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Prompted by childhood memories,
My brothers-in-law were in search of a lutefisk dinner
Five of us, two brothers-in-law, a sister-in-law, Gordon and I, made the trip to a nearby church
 famous for the Norwegian meal. 
The smell of rutabagas assaulted us at the door.
We bought our tickets, shuffled into the church, and waited for our numbers to be called.
We were seated at long banquet tables.
Bowls of boiled potatoes, rutabagas, meat balls, and lingonberries,
as well as plates of lefse with butter and sugar were passed.
Spooning up the other entrees. we eagerly awaited the lutefisk, the main event.
When it arrived, it was an overcooked, smelly gelatinous mess.
As it was passed to my elderly brother-in-law, he declared, “Get that stuff out of here. I can’t stand the 
smell!
He elicited many glowering stares. 
The rest of us endured, loading up on meatballs and potatoes, anticipating the goodies to come.
Soon plates of rosettes, fattigman, kringla, and other Norwegian delicacies were passed.
They almost made the experience worth it.
Almost.
 





