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The ChiePt i»oidiecy was fulfilled earlier than even
he expected. Only an hour later they had news.
Evidently believing himself secure in the destruction
of the only two men who, so far as he was aware, knew
enough to convict him, Boirac, after setting the house
on fire, had gone openly to his club. A detective who
went there to make inquiries, found him calmly sitting
smddng in the lounge. He had, it appeared, made a
desperate effort to escape arrest, and attempted to shoot
the officer. Then, seeing it was all up with him, he
tinned the revolver upon himself, and, before he could
be topped, shot himself through the head.
S* perished one of the most callous and cold-blooded

criminals of the century.

In a curious manner Felix received his reparation.
Heppenstall, who had learnt to respect and appreciate
his chent, engaged him to paint a portrait of his wife.
While thiK occupied the artist made the acquaintance
of the K.C.'s daughter. The two young people promptly
fell in love. Six nionths later they were quietly married,
and, his bride bringing a not inconsiderable dot, Felix
threw up his appointment and moved to a new St Malo
on the sunny shores of the Mediterranean. Here he
divided his attention between his young wife and the
painting of that masterpiece which had so long remakied
an unattainable dream.


