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© JERRY BAUER

HARLAN COBEN, winner of the Edgar Award,
the Shamus Award, and the Anthony Award, is the
author of eight critically acclaimed novels: Deal
Breaker, Drop Shot, Fade Away, Back Spin, One
False Move, The Final Detail, Darkest Fear, and the
New York Times bestseller Tell No One. He lives in
New Jersey with his wife and four children. Visit
his website at www.harlanc8ben.eom.
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Praise for Harlan Coben’s
TELL NO ONE

“In this pulse-pounding hunt, Harlan Coben layers secret
upon secret, crisscrossing years and crime scenes. . . .
A BEACH-READ SO GRIPPING IT OUGHT TO
COME WITH A JUMBO TUBE OF SUNSCREEN . ..
BOTTOM LINE: TELL EVERYONE.”

—People

“TELL NO ONE ROCKS THE HOUSE. My head felt
like a pretzel by the time [ was done because I never, not
once, saw where the book was going until Cobén wanted

me to. AN EXHILARATING, BANG-UP, PORSCHE
TURBO OF A NOVEL THAT YOU ABSOLUTELY
WILL NOT PUT DOWN.”
—Dennis Lehane, New York Times bestselling
author of Mystic River

“I forced myself to read slowly. | wanted to savor every
clue, every detail, and I never wanted it to end. There
are numerous aspects to the clincher ending, with
SURPRISES IN STORE FOR THE READER
UNTIL THE VERY LAST PAGE.”

—USA Today

“THIS IS SUSPENSE AT ITS FINEST—GUT-
WRENCHING THRILLS AND HONEST, HEART-
TUGGING EMOTION. A big book in every sense of the
word, Tell No One speeds along at such a breakneck pace
that we have to remind ourselves continually to slow Rown
and savor the writing—and Coben’s marvelous characters.
This author just keeps getting better and better.”
—Jeffery Deaver, New York Times bestselling author

of The Blue Nowhere -

“Taut, twisty . . . gloriously exciting.”

-~




“A COMPELLING AND ORIGINAL SUSPENSE
THRILLER . . . INTRIGUING . . . CLEVER
AND UNIQUE.”

—DLos Angeles Times

“A headlong, full-tilt thriller.”
—The Seattle Times

“TELL NO ONE IS SUCH A TERRIFIC THRILLER,
YOU'LL WANT TO TELL EVERYONE! Harlan Coben
delivers the near nnposmble——a can t—put-lt-down ga%:

turner with a slam-bang surprise ending. You'll rea
book in one breathless gufp"’

— Lisa Scottoline, New York Times bestselling
author of Courting Trouble

“The book everyone should take to the beach
this summer. . . . Tell everyone to read Tell No One.
nghly recommended.”

—Library Journal

“A BREATHTAKING WHODUNIT...QUALIFIES AS
A CLASSIC . .. Tell No One has it all—a cast that
crackles with real-life energy, pacing that will keep the

_most Jaded reader breathfess and aboveall,a -

imering, multifaceted jewel of a plot with more
htful unexpected twists than the world's wildest

- coaster. . . . Tell No One transcends Coben'’s
previous work, ]ust as it transcends just about all other
so-called whodunits on the market today. This book will,
must, establish him as one of our preeminent crafters
of ﬁne mys tery ﬁc’shon

issues . . . one of the r's best- th :
TELL NO ONE FURTHER SEALS COBEN'S PLACE
AMONG TODAYS BEST MYSTERY WRITERS



“His most suspenseful book yet . . . Coben has eno;:Fh
surprises up his sleeve to keep you racing to the end.”
—BookPage.com

“Tell No One begins at a run and in no time is
moving at an all-out sprint . . . will leave readers
rapidly turning the pages.”

—S8San Francisco Cimicle

“A book that defies inattention. I read right through a
television show I wanted to see. I took it to the car place
to read while the oil was being changed. I took it to
work, hoping to sneak away for lunch. . . . I DON'T
REMEMBER THE LAST TIME I FELT SO DRIVEN
TO FINISH A NOVEL . . . Try to read Tell No One
slowly enough to appreciate Coben’s writing. It will
be hard. But try.”

—S8t. Petersburg Times

“Tell No One opens with a .gut-wrenchi.n% scene that will
leave you close to tears, and then propels you along . . .
on a thrilling ride that will keep you constantly guessing,
turning pages as quickly as you can, almost desperate
to learn what happens next.”

“Page-turner scribes such as Jeffery Deaver and Lisa
Scott?)%fne rave gver this one. Add humble moi to the list.”
The Philadelphia Inquirer

“THIS THRILLER MOVES FROM HEARTBREAKING
TO HEARTSTOPPING WITHOUT MISSING A BEAT.”

“Fifteen pages into this book you are sucked in and
Coben neverags the pace stall. . . . If it takes more than
two days to finish this one, you're working too many

~ hours. A hot summer rush.”

“Fast-paced . . . A TALE THAT WILL HAVE YOU
HOOKED THROUGH THE VERY UNEXPECTED
—Rocky Mountain News
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For Anne
A ma vie de coeur entier



Three days before her death, my mother
told me—these weren't her last words, but they were
pretty close—that my brother was still alive.

That was all she said. She didn’t elaborate. She
said it only once. And she wasn't doing very well. Mor-
phine had already applied its endgame heart squeeze.
Her skin was in that cusp between jaundice and fading
summer tan. Her eyes had sunken deep into her skull.
She slept most of the time. She would, in fact, have
only one more lucid moment—if mdeed this had been
a lucid moment, which 1 very much doubted—and
that would be a chance for me to tell her that she had
been a wonderful mother, that I loved her very much,
and good-bye. We never said anything about my
srother. That d:dn’t mean we weren't thinking about
hmzn M he were sitting bedside too.

'msemmhermctmds And if they were true,
I didn't know if it would be a good thing or bad.
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We buried my mother four days later.

When we returned to the house to sit shivah, my
father stormed through the semi-shag in the living
room. His face was red with rage. I was there, of
course. My sister, Melissa, had flown in from Seattle
with her husband, Ralph. Aunt Selma and Uncle
Murray paced. Sheila, my soul mate, sat next to me and
~ held my hand.

That was pretty much the sum total.

There was only one flower atrangement, a wonder-
ful monster of a thing. Sheila smiled and squeezed my
hand when she saw the card. No words, no message,
just the drawing

Dad kept glancing out the bay windows—the same
windows that had been shot out with a BB gun twice
in the past eleven years—and muttered under his
~ breath, “Sons of bitches.” He'd turn around and think
of someone else who hadn’t shown. “For God's sake,

’dthmktheBergmanswoddhaveatleastmadea

nce.” Then he'd close his eyes and
_loakaway'l‘hean r would consume him anew,
blending with the grief into something I didn’t have
the strength to face.

Onemorebetraya]madecadeﬁlledmththem

I needed air. ”

I got to my feet. She_llalookedupat.mew:thcan-
cemn. “I'm going to take a walk,” I said softly.

“You want ecompany?”

“I don't think se.”

Shdlanwei%hadb&n 'ogetie
I've newhmdammmsymwnhmymdd
vibes. She gave my hand another I-love-you squeeze,
andthewarmdlspreadthrou@ame




QONE FOR GOOD 3

Our front-door welcome mat was harsh faux grass,
like something stolen from a driving range, with a
plastic daisy in the upper left-hand corner. 1 stepped
over it and strolled up Downing Place. The street was
lined with numbingly ordinary alumirmm—sided split-
levels, circa 1962. I still wore my dark gray suit. It
itched in the heat. The savage sun beat down like a
drum, and a perverse part of me thought that it was a
wonderful day to decay. An image of my mother’s light-
the-world smile—the one before it all happened—
flashed in front of my eyes. I shoved it away.

I knew where 1 was headed, though I doubt if I
would have admitted it to myself. 1 was drawn there,
pulled by some unseen force Some would call it
asochistic. Others would note that maybe it had
something to do with closure. I thought it was proba-
bly neither.

I just wanted to look at the spot where it all ended.

The sights and sounds of summer suburbia as-
saulted me. Kids squealed by on their bicyeles. Mr.
Cirino, who owned the FordlMercmy dealership
Route: 10, mowed his lawn. The Stems—they’d bmlt
up a chain of appliance stores that were swallowe
by a bigger chain—were taking a stroll hand in hand
There was a touch football game going on at the

evines' house, though I d:dnt lmow any of the par-
i 3. Barbecue smoke took flight from the

_1pe the Glassmans’ old place. Mark “the
» Glassman had ]umped through the szl:mng glass
doors when he was six. He was playing Superman.
remembered the scream and the blood. He needed
over ﬁmy sﬁtehos The Doof grew up m& hem
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walk, was on the bend. Angela Mariano, our local bad
girl, was two years older than us and like some supe-
rior, awe-inducing species. Watching Angela sunning
in her backyard in a gravity-defying ribbed halter top, 1
had felt the first painful thrusts of deep hormonal
longing. My mouth would actually water. Angela used
to fight with her parents and sneak smokes in the tool-
shed behind her house. Her boyfriend drove a motor-
cycle. I ran into her last year on Madison Avenue in
midtown. I expected her to look awful—that was what
you always hear happens to that first lust-crush—but
Angela looked great and seemed happy.

A lawn s rmkler did the slow wave in front of Eric
Frankel's house at 23 Downing Place. Eric had a space-
travel-themed bar mitzvah at the Chanticleer in Short
Hills when we were both in seventh grade. The ceiling

-was done up planetarium style—a black sky with star
constellations. My seaﬁng card told me that I was sit-
ting at “Table Apollo 14.” The centerpiece was an or-
nate model rocket on a green fauna launching pad. 'I'he
waiters, adorned in realistic space suits, were each sup-
posedtobeoneofdie Mercury'? “]ahnGlenn md
us. Cindi Shapiro and I had sneaked irito the chapel
momandmadeout for over an hour. It was my first
time. I didn’t know what I was doing. Cmda&d I re-
member it was glorious, the way her tongue caressed
and jolted me in unexpected ways. But I also remember
my initial wonderment evolvmg after twenty mirnutes or
sointe,weﬂ boredom—a confused “what next?” along
withanﬂve“isthatallthemis?”

When Cindi and I stealthily returned to Cape
Kenneéy’sTaMeApoﬂo 14, nﬁedandmfmepwt
cwwd " “FlyMem the Maen”‘), Ken
cmme, eoo My gave them. He award i
&mtsmﬁeandslappedmeﬁve That night, aswelay
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on the bunk beds, Ken on the top, me on the bottom,
the stereo playing Blue Oyster Cult’s “Don’t Fear the
Reaper” (Ken's favorite), my older brother explained to
me the facts of life as seen by a mnth-grader I'd later
learn he was mostly wrong (a little too much emphasis
on the breast), but when I think back to that night, I
always smile.

“He’s alive. . .

I shook my head and turned right at Coddington
Terrace by the Holders’ old house. This was the same
route Ken and I had taken to get to Burnet Hill Ele-
mentary School. There used to be a paved path be-
tween two houses to make the trip shorter. 1 wondered
if it was still there. My mother—everyone, even kids,
had called her Sunny -—-used to follow us to school
quasi-surreptitiously. Ken and I would roll our eyes as
she ducked behind trees. I smiled, thinking about her

overprotectiveness now. It used to embarrass me, but

Ken would simply shrug. My brother was securely cool
enough to let it slide. I wasn’t.

1 felt.a pang and moved on.

Maybe it was just my imagination, but people be-
gan to stave. The bicycles, the dnbbhxgbasketballs
the sprinklers and lawn mowers, the cries of touch

»

ey all seemed to hush as I passed. Some
stamdﬂutofcunosxty because a strange man strolling
in a dark gra y suit on a summer evening was some-

thing of an oddlty But most, or again so it seemed,
looked on in horror because they recognized me &I’ld
couldn’t believe that I would dare tread upon this sa-

I approachec the house at 47 Coddmgton Terrace
m m was l he.re? l m a curtain
the den. Mrs speared at the -

gmmtend dﬁz Sheghredatme I didn't move or
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look away. She glared some more—and then to my
surprise, her face softened. It was as though our mu-
tual agony had made some sort of connection. Mrs.
Mdler nodded at me. I nodded back and felt the tears

begin to well up.

You may have seen the story on 20/20 or Prime-
Time Live or some other television equivalent of fish
wrap, For those who haven't, here’s the official ac-
count: On October 17 eleven years ago, in the town-
ship of Livingston, New Jersey, my brother, Ken Klein,
then twenty-four, brutally raped and strangled our
neighbor Julie Miller.

In her basement. At 47 Coddington Terrace.

That was where her body was found. The evidence
wasni't conclusive as to if she'd actually been murdered
in that poorly finished subdwelling or if she'd been
dumped postmortem behind the water-stained zebra-
stnped couch. Most assume the former. My brother
escaped capture and ran off to parts unknown—at
least, again, according to the official account.

Over the past eleven years Ken has eluded an inter-

sw in, but somehow my brother evaded their

gmsp Supposexﬂy he was tipped off. I can'’t imagine
how or by whos

The nm ting occurred four years later in
Barcelona. Ken had rented—to quote the newspaper
accounts—‘an oceanview haclenda” (Bamelom is not

bmdaﬂwasdescnbedasmnandﬁtandwomawhm
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shirt opened at the collar and loafers without socks.
The Livingstonite, one Rick Horowitz, had been a
classmate of mine in Mr. Hunt's fourth-grade class.
During a three-month period, Rick entertained us by
eating caterpillars during recess.

Barcelona Ken yet again slipped through the law’s
fingers. |

The last time my brother was purportedly spotted
he was skiing down the expert hills in the French Alps
(interestingly enough, Ken never skied before the mur-
der). Nothing came of it, except a story on 48 Hours.
Over the years, my brother’s fugitive status had be-
come the criminal version of a VH1 Where Are They
Now?, popping up whenever any sort of rumor
skimmed the surface or, more likely, when one of the
network’s fish wraps was low on material.

I naturally hated television’s “team coverage” of
“suburbia gone wrong” or whatever similar cute
moniker they came up with. Their “special reports”
(just once, I'd like to see them call it a “normal report,
everyone has done this story”) always festured the
same phamhs ost*n in his tennis whites—he was
a nationally ranke player at one time—looking his
most pompous. I cant imagine where they got them.
In them Ken looked handsome in that way people hate
right away. Haughty, Kennedy hair, suntan bold
against the whites, tooth Photograph Ken
looked like one of those peo le of rmlege(hewas
not) who coasted through hfe on his charm (a httle)
and trust account (he had none).

I had a amdononeofthase .shawsA

ﬂm he wm_w presen

fortbesakeaf“behnce wassomeanewimcmldde-
scribe the “real Ken” to the folks back home.



