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The biker’s buddies are starting to 
get really mad, but the biker still 
says nothing.  

The drunk leans into his face and 
says, ‘I’ll tell you something else, 
boy, your grandma liked it!’   

At this point the biker stands up, 
takes the drunk by the shoulders  
looks him square in the eyes and 
says...‘Grandpa, go home!’

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

Wednesdays @ Gilberts

Fridays @ Gilberts

Saturday night @ Snooks
with “That Band”

Jerr y Gaddis MBA

IN  THE CEDAR TOWERS
99353 OVERSEAS HWY, SUITE 214

KEY LARGO, FLORIDA 33037
305.451.4829

WWW.TROPICALTAX. COM

TROPICAL TAX
SOLUT IONS

CONSULTATION • PREPARATION • REPRESENTATION

ENROLLED AGENT / NTPI  FELLOW

IRS PROBLEMS?IRS PROBLEMS?

We have solutions!

Are you in trouble? 
Leins • Levies • IRS letters • Non-filing

A Man Called Brian

A man walked out to the street 
and caught a taxi just going by. He 
got into the taxi and the cabbie 
said, “Perfect timing. You’re just like 
Brian.”

Passenger: “Who?”

Cabbie: “Brian Sullivan. He’s a man 
who did everything right all the 
time. Like my coming along when 
you needed a cab, things happen 
like that to Brian every single time.”

Passenger: “There are always a 
few clouds over everybody.”

Cabbie: “Not Brian Sullivan. He was 
a terrific athlete. He could have 
won the Grand Slam at tennis. 
He could golf with the pros. He 
sang like an opera baritone and 
danced like a Broadway star and 
you should have heard him play 
the piano. He was an amazing 
guy.”

Passenger: “Sounds like he was 
something really special.”

Cabbie: “There’s more. He had 
a memory like a computer. He 
remembered everybody’s birth-
day. He knew all about wine, 
which foods to order and which 
fork to eat them with. He could fix 
anything. Not like me. I change a 
fuse and the whole street blacks 
out. But Brian Sullivan, he could do 
everything right.”

Passenger: “Wow. Some guy then.”

Cabbie: “He always knew the 
quickest way to go in traffic and 
avoid traffic jams. Not like me, I 
always seem to get stuck in them. 
But Brian, he never made a mis-
take and he really knew how to 
treat a woman and make her feel 
good. He would never answer her 
back even if she was in the wrong; 
and his clothing was always im-
maculate, shoes polished too. He 
was the perfect man! He never 
made a mistake. No one could 
ever measure up to Brian Sullivan.”

Passenger: “An amazing fellow. 
How did you meet him?”

Cabbie: “Well, I never actually met 
Brian. He died. I’m married to his 
widow.”

Thank you Tony Zidar

Thank you Thad Bowling!

Snooze button for cat owners.

Happiness: It’s Relative
A man lost an arm when his golf cart rolled over on him 
on a down slope. 

He became very depressed because he loved to play golf.  
One day in his despair, he decided to commit suicide and 
end it all.  He got on an elevator and went to the top of a 
building to jump off.

He was standing on the ledge looking down and saw this 
man down on the sidewalk skipping along, whooping and 
kicking up his heels.  He looked closer and saw that this 
man didn’t have any arms at all.

He started thinking, “What am I doing up here feeling 
sorry for myself?  I still have one good arm to do things 
with.”

He thought, “There goes a man with no arms skipping 
down the sidewalk so happy, and going on with his life.”

He hurried down to the sidewalk and caught up with the 
man with no arms.  He told him how glad he was to see 
him because he lost one of his arms and felt useless and 
was going to kill himself.  He thanked him for saving his 
life and said he knew he could make it with one arm if the 
guy could go on with no arms.

The man with no arms began dancing and whooping and 
kicking up his heels again.

He asked the man, “Why are you so happy anyway?”

He said, “I’m NOT happy. My balls itch.”
Thank you Trader Dick

A drunken man walks into the 
Caribbean Club, sits down at the 
bar and orders a drink. Looking 
around, he sees three men sitting 
at a corner table. He gets up, stag-
gers to the table, leans over, looks 
the biggest, meanest, biker in the 
face and says: 

‘I went by your grandma’s house 
today and I saw her in the hallway 

buck-naked. Man, she is one fine 
looking woman!’

The biker looks at him and doesn’t 
say a word. His buddies are con-
fused, because he is one bad biker 
and would fight at the drop of a 
hat. 

The drunk leans on the table again 
and says, ‘I got it on with your 
grandma and she is good, the best 
I ever had!’  

Meantime, at the Crib...

Thank you Trader Dick

FLAWLESS MALE LOGIC:

Woman: Do you drink beer?
Man: Yes.
Woman: How many beers a day?
Man: Usually about 3.
Woman: How much do you pay per beer?
Man:$5.00 which includes a tip.
Woman: How long have you been drinking?
Man: About 20 years, I suppose.
Woman: So a beer costs $5 and you 
have 3 beers a day which puts your 
spending each month at $450. In one 
year, it would be about $5400, cor-
rect?
Man: Correct.

Woman: If in one year you spend 
$5400, the past 20 years puts your 
spending at $108,000, correct?
Man: Correct.
Woman: If you didn’t drink so much 
beer, that money could have been put 
in a step-up interest savings account 
and with compound interest for the 
past 20 years, and you could have 
bought a Ferrari!
Man: Do you drink beer?
Woman:No.
Man: Where’s your Ferrari?

Thank you Trader Dick


