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and having a pot fit for that purpose, I boiled or 
stewed some of the flesh, and made some very good 

broth. After I had begun to eat some, I gave some 

to my man, who seemed very glad of it, and liked 

it very well; but that which was strangest to him 

was to see me eat salt with it. He made a sign to 

me that the salt was not good to eat; and putting a 

little into his own mouth, he seemed to nauseate it, 

and would spit and sputter at it, washing his mouth 

with fresh water after it. On the other hand, I took 

some meat into my mouth without salt, and I pre- 

tended to spit and sputter for want of salt, as fast as 

he had done at the salt; but it would not do: he 

would never care for salt with his meat, or in his 

broth; at least not for a great while, and then but 

a very little. 

Having thus fed him with boiled meat and broth, 

I was resolved to feast him the next day with roast- 

ing a piece of the kid. This I did, by hanging it 

before the fire on a string, as I had seen many 
people do in England, setting two poles up, one on 

each side of the fire, and one across on the top, and 

tying the string to the cross stick, letting the meat 

turn continually. This Friday admired very much; 

but when he came to taste the flesh, he took so many 

ways to tell me how well he liked it, that I could not 
but understand him; and at last he told me, as well 

as he could, he would never eat man’s flesh any more, 

which I was very glad to hear. 

The next day I set him to work to beating some


