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CANNABIS — POST-TRAUMATIC STRESS DISORDER 
Statement 

HON SOPHIA MOERMOND (South West) [6.32 pm]: I refer to a news article written by a constituent of mine. 
I have full permission to read it out in this place. It reads — 

My daughter Ashlee came toddling into the living room, and I smiled when I saw what was on her head. 
‘Well, aren’t you the cutest little bunny rabbit?’ I said, and she grinned back at me. I’d bought her a set 
of bunny ears for Easter and she loved them so much, she’d barely taken them off since. 
Ashlee was the youngest of my three children—and my only girl. 
When I’d got together with her dad, Ron Jonker, I was already a mum to David. Then we’d gone on to Aaron. 
The two boys were best of friends. 
‘When I get big, I’m going to buy a house with David, so we can live together,’ Aaron would tell me. 
I adored my boys, but I’d wanted a girl too. 
So, after Ron and I married, we’d tried for another, and that’s when our little Ashlee had come along. 
Her big brothers, now aged four and six, doted on her as much I did. 
But while I loved being a mum to my kids, my relationship with Ron wasn’t good. 
He was verbally abusive towards me, and would sometimes push and shove me around. 
But then he started taking his anger out on the kids too. 
One day, when my dad was over visiting, Ron had yanked David by the ear to discipline him. 
Dad, who was a kind, gentle man and had always had a close bond with David—who called him ‘Gampa’—
was absolutely horrified. 
Then, when Aaron was five, Ron smacked him for taking too long to get his shoes undone. 
He hit him so hard, he had handprints on his back and bottom. 
I knew this couldn’t go on, so I told Ron: ‘It’s over.’ 
He didn’t take it well. 
‘I want you out of the house now!’ he said. 
So, I took the kids and moved in with Dad. 
Although Ron was angry, I tried my best to keep things civil and even arranged for him to have the kids. 
After they’d been with him for the weekend, he called and said: ‘Can I have them for a few more days?’ 
‘OK,’ I replied, hoping he was trying to be a better dad. 
But when I popped over to the house later to see the children, Ron flew into a rage and grabbed me around 
the throat. 
‘I want to hit you, but you’re not worth it,’ he said. 
Days later, he called to tell me that he was going for full custody of the children. 
I was distraught. 
I loved my kids so much that, if I thought he’d make a better parent, I’d have let him raise them alone—
like Dad had raised me and my brother. 
But knowing what Ron could be like, I knew that they’d be better off with me. 
Only now, he refused to give them back and made horrible threats whenever I tried to contact him. 
‘You’ll never see your kids again,’ he said. ‘If you win in court, I’ll make sure you lose in the end.’ 
Three weeks after our split, we were in court for the custody hearing. 
Thankfully, the judge awarded me custody, allowing Ron two weekends out of three. 
He ordered Ron to return the kids to me in a few days’ time. 
But outside court, I could see Ron was seething. 
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His eyes bored into me, empty and black. 
It was like looking at evil. 
Suddenly, I had an horrific premonition. 
‘He’s going to kill the kids,’ I sobbed to my lawyer. ‘Please, do something.’ 
But she said there was nothing she could do, as there was no sign Ron was going to hurt them. 
I was so scared, that I rang the police. 
They sent an officer round, but when he reported that Ron was no threat to the kids or himself, I called 
social services. 
‘Please, just take the children out of his care,’ I begged. Put them in the system if you have to—but just 
take them away from him.’ 
But no one would listen. 
Next day, Ron let the kids ring me. 
I spoke to Aaron and David briefly, and they seemed to be OK. 
And when Ron indicated that he was bringing them back, I felt relieved. 
Later that evening, he called and spoke to Dad, telling him to go to the bottom of the drive where he 
was waiting. 
I assumed Ron was handing over the kids, but Dad returned with a letter from him. 
It read: I did warn you that if you won in court, you would lose. Unless some divine miracle happens, the 
next time you see my kids will be to make a positive ID at the Coroner’s Office. 
I became hysterical, but somehow I managed to phone the police. 
Fifteen minutes later two officers arrived and told me to call Ron to arrange a meeting. 
When I finally got through to him, he agreed to meet me at a local tourist spot later that evening. 
‘I’ll see you coming, so I’ll know if the cops are involved,’ he warned. 
I wanted to go, but the police said it was too dangerous and that they’d go instead. 
Ten minutes before the arranged meeting time, Ron called the house asking where I was. 
‘She’s on her way,’ Dad said, trying to stall him. 
I hoped the police would arrive soon. 
But 20 minutes later, Ron called again to ask where I was. 
Dad told him I should already be there already. 
‘She’s in a state, Ron,’ Dad said. ‘Maybe she’s had an accident. Come back, mate.’ 
He could hear the boys crying in the background. 
They were shouting: ‘Gampa, help us!’ 
Not knowing what was happening was torture. 
But soon after, Ron called me and yelled: ‘I told you, no police! I think I’ve lost them.’ 
Then he hung up, and I broke down in tears. 

When she next saw her children, they were dead. He had gassed them to death in his vehicle. The police failed to be 
there on time. The police helicopter was being serviced and all the safety procedures that were in place failed this 
woman and her children. This was about 15 or 20 years ago. It caused unnecessary suffering for her and her children, 
obviously. Initially, she managed her symptoms of post-traumatic stress disorder with cannabis. Cannabis is still 
expensive and she still uses it. War veterans can now buy subsidised cannabis subscriptions for PTSD. That is great, 
and it would be absolutely fantastic to see that extended to victims of crimes or other unfortunate circumstances. 
I can only hope that other therapies using MDMA will become available, as MDMA can rewire the brain in one or 
two guided counselling sessions. Imagine how many lives can be improved and how much suffering can be stopped.  
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