
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

LUPIN S LUPINS

NEXT morning, a little before eight o'clock, Valen-

glay was talking in his own flat to the Prefect of

Police, and asked:

you think as I do, my dear Prefect? He'll"So
come?"
"I haven't the least doubt of it, Monsieur le President.

And he will come with the same punctuality that has been

shown throughout this business. He will come, for

pride's sake, at the last stroke of eight."

"You think so?"
" Monsieur le President, I have been studying the man

for months. As things now stand, with Florence Levas-

seur's life in the balance, if he has not smashed the villain

v/hom he is hunting down, if he does not bring him back

bound hand and foot, it will mean that Florence Levas-

seur is dead and that he, Arsene Lupin, is dead."

"Whereas Lupin is immortal," said Valenglay, laugh-

ing. "You're right. Besides, I agree with you entirely.

No one would be more astonished than I if our good friend

was not here to the minute. You say you were rung up
from Angers yesterday?"

" Yes, Monsieur le President. My men had just seen

Don Luis Perenna. He had gone in front of them, in an

aeroplane. After that, they telephoned to mc again from
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