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To everybody who ever tried to tell a joke, forgot the punchline halfway through, and kept on going anyway.

This one is for the brave.
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Some folks think humor is light. They think it is fluff, filler, a side dish, something sprinkled on top of life after the serious things are done. But the Socket family has never believed that. Around their kitchen table, humor was never dessert. It was bread and butter. It was gravy. It was the cast-iron skillet that kept the whole meal from falling apart.

Humor has a peculiar kind of power. It can slip through a locked room when advice cannot get in. It can settle a nervous crowd, soften a stiff conversation, and break up a silence so heavy you could hang wet overalls on it. A good laugh can do what lectures fail to do. It can make truth easier to swallow. It can help sorrow breathe. It can make plain people memorable and hard times survivable.

Sometimes the funniest one is the one who pauses half a second longer than expected, narrows one eye, and drops a line as dry as dust.

That was part of the magic of comedy. Some could explode with energy, while others barely moved a muscle and had people bending over in their seats. One shook the room like a revival preacher. Another could stand still as a fence post and turn a mild sentence into a riot.

The great old humorists knew a face could be part of the joke. A bonnet could be part of the joke. A sales tag hanging from a hat could be part of the joke. A line delivered too sweetly, too slowly, or too proudly could make the whole audience crack wide open. The crowd laughed not just at the words, but at the person wearing them, presenting them, believing them, and surviving behind them. That is where Nutty as a Fruitcake begins.

It begins with the kind of humor that comes from front porches, fellowship halls, kitchens, county fairs, and station wagons that rattle when they start. 

It begins with performers who fear the same thing every funny person fear: What if they don’t laugh? What if the room stays cold? What if the people blink politely and stare like fence posts? What if the opening joke lands with all the force of a biscuit dropped in a mud puddle?

Those fears are real. Every comedian, every storyteller, every uncle at Thanksgiving, and every lady called upon unexpectedly at a church social has felt that chill. The audience may be lukewarm at first. They may not know your rhythm. They may not know your grin. They may not yet trust your foolishness. But laughter, once earned, can spread through a room like a brushfire catches dry grass.

This book celebrates that process. It honors the setup, the pause, the awkward beginning, the comeback line, the accidental masterpiece, and the joke that somehow gets funnier.

That’s because the teller almost lost control of it. It honors the humor of family life, church life, country life, and public life. It honors the people bold enough to try being funny in front of others.

And above all, it says something hopeful: humor still wins. Not every time at first. Not with every line. Not with every crowd. But in the end, when the spirit is right, the timing is honest, and the heart behind it is warm, humor wins.

A family without laughter is like a fruitcake without nuts. It may still sit on the table, but nobody is gathering around it for long.

So, pull up a chair. Straighten your hat. Clear your throat. Try not to grin too early. The show is about to begin.
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Grandpa Socket had long believed that some people were born funny, some people studied funny, and some people backed into funny. He himself claimed to belong to the third group. He said his first good laugh came by accident and his second came because folks expected him to explain the first one. That was the beginning of a career, or at least the beginning of his reputation, which in the Socket family counted for about the same thing.
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Chapter One

Free laugh repairs,
next mile marker.
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