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JOHN McKINNA was a local musician, 
a best-selling author, and a published, 
syndicated cartoonist. 

Thank you Doug Myers

Thank you Thad Bowling

Coco‘Nut’ Funnies

ABOUT THE CARTOONIST, 
RODNEY NELSON:  After coming to 
the Keys many times, he moved here 
in 1969 at age 11. He tried different 
jobs before becoming a full-time 
artist in his late twenties. 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.

I HAVE A FEELING MY

CHECK
LIVER

LIGHT MAY COME 
ON THIS WEEKEND

An old man walks into the barber-
shop for a shave and a haircut. He 
tells the barber he can’t get a really 
good shave because his cheeks are 
wrinkled from age.

The barber gets a little wooden ball 
from a cup on the shelf and tells 
him to put it inside his cheek to 
spread out the skin.

When he’s finished, the old man 
tells the barber, “That’s the cleanest 
shave I’ve had in years! But what 
would have happened if I had swal-
lowed the little ball?”

The barber replied, “No problem. 
You’d just bring it back tomorrow 
like everyone else does.”

Very Astute Doctor

A young woman goes to her doctor’s 
office, afraid of the strange devel-
opment on the inside of her thighs,. 
a green spot on the inside of each.

“They won’t wash off, they won’t 
scrape off and they seem to be get-
ting worse.”

The doctor assures her he’ll get 
to the bottom of the problem, and 
tells her not to worry until the 
tests come back.

A few days later, the woman’s 
phone rings. Much to her relief, it’s 
the doctor. She immediately begs 
to know what’s causing the spots.

The doctor says, “you’re perfectly 
healthy. There’s no problem. But, 
I’m wondering, is your boyfriend a 
Harley guy?”

The woman stammers, “Why, yes, 
he is.”

“Tell him his earrings are not real 
gold.”

A woman in the new Islamorada 
Publix is following a grandfather and 
his badly behaved grandson. He has 
his hands full with the child scream-
ing for sweets, toys, and all sorts of 
things.

The grandfather is saying in a con-
trolled voice: “Easy, William, we 
won’t be long.” Another outburst and 
she hears the grandfather calmly say, 
“It’s okay William. Just a couple more 
minutes and we’ll be out of here. 
Hang in there”.

At the checkout the little horror 
is throwing items out of the cart. 
Grandfather says again in a con-
trolled voice, “William, relax buddy, 
don’t get upset. We’ll be home in five 
minutes, stay cool William.”

Very impressed, the woman goes 
outside to where the grandfather is 
loading his groceries and the boy 
into the car. She says, “It’s none of 
my business, but you were amazing 
in there. I don’t know how you did 
it. That whole time you kept your 
composure, and no matter how loud 
and disruptive he got, you just calmly 
kept saying that things would be 
okay. William is very lucky to have 
you as his grandfather.”

“Thanks”, says the man, “but I am 
William, this little bastard’s name is 
Kevin”.

Two alligators were sitting at the 
side of the swamp near the lake. 
The smaller one turned to the big-
ger one and said, “I can’t under-
stand how you can be so much 
bigger than me. We’re the same 
age; we were the same size as 
kids. I just don’t get it.”

“Well,” said the big gator, “what 
have you been eating?”

“Politicians, same as you,” replied 
the small gator.

“Hmm.....Well, where do you catch 
them?”

“Down the other side of the 
swamp near the parking lot by the 
Capitol.”

“Same here. Hmm.... How do you 
catch them?”

“Well, I crawl up under one of their 
Lexus cars and wait for one to un-
lock the car door. Then I jump out, 
grab them by the leg, shake the 
crap out of them and eat ‘em!”

“Same here.” says the big gator. 
“Do you eat Democrats or Republi-
cans?” “I eat the Democrats,” says 
the little guy.

“Ah!” says the big gator. “I think I 
see your problem. You’re not get-
ting any real nourishment. You see, 
by the time you finish shaking the 
crap out of a Democrat, there’s 
nothing left but an butthole and a 
briefcase.”

A lady goes to her priest one day and 
tells him,”Father, I have a problem. I 
have two female parrots, but they only 
know how to say one thing.”

What do they say?” the priest inquired.

They say,”Hi, we’re hookers! Do you 
want to have some fun?”

“That’s obscene!” the priest exclaimed; 
then he thought for a moment. You 
know,” he said, “I may have a solution 
to your problem. I have two male talk-
ing parrots, which I have taught to pray 
and read the Bible. “Bring your two 
parrots over to my house, and we’ll put 
them in the cage with Frank and Jacob.

My parrots can teach your parrots to 
pray and worship, and your parrots are 
sure to stop saying that phrase in no 
time.”

“Thank you,” the woman responded, 
“this may very well be the solution.”

The next day, she brought her female 
parrots to the priest’s house. As he ush-
ered her in, she saw that his two male 
parrots were inside their cage, holding 
rosary beads and praying.

Impressed, she walked over and placed 
her parrots in with them.

After a few minutes, the female parrots 
cried out in unison: “Hi, we’re hookers! 
Do you want to have some fun?”

There was stunned silence. Shocked, 
one male parrot looked over at the 
other male parrot and exclaimed, “Put 
the beads away, Frank, our prayers have 
been answered!”

“I have an enormous favor to ask you.”


