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Praise for Diana Deverell’s international thrillers

 

12 Drummers Drumming

“Chilling Suspense and heated passion—A brilliant debut.” (Barbara Parker, Edgar-finalist author of Suspicion of Innocence)

 

Diana Deverell was a U.S. Foreign Service Officer in such place as San Salvador and Poland. So when she has the central character of her tough and moving debut thriller give us inside details of a State Department agency dedicated to fighting terrorists, they have the smack and tang of reality. . . . a milieu worthy of the best of Len Deighton, if not John LeCarre. With those and other masters of the espionage genre making increasingly rare appearances these days, it’s good to have someone as skilled as Deverell arriving so stylishly on the scene.” (Amazon.com—Dick Adler)

 

“Non-stop suspense and an intriguing plot that will keep you guessing until the end. 12 Drummers Drumming is a splendid first novel . . . Highly recommended.” (Booked for Murder, Ltd. mystery book store—Mary Helen Becker)

 

“An electrifying political thriller . . .a believable whirlwind international chase.” (Huntsville Times)

 

“12 Drummers Drumming is a dynamite action thriller. It kept me up well past my bedtime. I could not put it down. Had to find out how Casey Collins, its FSO heroine, thwarts a Libyan terrorist plot. Since I served in San Salvador with Diana quite a while ago, I could be biased in my favorable appraisal of her book, but I don’t think so. She writes in the first person, purporting still to be a FSO, working in S/CT, fighting terrorism. Drawing lightly on her State Department background and heavily on a vivid imagination, her tale of adventure is gripping . . . all of this is lightly spiced with sex and heavily seasoned with violent deaths, mostly, but not entirely, of bad guys. All in all, the Foreign Service’s loss of Diana Deverell is a great gain for readers of international thrillers. Best of all, she is working on a new novel.”

Deane R. Hinton, Career Ambassador (ret.)

 

“She writes with a polish and a flair that hold nothing back in the areas of terror, torture and adventure as well as in more tender worlds of love and loyalties. . . .” (National Public Radio)

 

 

Night on Fire

“Deverell’s solid second Casey Collins novel [has] engaging narrative, gripping mystery, and wily plot twists.” (Publishers Weekly)

 

“. . . a thriller that grips rather than merely interests, a thriller that grabs you by the throat and makes you come along for the ride. And with Deverell in the driver’s seat, the ride is unforgettable.” (Statesman Journal)

 

East Past Warsaw

“. . . a tale that makes you pray it’s fiction.” (S.E. Warwick, mystery reviewer)

 

China Box

“an intricate chess match of espionage, international wheeling-dealing, and love plays out in Washington and Silicon Valley.” (Reader review)
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Frantic barking yanked me from sleep at two o’clock in the morning on the last day of January.

Sitting up, I shoved blonde hair off my forehead and yanked at the hem of my skimpy red cotton nightie. I was five-feet-nine and I didn’t want to meet trouble with a bare ass.

The Air Force sergeant I dated when he was in-country had given me the nightie for Christmas.

Rudolph leered from my chest and the script below asked, “Want to play any reindeer games?”

The only nightie I owned, I wore it when I slept alone.

I was in Central America and the equator was only a thousand miles south of me. The temperature was a balmy seventy-two degrees.

I’d turned the metal handle in my floor-to-ceiling bedroom window to tilt the horizontal slats open.

The German shepherd’s howls came through loud and clear.

The dog was part of the rental package for the three-story house. While I slept, she patrolled the walled-and-gated grounds.

Yesterday was Super Bowl Sunday. I’d spent the afternoon at the home of the embassy’s rowdy assistant defense attaché. We drank local pilsner and listened to a shortwave broadcast of the game.

The Redskins beat the Dolphins and claimed the 1982 championship. We cracked more brews in celebration and belted out repeat choruses of Warren Zevon’s “Lawyers, Guns, and Money.”

I’d been wasted when I got home and I’d slept soundly.

Till the dog barked.

Her voice kicked my heartbeat into double time.

Beneath the thin cotton, my body temperature rose while my fingertips grew icy.

Dried leaves skittered across the bricks of the terrace beyond the window.

I inhaled a gingery scent like florists spray on hothouse carnations. The odor came from spiky blood-red tropical flowers blooming in my yard.

My dog snarled.

She hadn’t fine-tuned her alarm system.

I didn’t know if she was angry with an innocent passerby who’d lingered on the concrete sidewalk to peer through my gate’s iron bars at the well-tended lawn and garden.

Or if the dog was baying at a Communist insurgent who’d made it over my wall, intent on taking a hostage.

He could be breaking into my house while I huddled under the sheet.

My top floor bedroom was twenty-feet-square, furnished with a double mattress and box spring on a wheeled metal frame.

The embassy thoughtfully supplied an American-sized bed so I could sleep on my own US-made linens.

I’d bought this set in a late-night fit of comfort shopping via the Spiegel catalog. They were pale yellow and monogrammed KC, my initials and my nickname, Casey.

Fresh, they smelled of laundry detergent and sunshine.

My Salvadoran landlord had provided the pine bedside table.

I didn’t switch on the reading lamp. The light shining through my window was brighter than moonbeams.

Security lamps lined the driveway that ran from the street in front of my property, alongside my side wall, to the larger estate beyond my rear wall.

The neighbor’s motion-triggered lights must be on.

Metal clanked as the heavy electrified gate at the estate end of his driveway slid open. A motor whirred.

I pictured the neighbor’s squat beige security vehicle rolling toward the matching gate at the street. Three out of four window openings bristling with rifles.

Were they hunting an intruder?

I tasted copper pennies, cheap metallic fear.

Sliding open the drawer in the bedside table, my fingers found the checkered laminated wood grip of the revolver.

The day I brought it home was when I stopped sleeping in the nude.

Gun in hand, I slipped out of bed. The marble floor tiles cooled my bare feet. I opened the bedroom door and stepped into the dark sitting room.

Fronds rustled on the palm tree rooted in the indoor garden at the center of the house. It rose three stories and extended through an opening in the roof.

I padded across the carpet to the iron railing that marked where the floor ended and the atrium began.

The railing continued down the broad staircase that led to the dining and kitchen level.

Another staircase went from that level to the ground floor foyer.

I leaned over and twisted my head to peer at the solid front door. It was shut tight.

Squatting, I squinted at the side door leading to my carport. It also looked untouched.

Nobody had broken through either.

I sighed, the breath full of relief.

The Salvadoran who owned the house had lived in it with a wife and two children plus four housemaids. A cash-flow problem convinced him to move out and rent to the embassy.

I was an unmarried childless twenty-five-year-old. The house had more space than I needed.

The embassy had leased it for me because it was in a low-incident neighborhood and had that high, sturdy wall.

Vince, the regional security officer, the RSO, had decided that level of protection was appropriate for the most junior officer working in the San Salvador embassy.

I’d been delighted by his expert opinion because I wanted to live with a palm tree at the heart of my home and open sky above it.

I also loved the broad terrace where I ate breakfast and sunbathed on weekends.

I padded to the sliding glass door. Opening it, I stepped out onto the rough brick terrace floor.

 Looking to the south, I saw the lights of the capital dotting the slopes below, spreading out across the bowl-shape of the center city.

I heard walkie-talkie chatter from the neighbor’s driveway.
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Apprehensive, I moved to the terrace edge and looked down. The beige security vehicle was reversing away from the street gate.

Shifting to check the view over my back wall, I saw that more security lights mounted on the neighbor’s one-story red-tile-roofed house illuminated the spacious garden.

The lights added sheen to the in-ground swimming pool’s glossy black water.

I’d been living in my house for six months and I hadn’t met my neighbor. An American, he managed a Texas-owned factory where Salvadorans assembled electronic calculators for multinational distribution.

He was a potentially valuable hostage and his employer had state-of-the-art protection in place.

Besides the heavy gates, I’d noted the airlock-style front entrance to his house and the always-manned guard shack.

I guessed more fencing and motion detectors protected the rest of his perimeter.

Soon after I’d moved into my place last June, his guards’ activity roused me in the middle of night for the first time.

I figured out they were looking for an intruder.

I realized that anybody who wanted to kidnap my neighbor could bypass his gates and lamps by going through my house.

A bad guy might come over my wall.

Kill the dog and me.

Dynamite through the neighbor’s airlock and take him.

Shaking and filled with dread, I’d stayed in bed.

I was a little kid again, certain that the boogeyman was under the bed or in the closet or coming through the window.

All I could do was shut my eyes and hope he didn’t see me.

In June, I was scared.

In September, after the midnight accident in my car, I was terrified.

I was lucky that the two national police black-and-whites were first to show up when I damaged my VW Rabbit’s front end.

Alone in the spooky neighborhood that Vince had ordered us to avoid, I might not have survived the night.

I was lucky that the cops drove me home and idled in front of my house until I was indoors.

If they’d decided to take me elsewhere, I couldn’t have stopped them.

Two years ago, Salvadoran national guardsmen had abducted, sexually assaulted, and executed four American churchwomen.

I couldn’t tell a National Guard uniform from the one worn by the National Police. The same government minister controlled both.

My screwup left me unbearably frightened.

I shut down.

My car was in the shop for two weeks. When I wasn’t working, I stayed home.

For ten of those fourteen days, I was numb. I’d tried to stifle my fears. My internal mute button refused to discriminate. It blocked all sensation.

 I felt like I was living in a black and white movie. Food had no flavor. Nothing smelled good. I couldn’t tell a caress from a slap.

Fear was relatively new to me.

Growing up with an agoraphobic mom in small town Oregon, I’d had an overprotected childhood.

When I was eighteen
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