
Cane Toad Cruelty 
There's no doubt that the introduction of Cane Toads has been a disaster to the Australian 
environment and our native animals. But just how should we feel about the toads themselves? Would 
we love them if they were native, or would they still be ugly? What do they "deserve"? Lydia Fucsko 
investigates. 
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As I indiscriminately changed radio channels I heard giggles and then the word “toad” 
followed by the word “bash”.  

The question that was being debated was, "How do you get rid of Cane Toads?" 

Amongst them were: 

Get a well know tennis player to improve his tennis game by loading up 50 toads in a rubbish 
bag and then force them into a machine, which pelts out tennis balls at 5 second intervals, 
except this time use the Cane Toads and propel them through the air.  

The radio announcer said with glee, that as the toads make a screaming sound the tennis 
player would have an auditory advantage and not only see the animal airborne, but more 
easily hear him/her whizzing along in an altogether unnatural state of flight – a toad's plump 
roundness would be perfect in replacing a tennis ball and the added satisfaction of a squelch 
against the racket would be even more gratifying, – if not a little messy. Perhaps goggles 
could be worn by the player so that blood and spatter would not blind him, or at the very least 
mess up his swish attire! Is that one/love? Toad bashing anyone? 



One man, excuse me, "bloke" as he took inordinate delight in being called, stated with 
authority, that he had injected countless toads with petrol as a pastime.  

He changed his tune as he narrated, whilst I was left wondering, as any listener might, just 
where on earth he got his hands on syringes to begin with, to laboriously kill off each toad 
individually? He amended his methodology which involved forcing a Cane Toad's mouth 
open, in order to pump it full with petrol, so that the animal would hop, flip flop, writhe, 
squirm and eventually crawl away and burn to death ever too slowly from the inside.  

There was a retort, "If you really want to save money and energy, why not do what we did as 
kids during a birthday party up in Queensland - pump them full of helium until they 
explode!" The next voice was that of a woman – thank God, atheism or evolution, reason at 
long last. But no – her lateral contribution was only to reminisce about how she would 
torment her nagging neighbours, by tying a soft drink can to every toad's limb she could hunt 
down and hurtle him/her onto the "offender's" rooftop (well, admittedly even if they were 
gracious neighbours, just for the novelty of it, you understand) so as to cause such families 
grief at night time. 

The objective as far I could ascertain was to have the toad move around dragging the can, 
causing such a ruckus, as to unsettle and enrage the most peaceful of home dwellers. The 
radio announcer's contribution was something like, "Why not put a heavy bottle and really 
make that toad have a work out to burden his load?" 

Also did you know it's easier to catch a toad if you first gouge out his/her eyes making it 
more of a challenge to do so! One larrikin exclaimed, "You can run 'em over with a huge 
blade with your lawn mower, it's really fun mate you oughta try it I reckon." 

But does it damage the blade? This was the only concern. "Is your mower all right mate?" 

"Oh yeah! It's worth it to see their legs' round the joint – sometimes you can't rip 'em to bits 
the first go, you know, but the new blades, yeah, they do a true blue job of slicing 'em to 
kingdom come!" 

More "gems" just kept on coming. "Beauty mate! Got another one for yous all. Poppin' 'em 
with me tractor tires when I'm up the bush, when I'm tanked up I tend to hit even more of 'em 
– love that sound when you get 'em. Know I'm doin' me bit. Would do it anyway 'cause it's 
way sick. Hittin' roos, the big red bastards is good too, but does your bullbar in, don' it – 
gettin’ the little ones without their mums, well, they're just dead easy mate". 

And lastly another male in his thirties, thinking he was still back in the schoolyard impressing 
his mates, also managed to swear on air, much to his delight, as though it was a great 
accomplishment, "What's black and f***s a toad?" 

“A Dunlop radial on a Ford.”  

Scientists, instead of complaining and blaming the Cane Toad, are collaborating with CSIRO 
and others, to redress the damage done by the Cane Toad to the ecosystem, but it must be 
done in the most humane manner possible. Any person who thinks up innovative ways in 
which to torment an animal causes me very deep concern as I wonder both about the innate 



propensity towards animal cruelty that is within sections of the Australian population and 
their manner of inventing cruel means of dispatching the animal. 

The consequence is that desensitization of individual people towards animals which have 
become “pests” means that collectively, society becomes immune to feeling for anything let 
alone anyone in general.  

Who asked the Cane Toad to dispense with the beetle that was the resident pest for the sugar 
cane industry? Who asked him/her to become an Australian resident? Can a Cane Toad help 
it that his/her adaptation to its new environment is superior to the intellect and humour of the 
callers who seem, at least to me, to be lacking enlightened souls?  

Interestingly enough, a Cane Toad has never thrown my brother onto my roof with a can tied 
to his leg, then forced him to down a litre of petrol and then run over his head with my 
cousin's lawnmower after he'd fallen off the roof. 

Either my sense of humour (or lack thereof) needs to change, or I just need to change the 
channel on the radio. Many other cultures revere frogs – Japan especially loves its "kaeru" 
(meaning frog in Japanese) and its toads and salamanders. There is much to be learnt from 
cultures other than our own. 

Hopefully humans will re-channel their energies by seeking enlightenment – love saves the 
world but enlightenment may just start by simply loving a toad. 

 


