
BOOK XU. THE PARISIANS. 675

however, if I 8urviv« and reeain my rentes. But to-day I have
not even a mouse to share with Fox."

" Fox lives, then 1 " cried De Br^z6, with sparkling hungry
eyes.

** Yeb. At present he is making the experiment how long an
animal can live without food."

** Have mercy upon him, poor beast t Terminate his pangs
by a noble death. Let him save thy friends and thyself from
fitarving. For myself alone I do not plead ; I am but an ama-
teur in polite literature. But Savarin, the illustrious Savarin
—in criticism tiie French Longinus—in poetry the Parisian

Horace—in social life the genius of gaiety in pantaloons,—con-

template his attenuated frame ! Shall he perish for want of

food while thou hast such superfluity in thy larder 1 I appeal

to thy heart, thy conscience, thy patriotism. What in the

eyes of France are a thousand Foxes compared to a single

Savarin)"
" At this moment," sighed Savarin, " I could swallow any-

thing, however nauseous, even thy flattery, De Br6z6. But, my
friend Frederic, thou goest into battle—what will become of

Fox if thou fall 1 Will he not be devoured by strangers ? Surely

it were a sweeter thought to his faithful heart to furnish a
repast to thy friends 1—his virtues acknowledged, his memory
blest

!

"

* Thou dost look very lean, my poor Savarin ! And how hos-

pitable thou wert when yet plump !

" said Frederic, pathetically.
*• And certainly, if I live, Fox will starve ; if I am slain, Fox
will be eaten. Yet, poor Fox, dear Fox, who lay on my breast

when I was frostbitten ! No ; I have not the heart to orderhim
to the spit for you. Urge it not."

" I will save thee that pang," cried De Br^ztf. " We are close

by thy rooms. Excuse me for a moment : I will run in and
instruct thy bonne."

So saying, he sprang forward with an elasticity of step which
no one could have anticipated from his previous languor. Fre-

deric would have followed, but Savarin clung to him, whim-
pering— " Stay ; I shall fall like an empty sack without the

support of thine arm, young hero. Pooh ! of course De Bt6z6
is only joking— a pleasant joke. Hist!— a secret: he has


