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A woman found out her dog could 
hardly hear so she took it to the 
veterinarian. He found that the 
problem was hair in its ears. He 
cleaned both ears and the dog 
could hear fine. 

The vet then told the woman if she 
wanted to keep this from recurring 
she should go to the store and get 
some cream hair remover and rub 
it in the dog’s ears once a month.

The lady goes to the drug store 
and gets some hair remover.

At the register the druggist tells her, 
“If you’re going to use this under 
your arms, don’t use deodorant for 
a few days.”

The lady says, “I’m not using it un-
der my arms.”

The druggist says, “Well, if you’re 
using it on your legs, don’t shave 
for a couple of days.”

The lady says, “I’m not using it on 
my legs either. If you must know, 
I’m using it on my schnauzer.”

The druggist says, 
“Oh! Well then, stay 
off your bicycle for 
at least a week.”

Thanks to Thad Bowling

Coco‘Nut’ Funnies

JOHN McKINNA is a local musician, a best-selling author, 
and a published, syndicated cartoonist. We feature his 

cartoons every month in the Coconut Telegraph!

The
Hideout
Restaurant

The
Hideout
Restaurant

FRIDAY FISH FRY
ALL YOU CAN EAT 

$12.95
5-9 PM • Bev. Incl.

—Daily Specials—
Breakfast Served ‘til 2PM Daily305-451-0128

Keys Eating at Its Finest...
Overlooking the Water

MM 103.5 • Oceanside (Transylvania Ave. to the End)

LOCAL’S FAVORITE! Best-kept secret for 30 years!

7 Days a Week - 6 AM to 2 PM & Friday Nights 5-9 PM

305-360-1127
bobbebrown.com 

Monday night @ Snooks

Wednesday night @ Gilberts

Thursday night  @
The Creekside

Fridays @ Gilberts

Saturday night @ Snooks
with “That” Band

CLUBS

BUY, SELL,
CONSIGN

WE BUY COINS
No collection too large 
or too small. We pay 
cash on the spot and 

we offer private 
consultation in our 
location or yours. 

Call Bill at 
305.942.0911.

MUSICIANS
WANTED

Amateur musicians wanted!  
The Keys Community 
Concert Band begins 
rehearsals for its new 
season in the fall. If you 
want to participate, call 
451-4530.  

BUYING PERSONALS
Send us your ad
 to go into the 

Classifieds.

Upper Keys Mac User 
Group meets the second 

Thursday of every 
month at Key Largo 
Library Community 

Room 7pm. Free/open 
to the public. 451-4601

New Arrivals at 
Keys Castaways Antiques!  
Waterford, Lilly Pulitzer, 
Designer Purses, Villeroy 
& Boch, Designer Shoes, 
Teak Furniture, Signed 

Celebrity Sports 
Memoribilia, Rare Books & 

Engravings, Original 
Artwork & thousands of 

Collectibles. 
Closed Mondays & some 
Tuesdays. 10:00 to 6:00   

305.451.1141
(We buy, sell & consign)

Classified ads will not 
be accepted without 

payment.

GET CLASSIFIED
$10 per col.inch per month!

Bold Listing $12./inch per mo.
(generous 1.88 column width)

Classified Display Space
available for logos and special

artwork. $15/inch.

CLASSIFIEDS MUST BE
PAID IN ADVANCE

The UPS STORE
101425 Overseas Highway,

Next to Publix at Tradewinds

Questions? Call 305•304•2837.

CLASSIFIEDS

Drop off your ad and payment at

Not enough stuff
for a yard sale? 
Call the Buyer
305-741-7670

Clean out the
garage

or closet and
call the Buyer
305-741-7670

COCONUT
TELEGRAPH 

Rest Your Mind 
I know you have been lying 

awake at night wondering why baby 
diapers have brand names such as 
“Luvs,” “Huggies,” and “Pampers,” 
while undergarments for old people 
are called “Depends.”

 Well here is the low down on 
the whole thing.

 When babies crap in their 
pants, people are still gonna Luv’em, 
Hug’em and Pamper’ em. When old 
people crap in their pants, it “De-
pends” on who’s in the will!

Glad I got that straightened 
out.

Too Much Sex!
I couldn’t help but over-hear two guys in their 
mid-twenties while sitting at a bar.  One of 
the guys says to his buddy, “Man you look 
tired.”  His buddy says, “Dude I’m exhausted. 
My girlfriend and I have sex all the time. I just 
don’t know what to do.”  

A fellow about my age (65), sitting a couple of 
stools down had also overheard the conversa-
tion. He looked over at the two young men 
and with the wisdom of years says,”Marry her. 
That’ll put a stop to that crap”.

A geneticist was working late one 
night, secretly perfecting his greatest 
project: a perfect clone of himself... an 
utter copy with no noticeable differ-
ences in personality or appearance.

Having finished his work, the geneti-
cist took off for Maui and sent his clone 
to work. Within days, reports came back 
from his friends in the know of bizarre 
behavior from his doppelganger. The du-
plicate had cussed out the boss and his 
receptionist, groped all members of the 
research team male and female, used 
the Xerox to copy his genitalia -- send-
ing the results to all the company’s af-
filiates -- and concluded all handshakes 
by forcibly pressing the other’s hand 
against the general area of his nipple, 
then simulating canine-fashion copulation 
while saying “nice to -meat- ya!”

The geneticist was horrified when he 
heard the news, and he immediately took 
the next plane back to the States. He 
confronted the clone in their twentieth-
story office, and braving a three-minute 
uninterrupted litany of expletives, 
pushed the unreasonable double out the 
window, where he fell to his death.

The police arrived, and once the 
situation was explained, the geneticist 
laughed, disbelieving any statute cov-
ered the destruction of one’s genetic 
clone.

After interviewing all concerned par-
ties, the geneticist was arrested.

The charge?
Making an obscene clone fall.

Thad Bowling does it again!

High Urinals
A group of 3rd, 4th, and 5th graders, accom-
panied by two female teachers, went on 
a field trip to the local racetrack to see the 
horses.

When it was time to take the children to the 
bathroom, it was decided that the girls would 
go with one teacher and the boys would go 
with the other. The teacher assigned to the 
boys was waiting outside the men’s room when 
one of the boys came out and told her that 
none of them could reach the urinal.

Having no choice, she went inside, helped the 
boys with their pants, and began hoisting the 
little boys up one by one, holding on to their 
‘wee-wees’ to direct the flow away from their 
clothes.

As she lifted one, she couldn’t help but notice 
that he was unusually well endowed. Trying not 
to show that she was staring the teacher said, 
‘You must be in the 5th grade.’

‘No, ma’am’, he replied. ‘I’m riding Silver Ar-
row in the seventh race, but I appreciate your 
help.”

An old man calls his son and says, “Lis-
ten, your mother and I are getting divorced. 
Forty-five years of misery is enough.”

“Dad, what are you talking about?” the 
son screams.

“We can’t stand the sight of each 
other any longer,” he says. “I’m sick of her 
face, and I’m sick of talking about this, so 
call your sister and tell her,” and hangs up.

The son is worried. He calls his sis-
ter. She says, “Like hell they’re getting 
divorced!” She calls their father immedi-
ately. “You’re not getting divorced! Don’t 
do another thing. The two of us are flying 
home tomorrow to talk about this. Until 
then, don’t call a lawyer, don’t file a paper. 
DO YOU HEAR ME?” She hangs up. 

The old man turns to his wife and says, 
“Okay, they’re both coming for Christmas 
and paying their own airfares.


