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Coco‘Nut’ Funnies
An old man in Islamorada calls 
up his son in New York and says, 
“Listen, your mother and I are get-
ting 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 in Chicago and tell 
her,” and he hangs up.

Now, the son is worried. So he 
calls up his sister. She says, “Like 
hell they’re getting divorced!” 
and calls her father immediately. 
“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?” and she hangs up.

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

A captain notices a light in 
the distance, on a collision 
course with his ship.

He turns on his signal lamp 
and sends, “Change your 
course, 10 degrees west.”

The light signals back, 
“Change yours, 10 degrees 
east.”

The captain gets a little 
annoyed. He signals, “I’m a 
US Navy captain. You must 
change your course, sir.”

The light signals back, “I’m a 
Seaman First Class. You must 
change your course, sir.”

Now the captain is mad. He 
signals, “I’m an aircraft car-
rier. I’m not changing my 
course.”

The light signals back a final 
message: “I’m a lighthouse. 
Your call.”

My daughter woke me around 
11:50 last night. My wife and I 
had picked her up from her friend 
Sally’s birthday party, brought her 
home, and put her to bed. My 
wife went into the bedroom to 
read while I fell asleep watching 
the Braves game.

“Daddy,” she whispered, tugging 
my shirt sleeve.

“Guess how old I’m going to be 
next month.”

“I don’t know, beauty,” I said as I 
slipped on my glasses. “How old?”

She smiled and held up four 
fingers.

It is 7:30 am now. My wife and I 
have been up with her for almost 
8 hours. She still refuses to tell us 
where she got them.

Wife’s Diary:

Tonight, I thought my husband 
was acting weird. We had made 
plans to meet at a nice restaurant 
for dinner.

I was shopping with my friends all 
day long, so I thought he was up-
set at the fact that I was a bit late, 
but he made no comment on it.

Conversation wasn’t flowing, so I 
suggested that we go somewhere 
quiet so we could talk. He agreed, 
but he didn’t say much.

I asked him what was wrong. He 
said. “Nothing”.

I asked him if it was my fault that 
he was upset.

He said he wasn’t upset, that it had 
nothing to do with me, and not to 
worry about it.

On the way home, I told him that 
I loved him.

He smiled slightly, and kept driv-
ing. I can’t explain his behaviour. 
I don’t know why he didn’t say, ‘I 
love you, too.’

When we got home, I felt as if I 
had lost him completely, as if he 
wanted nothing to do with me 
anymore. He just sat there quietly, 
and watched TV. He continued to 
seem distant and absent.

Finally, with silence all around us, 
I decided to go to bed. About 15 
minutes later, he came to bed. But 
I still felt that he was distracted, 
and his thoughts were somewhere 
else. He fell asleep. I cried. I don’t 
know what to do. I’m almost sure 
that his thoughts are with some-
one else. My life is a disaster

Husband’s Diary:

A one-foot putt, who the hell 
misses a one-foot putt?

An armed burglar entered 
a house mid-afternoon and 
found two people making pas-
sionate love. He held the man 
at gunpoint while he tied up 
the woman. He then ordered 
the man to open the safe and 
hand over the family’s jew-
elry and other valuables.  The 
frightened man started beg-
ging and said, “You can take 
anything you want even the 
thousand dollars or so in 
my wallet but please, please 
untie the ropes and let her 
go. The thief answered, “You 
must really love your wife!” 
The man then said, “Not par-
ticularly, but she’ll be back 
from work soon”.

One hot summer day, a 
blonde came to town with her 
dog, tied it under the shade 
of a tree, and headed into 
a restaurant for something 
cold to drink.

Twenty minutes later, a 
policeman entered the res-
taurant and asked, ‘Who owns 
the dog tied under that tree 
outside?’

The blonde said it was hers.

‘Your dog seems to be in heat’ 
the officer said.

The blonde replied, ‘No way. 
She’s cool ’cause she’s tied up 
under that shade tree.’

The policeman said, ‘No! You 
don’t understand. Your dog 
needs to be bred.’

‘No way,’ said the blonde. ‘My 
dog doesn’t need bread. She 
isn’t hungry ‘cause I fed her 
this morning.’

The exasperated policeman 
said, ‘NO! You don’t under-
stand. Your dog wants to 
have sex!’

(You gotta love this)

The blonde looked at the cop 
and said, ‘Well, go ahead. I 
always wanted a police dog.‘


