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Hi. Welcome to the big belch news issue 8. 

In here, we have some wordplay. 

 

Presidential crosswords. 

Here’s a presidential crossword containing 

every president. It was made in 1994 by 

Leonard Gordon. 

 
 HARDING  FILLMORE   R  
 A    I T O   O      O 
GRANT X Y R J N      O 
 R   COOLIDGE R    A S 
LINCOLN E   F O PIERCE 
 S   E  R   F E    T V 
POLK VAN BUREN  BUSH E 
 N   E      R      U L 
G  WILSON EISENHOWER T 
A J  A   B  O 

REAGAN TRUMAN  ADAMS C 
F C  D   C   K    C  L  
I K      HOOVER C K  I 
E S  H   A   N MADISON 
L O WASHINGTON  R N  T 
D N  Y   A A E  T L  O 
     E   N F D  E E  N 
 JOHNSON   TAYLOR Y 
 

But times have changed. Fortunately, 

since Clinton’s second term and 8 

years of George W. Bush, the only 

name we have to include is Obama. 

I’ve modified Leonard’s crossword a 

little and made it a tiny bit bigger, so 

the next president who comes along 

with an “E” in their last name can 

easily be included without making the 

crossword bigger. We could easily 

include “ROMNEY” if he wins, for 

example, like I’ve done here: 

 HARDING  FILLMORE     
 A    I T O    B  B P  
GRANT X Y R J  A  U I R C 
 R   COOLIDGE  M  S E O L 
LINCOLN E   F  ARTHUR M I 

 S   E  R   F       C N N 
POLK VAN BUREN  ROOSEVELT 
 N   E      R         Y O 
G  WILSON EISENHOWER    N  
A J  A   B  O 
REAGAN TRUMAN  ADAMS  
F C  D   C   K    C  M  
I K      HOOVER C K  O 
E S  H   A   N MADISON 
L O WASHINGTON  R N  R 
D N  Y   A A E  T L  O 
     E   N F D  E E  E 
 JOHNSON   TAYLOR Y 

 

And now, a palindrome: 

 

Pus, BM! Uh, thumbs up! 

And now, a Palin drone: 

 

Hi, I’m Sarah Palin. I think Paul Ryan is 

a good choice for Mitt Romney’s vice 

president. He’s so efficient, knows how 

to run the economy, we might win 

Wisconsin, too, and not to mention, he’s 

so darn cute, which you can’t say about 

my uncle Fred. He was the ugliest man 

who ever lived, I’ll tell you what. One 

day, Fred walked into the barber shop 

and said “I want a haircut,” and the 

barber said “like that will help with your 

looks.” Fred was so outraged… 

OK, Sarah, we had to cut your droning 

on and on short because now it’s time for 

page 2. 



Lickity split. 

 
Lickity spit. 

 

Who would want to lick a split? 

You eat splits, not lick them. 

That’s why I vote we change the 

term to “lickity spit.” You’re 

much more likely to lick your 

own spit than a split.  

Yes, we have some bananas. 

And, what’s more, they’re 

boneless. There’s nothing I hate 

more than biting into a banana 

and having my teeth fall out 

because I bit a banana bone. It’s 

like a seedless watermelon. I hate 

chomping into a watermelon and 

choking on seeds. I choked to 

death on a watermelon seed. I 

went down to Hell and Satan said 

“Hey! What are you doing here? 

You’re not supposed to die for 

another 10 years!” So he sent me 

up back to Earth. That was 9 

years ago. So in my last year of 

living, I’d rather like my bananas 

to be boneless and not ruin my 

dentures. I have dentures because 

all my teeth fell out because I bit 

into a banana bone. I only put 

them in when I’m eating 

boneless bananas. The rest of the 

time they sit on the shelf to scare 

my niece. She said “My what big 

teeth you have.” I replied “the 

better to EAT you with!” Then I 

ate her, because she was a 

banana. It was weird how my 

sister gave birth to a banana. She 

masturbated with one, put it in 

her vagina, and nine months 

later, well, you know the story. 

It’s a good thing, too, since they 

had to throw my niece’s father 

away because he was rotten. Not 

only did he decay, he also had 

bones. And that’s the end of my 

story. What’s more I’m sticking 

to it, because bananas are sticky. 

That’s why I only eat them 

occasionally.  

Well, just like that, we’ve come 

to the end of another Big Belch 

News, lickity spit. So while you 

wait for issue 9, read the first 8 

issues over and over again at: 

http://www.atari2600land.com/bi

gbelchnews/  

Happy reading! 

 

© 2012, chris read. 


