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Hi. Welcome to the second year 

of big belch news’s existence. 

The first issue was july 15, 2013. 

We had a whole first year 

anniversary party. Neener and I 

were there, and so was Neener’s 

wife. I cut the cheese and then I 

cut the cake. The cake said “Put 

Happy First Anniversary On It” 

on it because the dumb cake guy 

misunderstood what I wanted 

written on the cake. But it was 

good anyway. I ate the Put part 

and then I ate the On It part and 

then we took a picture of the 

cake because it was so yummy. 

Cakes taste good. It was my 

niece’s birthday today. I ate 19 

pounds of cake. I gained about 

50 pounds, but at least I felt 

good. Then I had to poop. I 

pooped out 50 pounds of poop 

and lost 25 pounds. How does 

that work? Anyway, welcome 

again. 

======================= 

George Zimmerman is not guilty 

right now, but apparently the 

government wants him to be 

guilty so they’re going to change 

the verdict to Guilty because 

people across the country are 

upset that Trayvon Martin died. 

People are boycotting Florida 

because of the verdict. I am 

boycotting Florida, too, but not 

because of the verdict. I’m 

boycotting it because it’s too hot 

there. And I have no way to get 

there. It’s too far away. And the 

Reverend is boycotting it because 

it’s shaped like a penis. Florida is 

where the 2000 election got 

decided. Florida is in the news 

too much. I demand that nothing 

happen in Florida ever again. 

Mind you I have nothing against 

Florida, but I’ve never been 

there. The ocean is on the wrong 

side, though. I think I would get 

confused if I went to a beach 

hotel and I would think I was 

running to the beach but instead 

knock myself out on the side of 

the hotel. Force of habit people 

do weird things because of. 

Peanuts like I. Nutritious they not 

are 

======================= 

A note to everyone. The jury has 

spoken. Reversing the decision 

means you hate white women. 



Well, there is now a royal baby. 

Kate gave birth to a baby boy on 

July 22. Everyone was expecting 

a girl, but no. I wonder why they 

didn’t just determine the baby’s 

gender like they do all the time 

with a sonogram or something. I 

guess people don’t want to know, 

but since this is third in line to 

the British throne, you’d think 

this would be kind of important. 

But seeing as how I’m not 

British, I don’t really care. The 

only reason I would care is if 

they chose the name Elizabeth. 

Baby Elizabeth the boy. King 

Elizabeth doesn’t have the right 

sound as Queen Elizabeth.  

======================= 

So anyway, I was walking down 

the street. OK, that’s a dirty lie. I 

never walk down streets. I’m 

asleep half the day and the other 

half I’m on the toilet waiting for 

poop to come out. And if it does, 

I eat more food, so more poop 

can come out. It’s a vicious 

cycle, one I can’t help but do 

because my parents had sex 30 

years ago. And they got a boy, 

just like Kate and William, or 

Harry, or whoever that was. I can 

never keep those royal people 

straight. Well, one is straight 

because he knocked up Kate, but 

we don’t know about the other 

one. And also on this day, 

Belgium got a new king. See, I 

didn’t even know Belgium had 

kings. I’d hate being second in 

line to the American throne 

because I’d have a royal pain in 

the butt because I’d need to 

poop. And the stupid cat wants 

food all the time. See, if I was a 

cat, I wouldn’t do things very 

much differently the way I do 

them now. Of course instead of a 

toilet, I’d use a litter box. I might 

step in my own poop until Mom 

cleaned it out. But I guess that’s 

the way it goes if you’re a cat. 

Oh, but one more thing: I 

wouldn’t meow for food, because 

I would know that from my days 

being a human, it would be really 

annoying to them. 

=-=-=-==---- 

So anyway, I was walking down 

the avenue. OK, that’s a dirty lie, 

too. I’m sorry I keep lying all the 

time. But don’t yell at me 

because I’m hot. Yell at me 

because I’m a lying scumbag. 

And what’s in the bag of scum? 

My groceries. I get junk food all 

the time at the grocery store. 

That’s why I’m fat and phat.
 


