
3o8 THE GUIDING THREAD
gave h«- tbt news of the flock in the full belief that .h

She waa. And she said:
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Suddenly he stopped and sniffed the air
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She had stopped, too.
" Yes, I smell it," she said.
For a little while they passed on in silence B.,f =iiat once she stopped again, framed her eJesSh her J^nd
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she had often had experience, but which as she tnM
Beaudesart. she had accepted as she aXted the Renafs-sance, or anythmg else that pertained to him.


