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Larry and Linda, my brother and sister-in-law, hosted Easter. I wondered what to expect as we pulled up their gravel drive after making the long, two-block, trek from Lisa’s parent's house to theirs. We ascended the stairs to the deck, which fronted the width of the former cottage, now a year-round residence. Lisa and I were newly married, and, except for her parents, I hadn’t met her people.
As I opened the door, names were thrown at me, which I forgot as soon as they were uttered. Navigating the gauntlet, I stood in the combination kitchen/dining room. A Frankentable, assembled from mismatched components and covered with a white cloth, stood, artfully shoehorned in the space, and ran from the door to the living room. A motley assemblage of chairs had the table surrounded. The house, crammed with relatives, had the familiar and unmistakable look of an American home hosting a holiday meal. 
Heaping, steaming bowls of pasta, wallowing in red sauce, covered the table.  My mouth moved before my brain had a chance to stop it.
“Where’s the ham?”
Larry, who stands six foot two and weighs over two hundred fifty pounds, looked at me like I’d kicked his dog or called his wife ugly.
“We handmade the ravioli. It’s a family tradition.”
I considered going for an exit but didn’t think I’d make it.
“My family usually has ham,” I said with too much enthusiasm, “but this looks great.”
He smiled. I’d not die this day.
In Germany, I was once asked about our obsession with lineage. Europeans don’t understand when we announce our pedigree as if we were AKC registered, instead of the American mutts we are.
But anyone who has entered a house at Easter to find ravioli instead of ham gets it.
