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Thank you Trader Dick!

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.

Seven old Keys cronies were play-
ing poker in the condo clubhouse 
when Meyer loses $500 on a single 
hand, clutches his chest, and 
drops dead at the table.

Showing respect for their fallen 
comrade, the other six continue 
playing, but standing up.

At the end of the game, Currey 
looks around and asks, “So, who’s 
gonna tell his wife?”

They cut the cards.

Pinder picks the low card and has 
to carry the news.

They tell him to be discreet, be 
gentle, don’t make a bad situation 
any worse. “Discreet? I’m the most 
discreet person you’ll ever meet. 
Discretion is my middle name. 
Leave it to me.”

Pinder goes over to the Meyer’s 
condo and knocks on the door. 
The wife answers through the door 
and asks what he wants?

Pinder declares: “Your husband just 
lost $500 in a poker game and is 
afraid to come home.”

“Tell him to drop dead!” yells the 
wife.

“I’ll go tell him.”

While riding my Harley, I swerved 
to avoid hitting a deer, lost con-
trol and landed in a ditch, severely 
banging my head.  Dazed and con-
fused I crawled out of the ditch to 
the edge of the road when a shiny 
new convertible pulled up with a 
very beautiful woman who asked, 
“Are you okay?”   As I looked up, I 
noticed she was wearing a low cut 
blouse with cleavage to die for.

“I’m okay I think,” I replied as I 
pulled myself up to the side of the 
car to get a closer look.  

She said, “Get in and I’ll take you 
home so I can clean and bandage 
that nasty scrape on your head.”  

“That’s nice of you,” I answered, 
“but I don’t think my wife will like 
me doing that!”  

“Oh, come now, I’m a nurse,” she 
insisted. “I need to see if you have 
any more scrapes and then treat 
them properly.”  

Well, she was really pretty and very 
persuasive. Being sort of shaken 
and weak, I agreed, but repeated, 
“I’m sure my wife won’t like this.”  

We arrived at her place which was 
just few miles away and, after a 
couple of cold beers and the ban-
daging, I thanked her and said, “I 
feel a lot better but I know my wife 
is going to be really upset so I’d bet-
ter go now.”  

“Don’t be silly!” she said with a 
smile. “Stay for a while. She won’t 
know anything. By the way, where 
is she?”  

“Still in the ditch with the Harley, I 
guess.”

I decided to make
sure my wife woke
up with a big smile

on her face this
morning.

I can’t have Sharpies
in the house anymore.

 Paddy was driving down the 
street in a sweat because he had 
an important meeting and couldn’t 
find a parking place. Looking up to 
heaven he said, ‘Lord take pity on 
me. If you find me a parking place 
I will go to Mass every Sunday for 
the rest of me life and give up me 
Irish Whiskey!’

Miraculously, a parking place 
appeared.

Paddy looked up again and said, 
‘Never mind, I found one.’

Father Murphy walks into a 
pub in Donegal, and asks the first 
man he meets, ‘Do you want to go 
to heaven?

The man said, ‘I do, Father.’
The priest said, ‘Then stand 

over there against the wall.’
Then the priest asked the 

second man, ‘Do you want to go to 
heaven?’ 

‘Certainly, Father,’ the man 
replied.

‘Then stand over there against 
the wall,’ said the priest.

Then Father Murphy walked up 
to O’Toole and asked, ‘Do you want 
to go to heaven?’

‘No, I don’t Father.’
The priest said, ‘I don’t be-

lieve this. You mean to tell me that 
when you die you don’t want to go 
to heaven?’

‘Oh, when I die , yes. I thought 
you were getting a group together 
to go right now.’

 

Gallagher opened the morning 
newspaper and was dumbfounded 
to read in the obituary column that 
he had died. He quickly phoned his 
best friend, Finney.

‘Did you see the paper?’ asked Gal-
lagher. ‘They say I died!!’

‘Yes, I saw it!’ replied Finney. 
‘Where are ye callin’ from?’

An Irish priest is driving down 
to New York and gets stopped 
for speeding in Connecticut. The 
state trooper smells alcohol on the 
priest’s breath and then sees an 
empty wine bottle on the floor of 
the car.

He says, ‘Sir, have you been drink-
ing?’

‘Just water,’ says the priest.

The trooper says, ‘Then why do I 
smell wine?’

The priest looks at the bottle and 
says, ‘Good Lord! He’s done it 
again!’

 

A Simple Explanation

The mother-in-law arrives home 
from the shops to find her son-in-
law Paddy in a steaming rage and 
hurriedly packing his suitcase.

“What happened Pad?” she asks 
anxiously. 

“What happened?? I’ll tell you 
what happened! I sent an e-mail 
to my wife telling her I was coming 
home today from my fishing trip. I 
get home and guess what I found? 
Yes, your daughter, my wife Jean, 
naked with Joe Murphy in our mari-
tal bed! This is unforgivable, the 
end of our marriage. I’m done. I’m 
leaving forever!”          

“Ah now, calm down, calm down 
Paddy!” says his mother-in-law. 

“There is something very odd go-
ing on here. Jean would never 
do such a thing! There must be a 
simple explanation. I’ll go speak to 
her immediately and find out what 
happened.”

Moments later, the mother-in-law 
comes back with a big smile. 

“Paddy, I told you there must be a 
simple explanation… she never got 
your e-mail!”

Muldoon  lived alone in the Irish 
countryside with only an old pet dog 
for company.  

One day the dog died, and Mul-
doon went to the parish priest and 
asked,  ‘Father,  my dog is  dead. 
Could ya’ be saying a mass for the 
poor creature?’

 Father Patrick replied, ‘I’m 
afraid not.  We cannot have services 
for an animal in the church.   But 
there are some Baptists down the 
lane, maybe they’ll do something for 
the creature.’

 Muldoon said, ‘I’ll go right away 
Father.  Do ya’ think $5,000 is 
enough to donate  to them for the 
service?’

 Father Patrick exclaimed, 
‘Sweet Mary, Mother of Jesus!  
Why didn’t ya tell me the dog was 
Catholic?’

It's a shame nothing is built in
the USA anymore. I just bought a 
TV and it said 'Built in Antenna.’

I don't even know
where that is!

Waved to my Ex today.
Next  time  I  might  use  all  my  fingers.

Unfortunately, my
obese parrot just died.

It's a huge weight
off my shoulders.

I'm so poor,
I rub cologne from

magazines
on my skin.

When people say,
“Oh you smell good,

what is that?”
I say, “Page 14.”

The Washington Redskins
have �nally dropped their o�ensive name.  

Dan Snyder, owner of the Redskins, 
has announced that the team is
dropping “Washington” from the team name, 
and it will henceforth be simply known as
“The Redskins.”

It was reported that he �nds that the word 
“Washington” imparts a negative image of 
poor leadership, sex abuse, mismanagement, 
corruption, cheating, lying, and graft, and 
is not a �tting role model for fans of football.

Meanwhile, at the Florida Keys Northernmost
Ukulele Society...


