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hello. Welcome to the big belch 

news. Well, it’s my least favorite 

time of the year. Or it was 

yesterday. Besides the fact that 

bugs keep getting in the house 

and bees buzzing in my ear when 

I’m trying to sleep, I had to 

suffer with all these stupid 

morons going around fooling 

each other because of april fool’s 

day. Anyone who fools someone 

on April 1 is a fool. That’s why 

hopefully I will never make a Big 

Belch News dated April 1. I 

don’t want to give the impression 

that everything in here is a big 

joke. Everything you see in this 

issue is true, except for the parts I 

made up.  

000000000000000000000000000 

Easter was Sunday on Sunday. I 

hope everyone had a good one. I 

slept almost all of it away. To 

celebrate it being Easter, I ate a 

ham sandwich from Subway. 

Apparently they don’t celebrate 

Easter. Good for them because 

neither did I. And do you know 

what Easter means? The season 

of lint is over. But don’t cry, 

because there will always be lint 

coming from the laundry room. 

Unless North Korea bombs your 

laundry room. Then you won’t 

have any more lint to add to your 

lint ball you’re making to see if 

you can get in the Guinness Book 

of World Records for world’s 

largest ball of lint. So if you got a 

Easter present, say to the person 

who gave it to you “it’s the end 

of lint. I demand lint!” But only 

if you want them to think you’re 

insane.  

000000000000000000000000000 

April 1 is the day where you take 

everything you hear with a grain 

of salt and everything you eat 

with tons of grains of salt. I love 

salt. It tastes good. It’s better 

than sugar. And my dad’s 

birthday is April 1. Guess what I 

ate at the 

restaurant 

for dessert? 

Popcorn 

shrimp. 

Lucky for 

me it was a 

buffet so the waitresses didn’t 

think I was insane for wanting 

fried shrimp for dessert. 



Here’s an april calendar. Cut it 

out and give it to your friends. 

They’ll say “Hey, where’d you 

get that neat calendar?!” And 

you’ll say “Big Belch News” and 

then they’ll want to know where 

you can get a copy and you’ll say 

“It’s free! Just go to 

http://www.atari2600land.com/bi

gbelchnews and print one out!” 

and they will and so will so many 

other people and then I’ll get lots 

of hits and I’ll be happy even 

though I’m not getting paid for 

making any of these. Right. I just 

do this just for fun because I sit 

around all day with nothing else 

better to do. My main job is to 

feed the cat. But I don’t want to 

feed the cat all the time because 

then she’d be as fat as a zeppelin. 

A zeppelin that’s made out of 

lead. And if I untie her tail, she’ll 

go up the stairway to heaven. Oh 

wait, what was I talking about? 

Oh, the calendar. The funny 

funny calendar. Here. 
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And on May 1, it will be Cinco 

de Mayo, which means Fifth of 

May in Spanish, which really 

doesn’t make much sense 

because according to the 

calendar, it will be the First of 

May. But I doubt we’ll make it to 

May 1 without North Korea 

bombing us. Or April 31. Or 

something.  

 

AN EASTER STORY. 

Let me tell you something. The 

pigs, you know the farm animals, 

they had their own version of 

Jesus Christ. He was called Bob 

the Pig. He went around doing 

miracles, like healing sick pigs. 

And then one day, some Roman 

pigs saw what he was doing, and 

hung him on a cross and he died. 

Now some Roman humans saw 

this dead pig hanging from a 

cross and decided to eat him. So 

they cut him up in little strips and 

ate them. And lo and behold, it 

was the most wonderful feeling 

their tastebuds got. Some say it 

was like going to Heaven and 

eating ambrosia it was so good. 

So now, on Easter, that’s why we 

eat ham, to get the same feeling 

those old Roman tastebuds got 

when they ate Bob the Pig. And 

that is the history of the 

beginning of ham. So it existed 

long before William Shatner. 


