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

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

Thank you Elise Henline

Thank you Thad Bowling!

CLUBS
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 

305-451-4530.  

BUYING

SAFETY

Your Ad Here
Send us your ad
 to go into the 

Classifieds.

The USCG Auxiliary 
conducts vessel safety 
checks at Blackwater 

Sound Marina, 
MM 103.8 Bayside, 

every third Saturday
of the month.

The Public is Welcome.

More info: 
305-998-8400

SERVICES
House Cleaning
call Danielle 

305-393-2728

Florida Keys Orchid, 
Fern and Bromeliad 

Society meets the 3rd 
Thurs. of every month 
at Key Largo Library 

Comm. Room 7pm. 
Open to public. 
305-451-3000

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.

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

COCONUT
TELEGRAPH 

Buyers agent is 
buying old things.
Costume jewelry, 
furniture, antiques 
and anything old

of value. 
Call now and leave 

message 
305-304-2837

Fraternal Order
of the Eagles
meets every

1st and 3rd Monday
7pm at Elks Lodge

in Tavernier. 

Coco‘Nut’ Funnies
THiNk FaST

A woman and her husband were 
having a dinner party for some 
important guests. The wife was 
very excited about this and 
wanted everything to be per-
fect, so she planned an exquisite 
French feast. At the very last 
minute, however, she realized 
that she didn’t have any snails for 
the dinner party. She asked her 
husband to run down to the beach 
with the bucket to gather some.

He agreed, begrudgingly, so he 
took the bucket, walked out the 
door, down the steps and out to 
the beach.

As he was collecting the snails, 
he noticed a beautiful woman 
strolling alongside the water just 
a little further down the beach. 
He kept thinking to himself, 
“Wouldn’t it be great if she would 
even just come down and say hi to 
me.”

He went back to gathering the 
snails. All of a sudden he looked 
up, and the beautiful woman was 
standing right over him. They 
started talking and she invited 
him back to her place. They 
ended up spending the night 
together.

At seven o’clock the next morning 
he woke up and exclaimed, “Oh 
shit! My wife’s dinner party!” He 
gathered all his clothes, put them 
on real fast, grabbed his bucket, 
and ran out the door. He ran 
down the beach all the way to his 
apartment. He ran up the stairs 
of his apartment. He was in such 
a hurry that when he got to the 
top of the stairs, he tripped and 
dropped the bucket, leaving snails 
scattered everywhere.

Then the door opened with a very 
angry wife standing demanding 
where on earth he’s been all this 
time. He looked at the snails all 
down the steps, then he looked 
at her, then back at the snails 
and said, “Come on guys!!! We’re 
almost there!”

You call it 
“Possession of
Marijuana.” 

I call it Joint Custody.
The Amish and the Elevator

A  fifteen-year-old Amish boy and 
his father were in a  shopping mall. 

They were amazed by almost every-
thing they saw,  but especially by  
two shiny silver walls that could 
move apart and then  slide back 
together again.

The boy asked, “What  is this Fa-
ther?”

The father (never  having seen an 
elevator) responded, “Son, I have 
never seen anything like this in my 
life, I don’t know what it  is.” 

While the boy and his father were 
watching with amazement, a fat 
old lady in a wheelchair moved up 
to the moving walls  and pressed 
a  button. The walls opened,  and 
the lady rolled between them into 
a small room.  The walls closed 
and he boy and his father watched 
the small numbers above the  walls 
light up sequentially.

They continued to watch until it 
reached the last number. and then 
the numbers began to light in the 
reverse order. Finally the walls 
opened up again and a gorgeous 
blond stepped out.

The father, not  taking his eyes off 
the young woman, said quietly to 
his son, “Go get your mother.”

“I’m stuck in an elevator. 
Wait, it gets worse.”

PAPER OR PLASTIC?
People mess me up every time 
I go to the grocery store. You 
would think they could figure it 
out for themselves, but now they 
ask “paper or plastic?” every time 
I check out. This just knocks me 
for a loop.  I bought some of those 
cloth reusable bags to avoid looking 
confused, but I never remember to 
take them with me.

So now I toss it back to them. 
When they ask me, “paper or 
plastic?” I just say, “Doesn’t mat-
ter to me. I am bi-sacksual.  Then 
it’s their turn to stare at me with a 
blank look!

Thank you Thad Bowling!

BLESS YOUR HEART!
I’m fixin’ to tell you something 
about being southern. Being 
southern doesn’t mean that I’m 
not educated. I may say “ain’t” 
and “y’all” and call you “Sweetie” 
or ‘Honey” and I might “bless a 
lot of hearts” and I might even 
“piddle around”. I’ll greet you 
with a big “Howdy”. All soda pop 
is “Coke” and I keep them in my 
“icebox”and I might refer to my 
grocery cart as a “buggy” and by 
golly that’s okay. I’m polite and 
say “Ma’am” and “Sir”. And if you 
hear a southerner say, “Oh, HELL 
no!!” you’d better run. Y’all have 
great day now, ya hear?!

Physical Therapy for Golfers

Two women were playing golf.

One teed off and then watched in 
horror as her ball headed directly 
toward a foursome of men playing 
the next hole.

The ball hit one of the men. He 
immediately clasped his hands 
together at his groin, fell to the 
ground and proceeded to roll 
around in agony. The woman 
rushed down to the man, and 
immediately began to apologize.  
“Please at least allow me to help. 
I’m a Physical therapist and I know 
I could relieve your pain if you’d 
allow me,” she told him.

“Oh, no, I’ll be all right. I’ll be fine 
in a few minutes,” the man replied. 
He was in obvious agony, lying in 
the fetal position, still clasping his 
hands there at his groin. 

At her persistence, however, he 
finally allowed her to help. She 
gently took his hands away and 
laid them to the side, loosened his 
pants and put her hands inside. 

She administered tender and artful 
massage for several long moments 
and asked, “How does that feel?”

“Feels great, he replied; but I still 
think my thumb’s broken!”


