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If | created a
Pregnancy Test App...

| wonder how many people

I could get to

)

“My wife wants a perfume that’1l make
her irresistible. What have you got that
smells like bourbon and cigars?”

YEAH — AMD TS
RUMNING THAT

_THE WAY
THE [IGHT
FROM YoUR CELL
REFLECTS ON
YOUR FACE IS

VERY
ROMANTIC.

Did you hear about the two
blondes who froze to death in
a drive-in movie?

They had gone to see 'Closed
for the Winter.

I replaced my

litter box with a

FedEx box, now

when it's full |

just tape it shut
- and put it on

| ¥ <. my porch for
E N someone to
i steal.

A young blonde woman was driv-
ing through the Florida Everglades
while on vacation. She wanted to
take home a pair of genuine Alligator
shoes in the worst way, hut was very
reluctant to pay the high prices the
local vendors were asking.

After becoming very frustrated with
the attitude of one of the shopkeep-
ers, the young Blonde declared, “Well
then, maybe I'll just go out and catch
my own alligator and get a pair of
shoes for free!”

The shopkeeper said with a sly smile,
“Well, little lady, why dont you go on
and give ita try?”

The blonde headed oft to the swamp,
determined to catch an alligator.

Later in the day, as the shopkeeper
was driving home, he spotted the
same young woman standing waist
deep in the murky water, with a gun
in her hand. As he brought his car
to a stop, he saw a huge 9-foot gator
swimming rapidly toward her. With
lightning reflexes, the blonde took
aim, shot the creature and hauled it
up onto the slippery bank.

Nearby were 7 more dead gators, all
lying belly up.

The shopkeeper stood on the bank,
watching in silent amazement. The
blonde struggled mightily and man-
aged to flip the gator onto its back.
Rolling her eyes heavenward, she
screamed in frustration

“DAMMIT! THIS ONE’S BARE-
FOOT. TOOY

When I call it
“ inls niaht out.”
what I mean is
g'mnatgaingto
wear a bra.

I'hate typos!

your whole layout is urined.

S0 YOU LIKE
YOUR GIFT?

¥ Relox Ted,it's
only ¢ ghese

A WOMAN SCORNED!

A fiffeen-yeur-old came home with
u Porsche, and his parents begyun
to yell und screum, *Where did you
yget that cur?”

He cdlmly told them, "I bouyght it
toduay.”

"With  what money!?” demand-
ed his purents. “We know what G
Porsche costs.”

“"Well,” suid the boy, “this one cost
me fifteen dollars.”

The purents beyun to yell even
louder. "Who would sell u cur like
that for fiffeen dollars!?” they usk,

It wus the lady up the street,” suid
the boy. "Don’t khnow her hume --
they just moved in. She sauw Mme ride
pust on My bike und usked me if |
wdunted to buy u Porsche for fifteen
dollurs.”

Oh my yoodness!” mouned the
mother, “she must be u child ubus-
er. Who knows whut she will do
next? John, you yo right up there
und see what’s going on.”

So the boy’s futher wulked up the
street to the house where the lady
lived und found her out in the
yard culmly plunting flowers. He
infroduced himself us the futher
of the boy to whom she had sold
u Porsche to for fiffeen dollars und
demunded to know why she did it.

“*Well,” she said, “this morhing | got
u phone cudll from my husbund. |
thought he wus on d business trip,
but | learned from d friend he has
run off fo Hawdii with his secretary.,
Then uppurently she stole dll his
money und stranded him there!”

*Well, he culled me, without u dol-
lar o his hame, und usked me to
sell his hew Porsche und send him
the money. So thut’s exuctly what
I did.”

=

There was a typo in my previous email.
It should, of course, read: “please
focus completely on GENOME research”

G B
el L LT,

Wish we could
crossbreedithe
mosdquitoes
and the

lightning bugs.
At least then
we could see
them coming.

[oPTIMIST|  [PESSIMIST]
THINGS THINGS ARE Hrettve
]
HAPPEN FOR RANDOM AND %&ﬁqﬁ m
A REASON. / \ MEANINGLESS /\ A{' riiines
R
£ DONT YOU HATE WHEN YU BULD A

TINE MACLING, ROTURN FROM THe
FUTURR, AND FORGRT WIET YOU WeRe
GOING TO WARN SYeRYOMR ABOUT 9

o XF- Py

TODAY I DECIDED
TO CAUSE TROUBLE!

I went to a restaurant and after see-
ing every table being occupied by
couples, I took out my phone and
made a very loud phone call, saying
“Yes, girlfriend,your man is here
with another woman, just come
and see!”

Eight men got up and left...

Italian condoms are weird!

The only part of government
that actually listens.

I dic

‘L‘ [:
T 3
i

I drink distilled spirits.

' rort an afwl\ueio, ' sfihtua?.

Three surgeons are discussing who
makes the best patients to operate
on. The first surgeon said, “Electri-
cians are the best, everything inside
is color coded”

The second surgeon says, “No, I
think librarians are, everything in-
side them is in alphabetical order”

The third surgeon shut them up
when he said, “You're all wrong.
Politicians are the easiest to oper-
ate on. There’s no guts, no heart, no
brains, and no spine. Plus, the head
and the butt are interchangeable.”
Thank you Trader Dick!

February 2019 « The Coconut Telegraph « 23

B CR ACKED CONCH

.

ABOUT THE CARTOONIST, RODNEY NELSON: After coming
to the Keys many ftimes, he moved here in 1969 at age 11. He
tried different jobs before becoming a full-time artist in his
late fwenties. He enjoys the versatility it requires to survive as
an artist in such a small community, and does airbrushing to glass

etching; cartoons to fine art.

D0 YO WANT SOMETHING THAT'LL
MAKE ¥OU SaY, "I LOVE EVERYSODY™
0 "WHOA, LOGK AT MY PRu"?

| can still drop it
like it's hot...

It's just getting
more difficult -
to pick it pis
back up!

IF YOUDON'T
REMEMBER
HER NAME
IN THE MORNING...
TAKEHERTO
STARBUCKS!

Doing Crunches
Twice a Day Now...

Captain in the Morning
And Nestle At Night

“I don’t know how to
act my age!
I’'ve never been this
age before.

Two hunters, Otis and Elmer, got u
pilot to fly them into the Canadian
wilderness where they munaged 1o
buy two big Bull Moose.

As they were loudiny the plune
to return, the pilot suid the plane
could tuke only the hunters, their
geur und onhe moose.

The hunters objected strongly suy-
ing, “Lust year we shot two, and the
pilot let us tfuke them both... und he
had exuctly the sume dirplune us
yours.”

Reluctantly the pilot, not wanting 1o
be outdone by unother bush pilot,
guve in and everything wus loud-
ed.

However, even under full power,
the little plane couldn’t hundle the
loud und went down, crushing in
the wooded wilderness

Somehow, surrounded by the
moose, clothing and sleepiny
bays, Ofis und Elmer survived the
crush.

After climbing out of the wreck-
ayge, Ofis usked, “Any ideu where
we are?”
Elmer replied, "l think we're pretty
close to where we crushed lust
yeur.”

Thanks again, Trader Dick!



