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Call Denise at 305-304-2837
for rates & info

ope" Late!

Breakfast, Lunch & Dinner
Featuring Fresh Local Fish

Locals’ Favorite! On the Water

| SHARKBITE GRILL
HEY LARGO

522 Caribbean Drive ¢ 305.453.1905
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Live Music
Happy Hour Every Day
Craft Beer
Sports Headquarters

Largo

SERVING THE KEYS FOR MORE THAN 40 YEARS

HUGE Selection
of Stainless Fasteners

Award Winning
Customer Service

LITTLE
BLACEWATER
SOUND

In Key Largo, we navigate by Mile Markers!

Bath & Door Showroom  Pressure Treated Lumber

BUILDING MATERIALS « REBAR
PLUMBING « ELECTRICAL
LAWN & GARDEN « DRYWALL

Visit our New Boutique
Now Open

Designer Lighting
Home Decor « Ceramic Pottery

305.451.0311 ARESiamonmec
Mon- Fri: 7am-5pm « Sat: 7:30am-5pm « Sun: 9am-2pm
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ROCK
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'Restaurant

If you wake up late - don’t worry about it!
WE HAVE BREAKFAST UNTIL 3pm DAILY

BLOODY MARYS
BOTTOMLESS MIMOSAS $15
HAPPY HOUR: 4-6 excluding Sundays

Eat in or take out - breakfast, lunch & dinner.
_ 305-453-2660
BREAKFAST, LUNCH & DINNER 99411 OVERSEAS HWY ¢ FORMERLY DJ’S DINER

LOCALLY OWNED

(® ON THE MAP

You Can Trust The Professionals at %

HEATON'
MV10170
SERVICE CENTER
Quality Service Since 1972

AMERICAN & FOREIGN CARS, TRUCKS
$.U.V.s, VANS, TRAILERS & R.V.s

o Certified Mechanics

o Exhaust Systems my@
* Brakes ﬁAjﬁ
* Tune-Ups REPAIRS
¢ Tire Sales & Repairs

¢ Air Conditioning

e Coolant & Transmission Flushes
* Regular & Synthetic Oil Changes

305-451-3500
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RATES
KEY LARGO MAP PAGE

Vertical:
2.44" wide x 4.5" tall
$125 per month

Horizontal:
4 5" wide x 2.75" tall
$150 per month

Bottom Banner:
9.75" wide x 2.75" tall
$225 per month

Surprisingly Affordable!

Our Favorite Thanksgiving Disaster Stories

Uncle Bob Lends a Hand

I spent my first Thanksgiving with
my husband in his Irish-Italian neigh-
borhood in New York City. As a new-
comer, I was placed in charge of boiling
15 pounds of potatoes. When they were
ready, I picked up the pan and surveyed
the crowded kitchen for a sink in which
to drain them. My husband's elderly
uncle Bob guided me to a small half-
bathroom and grabbed the steaming
pot. He started fo drain the potatoes
into the toilet, but he lost his grip on
the lid and all the potatoes tumbled in!
I screamed, "Oh no!” but Uncle Bob
began fishing the potatoes out of the
toilet. "No one will ever know,"” he whis-
pered "Now just go out there and mash
them.”

Sometime later, during the meal, my
husband's Aunt Tot leaned over and
whispered, "Your potatoes are delicious.
I think you are going fo fit into this
family quite nicely."

A Close Shave

I prepared my first Thanksgiving
dinner ever in 1960. My husband was a
ship's pilot and was not due home until
around 3:00 A.M. Thanksgiving Day, so I
ordered a 25-pound, fresh-killed turkey
from the local butcher. It was delivered
in a paper bag the day before Thanks-
giving. I put it in the refrigerator to be
dealt with later. That night I fed,
bathed, and put to bed our three chil-
dren. I set the table for 16 guests and
made the stuffing, sweet potatoes,
twice-baked potatoes, cranberry sauce,
apple pie, pumpkin pie, and more. It was
2:00 A.M. before I took the turkey out
of the refrigerator.

As T opened the bag, I nearly
fainted. There was the turkey — feath-
ers and all. I tried to pull the feathers
out, but it didn't work. At that hour
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there was no one I could call for help. I
was beginning to get hysterical.

I went into the bathroom to get
some tissues to dry my tears when I saw
the answer to my problem right on the
bathroom counter. You can imagine my
husband's surprise an hour later, when
he walked into the house and saw his
very tired wife crying and shaving the
turkey with his Norelco electric shaver!

P.S. It worked fine, and my husband
is still using his electric shaver.

Catnaps

When the time came to serve
Thanksgiving dinner, I mashed the pota-
toes and spooned them into a beautiful
serving bowl. I furned away to get a
carving knife for the turkey, and when I
glanced back at the bowl of mashed
potatoes, I was horrified fo see Pepper
the cat had decided it was the right
place for a nap! Speechlessly I fugged
on my wife's shirt and nodded toward
the bowl. Her eyes widened in disbelief,
but we composed ourselves, shooed
Pepper out of the bowl and scraped off
the top layer of potatoes.
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Mother-in-Law of the Year

T had my daughter, Sue, and her
husband, Gary, to my house for Thanks-
giving dinner, 1992. T had a ham baking
in the oven and a furkey out in the
garage, where I kept my electric
roaster. When dinner was ready, I
asked Gary to bring the furkey in fo be
carved. Soon after, we heard a terrible
noise and a loud yell. Gary had lost
control of the foil roasting pan, leaving
turkey all over the car and garage floor.
I was upset and so was Gary, but I tried
to make light of the situation. "That's
one turkey we won't have to pick meat
off the bone," I said. (P.S. Sorry I can't
type better. I slipped and fell in the
garage, right where the turkey grease
had been.)
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99% Pure

My girlfriend, brought up by her
mother and live-in grandmother, never
learned anything about cooking. But,
with a cookbook and a lot of confidence,
she decided to cook Thanksgiving dinner
for the entire family. After reading the
directions about cleaning and stuffing
the bird, she went ahead and did so,
then put it into the oven. After a few
hours, she checked on the bird and
found it foaming all over the oven. She
had cleaned it with Ivory Soap.

— Kathy Tarmasewica in Westmin-
ster, Massachusetts

Cold Turkey

When Ken and Lydia were given a
turkey to raise for Thanksgiving, Lydia
took on the responsibility with enthusi-
asm. She fed it, talked to it, and, far
ahead of time, invited both sets of
parents to the big dinner. As the days
drew closer to the holiday, though,
Lydia became more and more quiet.
Finally, on the day before the big feast,
Lydia burst into tears and told Ken, "I
can't do it." Ken calmed her and prom-
ised to take care of everything. He went
outside, and after a short while,
returned with a limp turkey under his
arm, trailing a whiff of chloroform.
Putting the bird in the refrigerator, he
suggested they go to bed and deal with
dinner preparations in the morning.

The next day, Lydia woke early and
went into the kitchen. She opened the
refrigerator door and out flapped the
turkey. Her screams brought Ken rush-
ing down to find his wife on the floor in
a dead faint and the turkey tottering
unsteadily around the room. When Lydia
revived, Ken had put the turkey out in
the yard, where it lived out its life free
from stress and fear of extinction. As
for us, we decided to go out to eat. No
one ordered turkey.



