving himself all of $10. Asked for donations to the school
         fete, he refused to give away lollies from Jazzies and instead sold them at cost. In the kindergarten years, he would not
         go to working bees but would try to get out of the maintenance levy he owed in lieu by arguing that Julie’s contribution should
         suffice.
      

      
      Julie Ramage, for all her warmth and kindness, had her faults too. She cheated on her husband, and she lied to him and to
         others to protect her affairs. As one caller to her husband’s lawyer would point out acidly after her death, Julie Ramage
         was no Goody Two-Shoes.
      

   

      
      BEGINNINGS
OF AN END

      
      
      A LASTING marriage does not necessarily mean a happy one. It is hard to walk away from a long, shared history. Often a kind
         of teeth-gritting stasis is reached in which the stability is based not on mutual fulfilment but on a meshing of neuroses:
         two people stay together because each person’s unhappiness fits with the other’s. Maybe the form the unhappiness takes – ‘I
         was always bossed around’, for example – is familiar from childhood and feels like home. Or perhaps they both feel their joint
         misery is less anxiety-creating than living alone would be. In such marriages, trouble begins if one partner begins to grow
         and change, and the other does not.
      

      
      Julie Ramage was changing. The first time I asked Jane Ashton what had made Julie finally decide to leave Jamie, she chuckled
         and said, ‘She got to 40!’ She was reaching midlife, that stage when, Jung argued, an individual pauses to reflect on whether
         the goals they have achieved are still the ones they want. He believed that most people spend the first half of their adult
         lives achieving the  goals that they have taken as their own from parents and society: marriage, home, children, career, material security. Once
         these boxes have been ticked, there is a pause, often followed by the question: Is this all there is? And Julie, say friends, had started to realise that money didn’t buy happiness.
      

      
      Her riding-club experiences gave her the pride of accomplishment and confidence-building feedback from others. The job at
         Eco-d gave her another world outside the home, more girlfriends in whom she could confide and a sense that she could earn
         a living. She was increasingly finding Jamie an embarrassment. He made no effort with people at functions she invited him
         to that were outside the set, such as riding-club fundraisers or office Christmas parties, and would complain bitterly afterwards.
         She tried to distance herself when he was laying down the law to others in dinner-party conversations. The more serious marital
         problems continued, largely hidden from the rest of the world. At the trial, they would be kept hidden from the jury, too.
      

      
      Early in 2003, Julie acted on the advice of her friend Gilda and saw a family lawyer, Caroline Counsel. Julie discovered that
         she would not be on the streets if the marriage ended. She planned to stay till the end of that year to see Matthew through
         the Victorian Certificate of Education (VCE). She knew how important it was and didn’t want him derailed. But then, on 6 June,
         there was yet another fight with Jamie. It began as an argument over Samantha but turned into something much more. Julie changed
         her plans. Jamie, unaware of his wife’s decision, left for a business trip to Japan and Korea. While he was gone, Julie rented
         a townhouse in Toorak and on 13 June, exactly a week after the row, she left, taking their daughter Samantha. Matthew stayed
         in the family home. Julie took the precaution of having her beloved horses moved to a concealed paddock. She feared Jamie
         would hurt or kill them.
      

      
      What followed would become the stuff of local legend: Jamie’s obsessive attempts to win Julie back; Julie’s plan to let him
         down gently; and the fateful entry into her life of Laurence Webb, the man who would become known as The Lover.
      

      
      
      THERE IS a reliable air about Laurence Webb. It is partly his build, which is solid, and partly his manner, which is phlegmatic.
         He is in his early forties, with ungreyed brown hair and a face that is tanned from his weekend life outdoors. He has a slight
         English accent and the bluff, unremarkable features of a country squire or yeoman farmer. Like the Ramages, he emigrated to
         Australia from England in early adulthood.
      

      
      We meet in the foyer of the large Collins Street office block where he works as a sales director for Telstra. He shakes hands
         like a businessman, pleasant but distant. We go up in the lift to the penthouse suite of meeting rooms: sweeping views of
         the city, plush décor and absolute privacy. It is rather a grand and formal venue for an interview. Perhaps he is keen for
         his status to be recognised. A proud man, he is still affronted at the way he was treated during Jamie Ramage’s trial, where
         the defence called him ‘the unemployed bush poet’. At the committal, Jamie’s lawyer had asked him if he was a cad. There could
         be no greater insult to a romantic with chivalrous ideals.
      

      
      Laurence and Julie had first met briefly four years before she left Jamie. Laurence was a recently separated dad taking his
         anxious ten-year-old daughter to her first competition at pony club. He arrived five minutes before the event; they were supposed
         to arrive an hour before. ‘And there’s mums everywhere and they’ve got plenty of space between the floats; they’re about 10
         yards apart,’ he recalls. ‘But when you try and park, they all come out and scream at you because they’ve got to have room
         for their horses, which aren’t there. So you can imagine, your daughter is very uptight – and this angel comes up and says,
         “Can I help you?” It was Julie. She calmed us all down, negotiated with someone over the parking and then calmed down the
         horse.’
      

      
      Laurence is a ‘bush poet’ – he writes and reads poetry about horses and the bush, Julie’s great loves. Four years after his first chance
         encounter with Julie, Jane Ashton, whom he had met through horse-riding, told him he should meet her now-separated sister.
         On Sunday 6 July 2003 Jane brought Julie along to one of Laurence’s poetry readings. Julie caught up with him at the end of the evening and told him she wanted her riding group to have a poetry
         night and they exchanged telephone numbers. Neither of them realised they were about to be struck by The Thunderbolt.
      

      
      Laurence did know that he liked Julie from the start: ‘She was very classy. I come from an English background, as did she,
         and I guess it sounds snobby but you’re aware of that. She was open and fun. A lot of English people that are classy are affected.
         It’s very refreshing to see someone who has style but not affectation. And she was not stunning-looking but she was nice-looking.’
      

      
      The rapport was instant. They got to the Athenaeum Theatre for their first date barely on time and had to climb, laughing,
         over one row of seats to get to another. They drank champagne during the interval of the play and had supper at a café on
         level 35 of his office building: French champagne and Caesar salad. ‘About half an hour into the show – and it’s not a funny
         or romantic show, it’s about a woman who loses her sanity – we started holding hands. To this day I can’t remember who started
         it. And after supper, we were kissing in the lift like teenagers.
      

      
      ‘We went back to her place, had a coffee and talked. That night she also told me a lot about the sexual side of her marriage,
         and I thought, “My goodness, how will I ever make love to this woman who’s been treated this way?” But we also talked a lot
         about pleasant things.’ Both of them cancelled other dates they had lined up over the next few days. ‘Within a couple of days
         she was the most wonderful woman in the world, and still is.’
      

      
      The stories about his time with Julie come pouring out of Laurence Webb as if they are still at the forefront of his mind.
         They are clearly memories that he has often taken out and gone over, like a mourning mother stroking the clothes of a baby
         she has lost. On another level, the role of the tragic lover seems one he has adopted with panache. Romanticism was already
         part of his nature before he met Julie.
      

      
      Laurence believes that he and Julie were an instant fit. ‘I had a very demanding list. She’s got to be comfortable in the
         boardroom, entertaining at the CEO level, and she’s got to be comfortable out in the bush with my friends, with quite ordinary people. When she’d seen me with the poetry, like a country gentleman, I
         said, “That’s fine, but that’s only one side of it.” And then, when she saw the other side of it, me being comfortable in
         the city … If we had to put on a sheet, “What do you both like doing?”, we would put ten out of ten the same thing.’
      

      
      They slept together on the second date and started to meet regularly, one staying at the other’s house overnight as long as
         no children were present. ‘There was no question of my sleeping over when Sam was in the house. Julie treasured her children
         as her highest priority. “The children first, each other next, and then the rest of the world.” That was Julie’s idea.’ They
         also decided that they would not socialise with each other’s friends for at least three months because Julie’s separation
         was so new. But Laurence had decided that Julie was the woman for him, and they began planning a future: more time together,
         shared between their two houses, and a holiday in separate apartments with their daughters at Noosa in the coming September
         school break. Laurence thought Julie was well-established in her new single life: she had set herself up in her townhouse
         and she had already had her first sexual encounter following the break-up. (Julie told him she had slept with a businessman
         from Sydney, Simon, whom she met at the Botanical Hotel in South Yarra while out with the girls from work.) As far as Laurence
         was concerned, Julie had clearly left Jamie behind: ‘Her actions should speak for themselves.’
      

      
      In Julie’s mind, too, she had started a new life – but she also knew that Jamie had not cut his ties to her.
      

      
      THE LAST full day of Julie Ramage’s life was Sunday 20 July 2003. She spent it with Laurence. They met at 10.30 am at his
         house. She arrived wearing a short red jacket, black jodhpurs and a huge smile. Laurence says, ‘I can still see the sun shining
         through her hair.’ It seems that for him, the dead angel will always be golden.
      

      
      He introduced Julie to his daughter and, after they dropped his daughter at her mother’s, they went back to Laurence’s and had lunch. They made love. They sat by the fire and talked and then put both their horses on her float and drove to Panton
         Hill for a ride.
      

      
      It’s hilly there; semi-bush, dirt roads. Laurence’s horse was skittish. Julie calmed down both horse and rider enough to get
         them off the path and on to the road. ‘Then we had a bit of a canter which turned into a gallop. And it was the first time
         I’d galloped this young horse. I’m someone who only took up riding to keep my daughter company. I’d had twenty-year-old Clydesdales
         before, very slow and heavy. Normally I would have been scared but somehow, with her, I was fine going flat out all around
         this long track. The bush was so much more bright and beautiful than I’d seen it before. We were just experiencing our senses
         far more than you normally would. Julie was exhilarated.’
      

      
      On the walk back the tired horses drew together. Laurence says it reminded him of a Henry Lawson poem called ‘Reedy River’
         that he then recited to Julie.
      

      
      He recites it fully from memory for me, sitting across the board-table in this modern city office tower. He has a practised
         voice that is confident of how the cadences should rise and fall. It is a startling quality in a ‘bloke’.
      

      
      The poem tells of a young man declaring his love for a Mary Campbell while they are out riding. But Laurence had forgotten,
         until he reached it, the twist in the tail.
      

      
      
         And over all forever go sun and moon and stars

         But of the home I built, there are no traces now

         And many rains have levelled the furrows of my plough

         The brave bright days have vanished

         For sombre branches wave their wattle

         Above my Mary’s grave.

      

      
      The last line hangs in the air between us. We look at each other in silence. What had made him think of that poem that day
         – a coincidence? An expression of his unconscious fear that such happiness could not last? Or prescience?
      

      
      At the time, he shook off his vague disquiet. At the pub in Panton Hill, they had wine and some food. Later he drove Julie
         to her parents’ home, where she had parked her Mini, and they waved goodbye. They had known each other only two weeks. The
         following morning Julie would tell friends that she had found her great love, and that this Sunday had been the most perfect
         day of her life.
      

      
      Those words would be repeated over and over in the defence of her husband.

      
      THE NEXT time Laurence Webb saw Julie Ramage was the following Wednesday morning in a small pink room, the colour of a baby’s
         nursery, at the city mortuary. Julie’s family had asked him to identify her. She lay on one side of a partition and he stood
         on the other, looking in at her through a large pane of glass. Julie was still and white on a trolley, with sheets over her
         body and cloth carefully arranged to hide her neck. Nothing hid the big lump that swelled on one side of her head, grim and
         bare under the harsh fluorescents. That kind of lump, he felt, could only have been produced by extreme physical force. He
         was drained. It had been a gruelling 36 hours. He felt grief for himself and for Julie. But it was taking a while for the
         truth to sink in – what he felt most keenly was a longing for Julie’s eyes to open.
      

   

      
      DEATH IN
THE FAMILY

      
      
      HER TWIN sister Jane would later say she had a visionary flash at lunchtime on Monday 21 July 2003, around the time that Julie
         was killed. Jane was in the stables on her semi-rural property. ‘It was really weird,’ she recalls, struggling for words.
         ‘I had this amazing …’ and she makes a sound, ‘chhhhhh’, a shimmery drifting sound, and holds her fisted hands up and flashes them open, trying to describe the sudden, fleeting
         feeling. ‘Oh, it was all about understanding revenge and why people did awful things to each other.’ But the feeling was not
         connected to anyone in particular. A clearer vision of what had happened to Julie would come to her later.
      

      
      The evening of the day Julie went missing, Samantha was the first person to worry. Julie failed to pick her up from athletics
         practice at 5.45 pm. Her mother had never forgotten to pick her up from anywhere before. Samantha caught the tram back to
         the Toorak townhouse. She tried to ring her mother’s mobile phone several times but it was turned off. Unknown to Samantha,
         Julie’s workmates had also wondered about her whereabouts when she hadn’t returned from lunch. She’d said she was only going out
         for a quick bite and had left her computer and her heater on. But Julie’s hours had been a bit erratic while she was moving
         house, and they thought she had just got caught up somehow.
      

      
      No one thinks of death as a first possibility.

      
      At 7.30 pm, an increasingly worried Samantha rang Jamie to see if her mother was having dinner with him. She would later tell
         police, ‘He was absolutely normal. He was absolutely himself. We just spoke normally about the rowing and about school and
         he even said, “She’s probably off with that Laurence bloke or something.” He then said, “If she doesn’t come home in about
         an hour, give me a call.”’
      

      
      Jamie was coolly bluffing it out. Not only did he point the finger at an innocent man, he lied to his own daughter about her
         dead mother. But then, it is hard to imagine how you would tell your child that you have just killed her mother. Are there
         words for something like that? How would you face the weeping and recrimination? How would you ever ‘apologise’ – such a limp,
         pale, inadequate word – for such a thing? Jamie obviously didn’t know. The macho man took the coward’s way out. Jamie Ramage
         would leave it to strangers in uniform to break the news.
      

      
      Others became involved in the growing crisis. Samantha rang Gilda to ask, ‘Are you out with my Mum?’ Gilda could tell by the
         skip in her voice that the girl was upset. At 7.35 pm, Laurence rang the townhouse to speak to Julie. He had been about to
         walk on to a tennis court but was immediately concerned to hear from Samantha that Julie had not arrived home. He rang Jane
         and suggested she file a missing person’s report and told Samantha to call Julie’s boss, Felicity Holding. It was on the phone
         to Felicity that Samantha finally gave in to her tears. Felicity lived only a few doors up the street and raced over to her.
         She found the girl still crying and shaking with distress. By now Felicity, too, was seriously worried. Felicity rang Jamie,
         who suggested this time that Julie might have been in an accident.
      

      
      
      Meanwhile, Jane was becoming distraught. She recalls, ‘I rang the police, and they said “We’ll just report her as a missing
         person.” And I said, “No, she’s been in a violent relationship and I think something terrible’s happened.” I had a committee
         meeting at my house that night and I got everybody on their mobile phones – I kept the other phone clear – to ring all the
         hospitals, and then the police arrived. It was a young policewoman.’
      

      
      By this time an image had solidified in Jane’s mind and it would not leave her. ‘I said “He’s strangled her. She’s in the
         boot of the car.” And she said “Don’t be ridiculous!” I just knew. I said three or four times, “He’s strangled her, she’s in the boot of his car. Get on to him!”’ Her voice is bitter now: ‘I was told off for being hysterical.’
      

      
      Jane did indeed ‘just know’. Police later confirmed that she had repeatedly insisted to attending police that this was her
         sister’s fate. A more senior officer would later tell Jane that he had learned never to ignore visions by mothers of small
         children or by siblings who were twins. But this was a police investigation, a process based on the discovery of hard facts,
         and that night it was Jane’s fate to be dismissed as over-emotional. She became more and more furious as the police followed
         protocols that did not focus on Jamie. ‘Then the policewoman said, “Because you’ve notified us, we have to search your house.”
         And we live on 10 acres and I said, “Well, unless you’ve got dogs and torches … !” I was very angry. I wanted them to go to
         his house because at that stage I thought I might be wrong but that she might be kidnapped or tied up somewhere or need help.
         I really did have this premonition. And then the police left; they’d done everything by the book but missed all meaning.’
      

      
      Local police called in the detectives assigned to the area, and then both uniformed and detective units became involved in
         the hunt for Julie. Jane was worried that Samantha’s safety might be at risk too. Felicity told her that Jamie had said he
         was on his way from Marock Place to pick Samantha up. Jane’s voice trembles as she tells of it: ‘I rang Felicity, who had
         Samantha with her. And I said, “Whatever you do, don’t let Samantha go with her father. Make out she’s got a headache, make out she’s in the bath, just don’t let her go!”’
      

      
      LAURENCE WEBB shared the phoning around and tried to search for Julie physically. He says, ‘About 10.30–11 o’clock, I was
         at the factory, the business that [Jamie] ran, with a couple of people from the tennis club. Searching that, or trying to.
         We couldn’t break in but we could see underneath. We were at the point now where we thought he may have killed her or beaten
         her horribly. We were hoping that she would be alive and okay, or even bashed up and still alive but hiding because she didn’t
         want to show people.’
      

      
      The phones continued to run hot with Jane as the central exchange. Felicity, although she was worried, did not understand
         Jane’s high panic. She would later tell police that Jane was phoning her every ten minutes. ‘Jane kept ringing me. She was
         hysterical. She told me that she had told the police that Jamie had strangled Julie and he had her in the boot of the car.’
         Jane was the only adult in the family in Melbourne that night. Her husband Howard was on a trip to England to visit his family
         and Jane’s parents were on holiday in Queensland. The Garretts had been worried about leaving Julie, but Jamie had been so
         good about the separation up until then that Julie had insisted that they go, telling them she was fine
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‘A gripping human story, told with
the command of a seasoned journalist’
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