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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurThis ebook edition contains a special preview of Tess Gerritsens | Know a Secret.For
untold years, the perfectly preserved mummy had lain forgotten in the dusty basement of Bostons Crispin
Museum. Dubbed Madam X, the recently rediscovered mummy is, to all appearances, an ancient Egyptian


/file.html?id=B0015DTUSO

artifact. But medical examiner Maura | sles discovers a macabre message hidden within the corpsehorrifying
proof that this centuries-old relic isinstead a modern-day murder victim. When the grisly remains of two
other women are found, it becomes clear to Maura and Boston homicide detective Jane Rizzoli that a maniac
isat large. Now Maura and Jane must unravel a murderers twisted endgame before the Archaeology Killer
adds another chilling artifact to his monstrous collection.ExtraitChapter OneHe is coming for me.l fedl itin
my bones. | sniff it in the air, as recognizableas the scent of hot sand and savory spicesand the sweat of a
hundred men toiling in the sun.These are the smells of Egypts western desert, andthey are still vivid to me,
although that country isnearly half a globe away from the dark bedroomwhere | now lie. Fifteen years have
passed since Iwalked that desert, but when | close my eyes, in aninstant | am there again, standing at the
edge of thetent camp, looking toward the Libyan border andthe sunset. The wind moaned like a woman
when itswept down the wadi. | still hear the thuds of pickaxesand the scrape of shovels, can picture thearmy
of Egyptian diggers, busy as ants as theyswarmed the excavation site, hauling their gufabaskets filled with
soil. It seemed to me then, whenl stood in that desert fifteen years ago, asif | werean actressin afilm about
someone el ses adventure.Not mine. Certainly it was not an adventure that aquiet girl from Indio, California,
ever expected tolive. The lights of a passing car glimmer through myclosed eyelids. When | open my eyes,
Egypt vanishes.No longer am | standing in the desert gazingat a sky smeared by sunset the color of bruises.
Insteadl am once again half aworld away, lying inmy dark San Diego bedroom.! climb out of bed and walk
barefoot to the windowto look out at the street. It is atired neighborhoodof stucco tract homes built in the
1950s, beforethe American dream meant mini-mansions andthree- car garages. There is honesty in the
modestbut sturdy houses, built not to impress but to shelter,and | feel safely anonymous here. Just
anothersingle mother struggling to raise a recal citrantteenage daughter.Peeking through the curtains at the
street, | see adark- colored sedan slow down half ablock away.It pulls over to the curb, and the headlights
turnoff. | watch, waiting for the driver to step out, butno one does. For along time the driver sits
there.Perhaps hes listening to the radio, or maybe heshad afight with hiswife and is afraid to face
her.Perhaps there are loversin that car with nowhereelse to go. | can formulate so many explanations,none
of them alarming, yet my skin is prickling withhot dread.A moment later the sedans taillights come backon,
and the car pulls away and continues down thestreet.Even after it vanishes around the corner, | am
stilljittery, clutching the curtainsin my damp hand. Ireturn to bed and lie sweating on top of the covers,but |
cannot sleep. Although its awarm July night,l keep my bedroom window latched, and insist thatmy
daughter, Tari, keeps herslatched as well. ButTari does not always listen to me.Every day, she listensto me
less.l close my eyes and, as always, the visions of Egyptcome back. Its always to Egypt that my thoughts
return.Even before | stood on its soil, 1d dreamedabout it. At six years old, | spotted a photograph ofthe
Valley of the Kings on the cover of National Geographic,feeling instant recognition, as though Iwere looking
at afamiliar, much- beloved face thatl had almost forgotten. That was what the landmeant to me, a beloved
face | longed to see again.And as the years progressed, | laid the foundationsfor my return. | worked and
studied. A full scholarshipbrought me to Stanford, and to the attentionof a professor who enthusiastically
recommendedme for a summer job at an excavation in Egyptswestern desert.In June, at the end of my ju nior
year, | boarded aflight to Cairo.Even now, in the darkness of my California bedroom,l remember how my
eyes ached from thesunlight glaring on white- hot sand. | smell the sunscreenon my skin and feel the sting of
the windpeppering my face with desert grit. These memoriesmake me happy. With atrowel in my hand and
thesun on my shoulders, this was the culmination of ayoung girls dreams.How quickly dreams become
nightmares. |dboarded the plane to Cairo as a happy college student. Three months later, | returned home a
changedwoman.I did not come back from the desert alone. Amonster followed me.In the dark, my eyelids
spring open. Was that afootfall? A door creaking open? | lie on dampsheets, heart battering itself against my
chest. | amafraid to get out of bed, and afraid not to.Something is not right in this house.After years of
hiding, | know better than to ignorethe warning whispers in my head. Those urgentwhispers are the only
reason | am gtill alive. Ivelearned to pay heed to every anomaly, every tremorof disquiet. | notice unfamiliar
cars driving up mystreet. | snap to attention if a co- worker mentionsthat someone was asking about me. |
make el aborateescape plans long before | ever need them. Mynext move is already planned out. In two
hours, mydaughter and | can be over the border and in Mexicowith new identities. Our passports, with
newnames, are already tucked away in my suitcase.We should have left by now. We should not havewaited
this long.But how do you convince afourteen- year- old girlto move away from her friends? Tari isthe
problem;she does not understand the danger were in.l pull open the nightstand drawer and take out the gun.
It isnot legally registered, and it makes mener vous, keeping afirearm under the same roof withmy



daughter. But after six weekends at the shootingrange, | know how to use it.My bare feet are silent as | step
out of my roomand move down the hall, past my daughters closeddoor. | conduct the same inspection that |
have madea thousand times before, always in the dark. Likeany prey, | feel safest in the dark.In the kitchen, |
check the windows and the door.In the living room, | do the same. Everything is secure.l come back up the
hall and pause outside mydaughters bedroom. Tari has become fanaticalabout her privacy, but thereis no
lock on her door,and | will never allow there to be one. | need to beable to ook in, to confirm that sheis
safe.The door gives aloud squeak as | open it, but itwont wake her. Aswith most teenagers, her sleep isakin
to acoma. Thefirst thing | notice isthe breeze,and | give asigh. Once again, Tari has ignored mywishes and
left her window wide open, as she has somany times before.lt feels like sacrilege, bringing the gun into
mydaughters bedroom, but | need to close that window.| step inside and pause beside the bed, watchingher
sleep, listening to the steady rhythm of herbreathing. | remember the first time | laid eyes onher, red- faced
and crying in the obstetricianshands. | had been in [abor eigh teen hours, and wasso exhausted | could barely
lift my head from thepillow. But after one glimpse of my baby, | wouldhave risen from bed and fought a
legion of attackersto protect her. That was the moment | knewwhat her name would be. | thought of the
wordscarved into the great temple at Abu Simbel, wordschosen by Ramses the Great to proclaim hislove
forhis wife.Nefertari, for whom the sun doth shineMy daughter, Nefertari, is the one and only trea -sure that
| brought back with me from Egypt. Andl am terrified of losing her.Tari is so much like me. Itsasif | am
watchingmyself sleeping. When she was ten years old, shecould already read hieroglyphs. At twelve, she
couldrecite all the dynasties down to the Ptolemys. Shespends her weekends haunting the Museum ofMan.
Sheisaclone of mein every way, and as theyears pass there is no obvious trace of her father inher face or
her voice or, most important of all, hersoul. She is my daughter, mine alone, untainted bythe evil that
fathered her.But she is also anormal fourteen- year- old girl,and this has been a source of frustration these
pastweeks as |ve felt darkness closing in around us, asl lie awake every night, listening for a
monstersfootsteps. My daughter is oblivious to the dangerbecause | have hidden the truth from her. |
wanther to grow up strong and fearless, a warriorwoman who is unafraid of shadows. She does
notunderstand why | pace the house late at night, whyl latch the windows and double- check the doors.She
thinks | am aworrywart, and its true: | do allthe worrying for both of us, to preservetheillusionthat al is
right with the world.That iswhat Tari believes. She likes San Diego andshe looks forward to her first year in
high school.Shes managed to make friends here, and heavenhelp the parent who tries to come between a
teenagerand her friends. Sheis as strong- willed as | am, andwere it not for her re sis tance, we would have
lefttown weeks ago.A breeze blows in the window, chilling the sweaton my skin.| set the gun down on the
nightstand and crossto the window to close it. For amoment | linger,breathing in cool air. Outside, the night
has fallensilent, except for a mosguitos whine. A prick stingsmy cheek. The significance of that mosquito
bitedoes not strike me until | reach up to slide the windowshut. | feel theicy breath of panic rush up
myspine. There is no screen over the window. Where is thescreen?Only then do | sense the malevolent
presence.While | stood lovingly watching my daughter, it waswatching me. It has always been watching,
bidingits time, waiting for its chance to spring. Now it hasfound us.l turn and face the evil.Revue de presseA
frighteningly effective stunner from one of the most versatile voices in thriller fiction today.Providence
JournalDisturbing and intensely mesmerizing . . . Its shudder inducing!Romantic TimesAn intricate plot that
will keep readers guessing.Publishers WeeklyWraps readers in aweb of evil that is hard to shake. . . Once
you pick up this novel, theres a good chance you wont be good for much else till youve reached its satisfying
conclusion.Nashville SceneThe K eepsake reads at a reckless pace, drawing the reader into a twisted world of
well-preserved vengeance.Madison County TimesDark, creepy and a great read.Fredericksburg Free Lance-
StarThe Keepsake is a superb suspense novel, with twists galore.. . . abeautifully constructed suspense novel
with agreat story.Toronto Globe and MailFrom the Paperback edition.



