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Under the direction of famed explorer Porter Stone, an archaeological team is
secretly attempting to locate the tomb of an ancient pharaoh who was unlike any
other in history. Stone believes he has found the burial chamber of King Narmer,
the near mythical god- king who united upper and lower Egypt in 3200 B.C., and
the archaeologist has reason to believe that the greatest prize of all—Narmer’s
crown—might be buried with him. No crown of an Egyptian king has ever been
discovered, and Narmer’s is the elusive “double” crown of the two Egypts,
supposedly possessed of awesome powers.

The dig itself is located in one of the most forbidding places on earth—the Sudd,
a nearly  impassable swamp in northern Sudan. Amid the nightmarish,
disorienting tangle of mud and dead vegetation, a series of harrowing and
inexplicable occurrences are causing people on the expedition to fear a centuries-
old curse. With a monumental discovery in reach, Professor Jeremy Logan is
brought onto the project to investigate. What he finds will raise new questions . .
. and alarm.

In the hands of master storyteller Lincoln Child, The Third Gate breaks new
ground and introduces a fascinating new protagonist to the thriller world.
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Editorial Review

Review
“Lincoln Child’s novels are thrilling and tantalizing.”
—Vince Flynn

"Bestseller Child (Terminal Freeze) more than succeeds in making a mummy's curse terrifying in this superb
supernatural thriller...Child evokes fear through understatement...Readers will hope to see more of [lead
character] Logan in a sequel."
--Publishers Weekly (starred review)

"Ample gadgetry, New Age soul-shifting, and pyrotechnics sufficient to employ a stable of stuntmen when
brought to film: Child’s newest is the sort of thing to delight all those who got wrapped up in The Mummy.
Think, a Dan Brown-ian adventure amongst Pharaohs ready with a pocket full of curses."
--Kirkus

"Its characters are well drawn, and the mystery is nicely handled, keeping readers guessing as to whether
something supernatural is going on here. Of the author’s solo novels, this could be the best so far."
--Booklist

From the Hardcover edition.

About the Author
LINCOLN CHILD is the New York Times best-selling author of Terminal Freeze, Deep Storm, Death
Match, and Utopia, as well as coauthor, with Douglas Preston, of numerous New York Times best sellers,
most recently Fever Dream. He lives with his wife and daughter in Morristown, New Jersey.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
1

Three Years Later

Growing up in Westport, currently teaching at Yale, Jeremy Logan thought himself familiar with his home
state of Connecticut. But the stretch through which he now drove was a revelation. Heading east from
Groton—following the e-mailed directions—he’d turned onto US 1 and then, just past Stonington, onto US 1
Alternate. Hugging the gray Atlantic coastline, he’d passed Wequetequock, rolled over a bridge that looked
as old as New England itself, then turned sharply right onto a well-paved but unmarked road. Quite abruptly,
the minimalls and tourist motels fell away behind. He passed a sleepy cove in which lobster boats bobbed at
anchor, and then entered an equally sleepy hamlet. And yet it was a real village, a working village, with a
general store and a tackle shop and an Episcopal church with a steeple three sizes too large, and gray-
shingled houses with trim picket fences painted white. There were no hulking SUVs, no out-of-state plates;
and the scattering of people sitting on benches or leaning out of front windows waved to him as he passed.
The April sunlight was strong, and the sea air had a clean, fresh bite to it. A signboard hanging from the
doorframe of the post office informed him he was in Pevensey Point, population 182. Something about the
place reminded him irresistibly of Herman Melville.



“Karen,” he said, “if you’d seen this place, you’d never have made us buy that summer cottage in Hyannis.”

Although his wife had died of cancer years ago, Logan still allowed himself to converse with her now and
then. Of course it was usually—though not always—more monologue than conversation. At first, he’d been
sure to do it only when he was certain not to be overheard. But then—as what had started as a kind of
intellectual hobby for him turned increasingly into a profession—he no longer bothered to be so discreet.
These days, judging by what he did for a living, people expected him to be a little strange.

Two miles beyond the town, precisely as the directions indicated, a narrow lane led off to the right. Taking it,
Logan found himself in a sandy forest of thin scrub pine that soon gave way to tawny dunes. The dunes
ended at a metal bridge leading to a low, broad island jutting out into Fishers Island Sound. Even from this
distance, Logan could see there were at least a dozen structures on the island, all built of the same reddish-
brown stone. At the center were three large five-story buildings that resembled dormitories, arranged in
parallel, like dominos. At the far end of the island, partly concealed by the various structures, was an empty
airstrip. And beyond everything lay the ocean and the dark green line of Rhode Island.

Logan drove the final mile, stopping at a gatehouse before the bridge. He showed the printed e-mail to the
guard inside, who smiled and waved him through. A single sign beside the gatehouse, expensive looking but
unobtrusive, read simply cts.

He crossed the bridge, passed an outlying structure, and pulled into a parking lot. It was surprisingly large:
there were at least a hundred cars and space for as many more. Nosing into one of the spots, he killed the
engine. But instead of exiting, he paused to read the e-mail once again.

Jeremy,

I’m pleased—and relieved—to hear of your acceptance. I also appreciate your being flexible, since as I
mentioned earlier there’s no way yet to know how long your investigation will take. In any case you’ll
receive a minimum of two weeks’ compensation, at the rate you specified. I’m sorry I can’t give you more
details at this point, but you’re probably used to that. And I have to tell you I can’t wait to see you again after
all this time.

Directions to the Center are below. I’ll be waiting for you on the morning of the 18th. Any time between ten
and noon will be fine. One other thing: once you’re on board with the project, you might find it hard to get
calls out with any degree of certainty, so please be sure you’ve cleared your decks before you arrive.
Looking forward to the 18th!

Best,

E. R.

Logan glanced at his watch: eleven thirty. He turned the note over once in his hands. You might find it hard
to get calls out with any degree of certainty. Why was that? Perhaps cell phone towers had never made it
beyond picturesque Pevensey Point? Nevertheless, what the e-mail said was true: he was “used to that.” He
pulled a duffel bag from the passenger seat, slipped the note into it, and got out of the car.

Located in one of the central dormitory-like buildings, Reception was an understated space that reminded
Logan of a hospital or clinic: a half-dozen empty chairs, tables with magazines and journals, a sprinkling of
anonymous-looking oil paintings on beige walls, and a single desk occupied by a woman in her mid-thirties.



The letters CTS were set into the wall behind her, once again with no indication of what they might stand
for.

Logan gave his name to the woman, who in response looked at him with a mixture of curiosity and
uneasiness. He took a seat in one of the vacant chairs, expecting a protracted wait. But no sooner had he
picked up a recent issue of Harvard Medical Review than a door across from the receptionist opened and
Ethan Rush emerged.

“Jeremy,” Rush said, smiling broadly and extending his hand. “Thank you so much for coming.”

“Ethan,” Logan replied, shaking the proffered hand. “Nice to see you again.”

He hadn’t seen Rush since their days at Johns Hopkins twenty years before, when he’d been doing graduate
studies and Rush had been attending the medical school. But the man who stood before him retained a
remarkable youthfulness. Only a fine tracery of lines at the corners of his eyes bore testament to the passage
of years. And yet in the simple act of shaking the man’s hand, Logan had received two very clear
impressions from Rush: a shattering, life-changing event and an unswerving, almost obsessive, devotion to a
cause.

Dr. Rush glanced around the reception area. “You brought your luggage?”

“It’s in my trunk.”

“Give me the keys, I’ll see that somebody retrieves it for you.”

“It’s a Lotus Elan S four.”

Rush whistled. “The roadster? What year?”

“Nineteen sixty-eight.”

“Very nice. I’ll make sure they treat it with kid gloves.”

Logan dug into his pocket and handed the keys to Rush, who in turn gave them to the receptionist with some
whispered instructions. Then he turned and motioned Logan to follow him through the open doorway.

Taking an elevator to the top floor, Rush led the way down a long hallway that smelled faintly of cleaning
fluid and chemicals. The resemblance to a hospital grew stronger—and yet it seemed to be a hospital without
patients; the few people they passed were dressed in street clothes, ambulatory, and obviously healthy.
Logan peered curiously into the open doorways as they walked by. He saw conference rooms, a large, empty
lecture hall with seats for at least a hundred, laboratories bristling with equipment, what appeared to be a
reference library full of paperbound journals and dedicated terminals. More strangely, he noticed several
apparently identical rooms, each containing a single, narrow bed with literally dozens—if not hundreds—of
wires leading to nearby monitoring instruments. Other doors were closed, their small windows covered by
privacy curtains. A group of men and women in white lab coats passed them in the hallway. They glanced at
Logan, nodded to Rush.

Stopping before a door marked director, Rush opened it and beckoned Logan through an anteroom housing
two secretaries and a profusion of bookcases into a private office beyond. It was tastefully decorated, as



minimalist as the outer office was crowded. Three of the walls held spare postmodernist paintings in cool
blues and grays; the fourth wall appeared to be entirely of glass, covered at the moment by blinds.

In the center of the room was a teakwood table, polished to a brilliant gleam and flanked by two leather
chairs. Rush took one and ushered Logan toward the other.

“Can I offer you anything?” the director asked. “Coffee, tea, soda?”

Logan shook his head.

Rush crossed one leg over the other. “Jeremy, I have to be frank. I wasn’t sure you’d be willing to take on
this assignment, given how busy you are . . . and how closemouthed I was concerning the particulars.”

“You weren’t sure—even given the fee I charged?”

Rush smiled. “It’s true—your fee is certainly healthy. But then your, ah, work has become somewhat high
profile recently.” He hesitated. “What is it you call your profession again?”

“I’m an enigmalogist.”

“Right. An enigmalogist.” Rush glanced curiously at Logan. “And it’s true you were able to document the
existence of the Loch Ness monster?”

“You’d have to take that up with my client for that particular assignment, the University of Edinburgh.”

“Serves me right for asking.” Rush paused. “Speaking of universities, you are a professor, aren’t you?”

“Medieval history. At Yale.”

“And what do they think of your other profession at Yale?”

“High visibility is never a problem. It helps guarantee a large admissions pool.” Logan glanced around the
office. He’d often found that new clients preferred to talk about his past accomplishments. It postponed
discussion of their own problems.

“I remember those . . . investigations you did at the Peabody Institute and the Applied Physics Lab back in
school,” Rush said. “Who would have thought they’d lead you to this?”

“Not me, certainly.” Logan shifted in his seat. “So. Care to tell me just what CTS stands for? Nothing around
here seems to give any clue.”

“We do keep our cards pretty close to our vest. Center for Transmortality Studies.”

“Transmortality Studies,” Logan repeated.

Rush nodded. “I founded CTS two years ago.”

Logan glanced at him in surprise. “You founded the Center?”



Rush took a deep breath. A grim look came over his face. “You see, Jeremy, it’s like this. Just over three
years ago, I was working an ER shift when my wife, Jennifer, was brought in by paramedics. She’d been in a
terrible accident and was completely unresponsive. We tried everything—heart massage, paddles—but it was
hopeless. It was the worst moment of my life. There I was, not only unable to save my own wife . . . but I
was expected to pronounce her dead, as well.”

Logan shook his head in sympathy.

“Except that I didn’t. I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Against the advice of the assisting doctors I continued
heroic measures.” He leaned forward. “And, Jeremy—she pulled through. I finally revived her, fourteen
minutes after all brain function had ceased.”

“How?”

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Frank Craver:

In this 21st century, people become competitive in every way. By being competitive currently, people have
do something to make these people survives, being in the middle of the actual crowded place and notice by
surrounding. One thing that often many people have underestimated that for a while is reading. Yes, by
reading a guide your ability to survive raise then having chance to stand up than other is high. To suit your
needs who want to start reading some sort of book, we give you this specific The Third Gate: A Novel
(Jeremy Logan) book as basic and daily reading book. Why, because this book is greater than just a book.

Raymond Hollander:

This The Third Gate: A Novel (Jeremy Logan) are generally reliable for you who want to be a successful
person, why. The explanation of this The Third Gate: A Novel (Jeremy Logan) can be one of many great
books you must have is giving you more than just simple examining food but feed an individual with
information that perhaps will shock your earlier knowledge. This book is handy, you can bring it almost
everywhere and whenever your conditions throughout the e-book and printed people. Beside that this The
Third Gate: A Novel (Jeremy Logan) giving you an enormous of experience including rich vocabulary,
giving you trial run of critical thinking that we know it useful in your day task. So , let's have it and revel in
reading.

Jonathan Solis:

Reserve is one of source of understanding. We can add our understanding from it. Not only for students but
in addition native or citizen have to have book to know the update information of year for you to year. As we
know those publications have many advantages. Beside all of us add our knowledge, also can bring us to
around the world. By the book The Third Gate: A Novel (Jeremy Logan) we can get more advantage. Don't
that you be creative people? To be creative person must love to read a book. Just simply choose the best
book that appropriate with your aim. Don't possibly be doubt to change your life by this book The Third
Gate: A Novel (Jeremy Logan). You can more appealing than now.



Ryan Young:

Many people said that they feel uninterested when they reading a e-book. They are directly felt that when
they get a half parts of the book. You can choose typically the book The Third Gate: A Novel (Jeremy
Logan) to make your own personal reading is interesting. Your own personal skill of reading talent is
developing when you like reading. Try to choose straightforward book to make you enjoy you just read it
and mingle the impression about book and looking at especially. It is to be initial opinion for you to like to
wide open a book and examine it. Beside that the book The Third Gate: A Novel (Jeremy Logan) can to be
your brand-new friend when you're feel alone and confuse in what must you're doing of that time.
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