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Would you like to place an advertisement in the Coconut Telegraph? Call Denise Malefyt at 305-304-2837.

Advertise your business here!

8,000 issues of The Coconut Telegraph are distributed at
over 100 locations from Homestead to Key West.

Business in the Keys
Real Country Western

Song Titles

I'll marry you tomorrow but let's
honeymoon tonight.

Dog poop on the pillow where your sweet head
used to be.

I liked you better before I knew you so well. 
She's looking better after every beer.

I ain't gone to bed with any ugly women but I shore woke 
up with a few.

I'm so miserable without you it's like having you here.
I've got tears in my ears from lyin' on my back and cryin'

over you.
Please bypass this heart.

You done tore out my heart and stomped the sucker flat.
Get your tongue outta my mouth cause I'm kissing you goodbye.

How can I miss you if you won't go away?
I changed her oil, she changed my life.

I don't know whether to kill myself or go bowling.
I keep forgetting I forgot about you.

I wanna whip your cow.
I would have wrote you a letter but I couldn't spell yuck!

I'd rather have a bottle in front of me than a frontal lobotomy.
If I can't be number one in your life than number two on you.

If my nose were full of nickels I'd blow it all on you.
If the phone doesn't ring, it's me.

Thank God and Greyhound she's gone.

The titles of Country Western songs 
the Coconut Telegraph Intends to write

I got grief from a lyin', cheatin' lowlife thief.
Close your eyes baby, and don't look at my flabby hairless chest.

You ain't no ex cause it was all about sex.
I got your mug shot on my brain and it don't cause no pain.

If you'll marry me I won't have to work this nowhere 
job no more.

If you had a brain you'd be better looking.
Please, baby, please, clean my trailer.

Yeah, honey, my skirt maybe too short but so are you.
When you got busted I got disgusted.
I'da given you the moon till I realized you

were a goon.
We're a perfect match, your face and my butt.

Get outta my house you barefoot louse.
I thought you were corny but hey, 

I was horney.
A real man would stick up for his lady
but a guy like you is just too shady.

You keep losin' your job cause you're a
drunken thievin' slob.

The Coconut Telegraph’s
Country Western Songs


