
“He has made everything beautiful                       
in its time. He has also set eternity                         
in the human heart; yet no one can                   

fathom what God has done from                          
beginning to end.” Ecclesiastes 3:11 

Welcome to my kitchen filled with aroma and 
taste, but most of all God’s love and grace!     
On the menu today: Charcuterie. 

First off … how do you pronounce the word 
charcuterie?-[shahr-koo-tuh–ree]. So what is 
Charcuterie, you ask? Charcuterie is the art of 
preparing meats which are often cured or 
smoked, such as bacon, ham or salami. 

 A charcutier is a person who prepares char-
cuterie and while the term is loosely translated  
in English as “pork butcher”, any kind of meat 
can be used. And today it isn’t just all about the 
meat! 

Charcuterie boards, or let’s simply call it char-
cuterie, is not a new thing. They have been 
around for hundreds of years. It’s only until     
recently that America has got caught up in the 
trend. 

In the first century AD, Strabo recorded the      
import of salted meats from Gaul and the         
Romans may have been the first to regulate        
the trade of charcuterie as they wrote laws            
regulating the proper production of pork joints, 
but the French have also had some influence. 

I love the variety of today’s modern idea of the 
charcuterie board. There is something for every-
one. It is like a delicious smorgasbord of flavors. 

Maybe I like it so much because of the colors 
and tastes that the different types of foods make 
in a beautiful tapestry of variety with all kinds of  
flavors. Either way, when you are finished pre-
paring your charcuterie board, you realize that 

you have woven together a beautiful masterpiece!  

I found this poem and I think it is so fitting. I                
couldn’t make it any more clear that this:  

Trials and tribulation in this life,                                          
Is mentioned to us by Jesus Christ,  
Bringing to us pain in many ways,                                           
As we live out these earthly days. 
Reasons for many we don’t know;                                       
Purpose in Glory God will show,  
How our trials were used by God,                                        
Upon the temporal paths we trod. 
 
For all of our lives is a tapestry,                                      
Weaved in Glory where all will see,  
But from this darkened underside,                                 
From all of our eyes it does hide. 
We just see the darker threads,                                    
Weaving throughout our life instead. 
And through all the pain and sorrow,                                  
We look to a brighter tomorrow. 
 
Through the sometimes dark fray,                                     
God’s Mercies are new each day,  
And we have assurance in the Lord;                                      
By who our trial is not ignored. 
For Christ suffered, like you and I,                                           
But to the point where He did die. 
Christ died for us, there’s no denial,                                     
And God can help us in our trial. 
 
Though Christ died for you and me,                                   
He reigns in Heaven for Eternity. 
This world’s not at all like the one,                                     
Being prepared for us by The Son. 
When Christ’s Glory is revealed,                                          
All believers will be perfectly healed,  
Totally free of our besetting sin,                                        
With a perfect heart when we enter in. 
 
Every eye, now above will see,                                               
The Lord’s Glorious Eternal Tapestry,  
Looking down the corridor of time,                                     
We’ll now see life with God’s mind. 
We’ll see how our lives were weaved,                                 
With others who also believed,  
When we see all Christ has done,                                   
Through the Tapestry of God’s Son. 
Bob Gotti 

In His grace, Lynda 

PS: no recipe today, the sky is the limit with this 
one! 


