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Par Maurice Leblanc : Arsene Lupin 
before purchasing it in order to gage 
whether or not it would be worth my 
time, and all praised Arsene Lupin: 

Description :  Description du produitThe heavy knocker fell again and again and again. Between the 
knocking there was a sound like the roaring of lions. Husband and wife stared at one another with white 

faces. Firmin picked up his gun with trembling hands, and the movement seemed to set his teeth chattering. 
They chattered like castanets.

Prsentation de l'diteurTHE MILLIONAIRE'S DAUGHTER The rays of the September sun flooded the great 
halls of the old chateau of the Dukes of Charmerace, lighting up with their mellow glow the spoils of so 

many ages and many lands, jumbled together with the execrable taste which so often afflicts those whose 
only standard of value is money. The golden light warmed the panelled walls and old furniture to a dull 

lustre, and gave back to the fading gilt of the First Empire chairs and couches something of its old 
brightness. It illumined the long line of pictures on the walls, pictures of dead and gone Charmeraces, the 
stern or debonair faces of the men, soldiers, statesmen, dandies, the gentle or imperious faces of beautiful 

women. It flashed back from armour of brightly polished steel, and drew dull gleams from armour of bronze. 
The hues of rare porcelain, of the rich inlays of Oriental or Renaissance cabinets, mingled with the hues of 
the pictures, the tapestry, the Persian rugs about the polished floor to fill the hall with a rich glow of colour. 
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But of all the beautiful and precious things which the sun-rays warmed to a clearer beauty, the face of the 
girl who sat writing at a table in front of the long windows, which opened on to the centuries-old turf of the 
broad terrace, was the most beautiful and the most precious. It was a delicate, almost frail, beauty. Her skin 
was clear with the transparent lustre of old porcelain, and her pale cheeks were only tinted with the pink of 

the faintest roses. Her straight nose was delicately cut, her rounded chin admirably moulded. A lover of 
beauty would have been at a loss whether more to admire her clear, germander eyes, so melting and so 

adorable, or the sensitive mouth, with its rather full lips, inviting all the kisses. But assuredly he would have 
been grieved by the perpetual air of sadness which rested on the beautiful facethe wistful melancholy of the 
Slav, deepened by something of personal misfortune and suffering. Her face was framed by a mass of soft 

fair hair, shot with strands of gold where the sunlight fell on it; and little curls, rebellious to the comb, 
strayed over her white forehead, tiny feathers of goldPrsentation de l'diteurTHE MILLIONAIRE'S 

DAUGHTER The rays of the September sun flooded the great halls of the old chateau of the Dukes of 
Charmerace, lighting up with their mellow glow the spoils of so many ages and many lands, jumbled 

together with the execrable taste which so often afflicts those whose only standard of value is money. The 
golden light warmed the panelled walls and old furniture to a dull lustre, and gave back to the fading gilt of 
the First Empire chairs and couches something of its old brightness. It illumined the long line of pictures on 

the walls, pictures of dead and gone Charmeraces, the stern or debonair faces of the men, soldiers, 
statesmen, dandies, the gentle or imperious faces of beautiful women. It flashed back from armour of 

brightly polished steel, and drew dull gleams from armour of bronze. The hues of rare porcelain, of the rich 
inlays of Oriental or Renaissance cabinets, mingled with the hues of the pictures, the tapestry, the Persian 

rugs about the polished floor to fill the hall with a rich glow of colour. But of all the beautiful and precious 
things which the sun-rays warmed to a clearer beauty, the face of the girl who sat writing at a table in front 
of the long windows, which opened on to the centuries-old turf of the broad terrace, was the most beautiful 

and the most precious. It was a delicate, almost frail, beauty. Her skin was clear with the transparent lustre of 
old porcelain, and her pale cheeks were only tinted with the pink of the faintest roses. Her straight nose was 
delicately cut, her rounded chin admirably moulded. A lover of beauty would have been at a loss whether 

more to admire her clear, germander eyes, so melting and so adorable, or the sensitive mouth, with its rather 
full lips, inviting all the kisses. But assuredly he would have been grieved by the perpetual air of sadness 
which rested on the beautiful facethe wistful melancholy of the Slav, deepened by something of personal 
misfortune and suffering. Her face was framed by a mass of soft fair hair, shot with strands of gold where 
the sunlight fell on it; and little curls, rebellious to the comb, strayed over her white forehead, tiny feathers 
of goldBiographie de l'auteurLe clbre gentleman cambrioleur, invent par l'crivain franais Maurice Leblanc 
en 1905, fascine Takashi Morita. En effet, fan de longue date, il avait fait jaillir le cambrioleur dans une 

premire srie, en 2001, Clock clock avant de se lancer dans Aventurier. 


