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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurCapture the fantasy, thrills, and far-flung adventure of the first three novels in Terry 
Brookss enchanting Magic Kingdom of Landover seriesnow for the first time in one gripping 

volume.Chicago lawyer Ben Holiday cant fathom what lies ahead when he purchases Landovera magical 
kingdom of chivalry and sorceryfrom Meeks, the mysterious seller who placed the ad. Weary and jaded, Ben 
clings to the ads promise: Escape into your dreams. But Landover is not the enchanted idyll he expected.The 
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kingdom is in ruin. The barons refuse to recognize Ben as King, a dragon is decimating the countryside, and 
a demon lord has challenged any prospective ruler to a fatal duel. To make matters worse, the Paladin, 

renowned champion of the Kings of Landover, seems to be merely a legend.Bens only allies are a bumbling 
court magician, a talking dog turned court scribe, and the beautiful Willow, who is part girl, part tree. With 
his friends in tow, Ben sets out to claim the throne. But when Meeks decides he wants Landover back, Ben 
will face supernatural foes of every stripe to prove himself worthy of the kingship. The question is: Can he 

survive?From the Trade Paperback edition.ExtraitBenThe catalogue was from Rosens, Ltd. It was the 
department stores annualChristmas Wishbook.It was addressed to Annie.Ben Holiday stood frozen before 
the open cubicle of his mailbox, eyes slippingacross the gaily decorated cover of the catalogue to the white 

addresslabel and the name of his dead wife. The lobby of the Chicago high rise seemedoddly still in the 
graying dusk of the late afternoon rush hour, empty of everyonebut the security guard and himself. Outside, 
past the line of floor- toceilingwindows that fronted the building entry, the autumn wind blew inchill gusts 
down the canyon of Michigan Avenue and whispered of winterscoming.He ran his thumb over the smooth 

surface of the Wishbook. Annie hadloved to shop, even when the shopping had only been through the mail- 
ordercatalogues. Rosens had been one of her favorite stores.Sudden tears filled his eyes. He hadnt gotten 
over losing her, even aftertwo years. Sometimes it seemed to him that losing her was nothing more thana 
trick of his imaginationthat when he came home she would still be therewaiting for him.He took a deep 
breath, fighting back against the emotions that werearoused in him simply by seeing her name on that 

catalogue cover. It was sillyto feel like this. Nothing could bring her back to him. Nothing could changewhat 
had happened.His eyes lifted to stare into the dark square of the now- empty mailbox. Heremembered what it 
had been like when he had first learned that she had beenkilled. He had just returned from court, a pre- trial 

on the Microlab case withold Wilson Frink and his sons. Ben was in his office, thinking of ways to 
persuadehis opposition, a lawyer named Bates, that his latest offer of settlementwould serve everyones best 
interests, when the call had come in. Annie hadbeen in an accident on the Kennedy. She was at St. Judes in 

critical condition.Could he come right over . . . ?He shook his head. He could still hear the voice of the 
doctor telling himwhat had happened. The voice had sounded so calm and rational. He hadknown at once 

that Annie was dying. He had known instantly. By the time hehad gotten to the hospital, she was dead. The 
baby was dead, too. Annie hadbeen only three months pregnant.Mr. Holiday?He looked about sharply, 

startled by the voice. George, the securityguard, was looking over at him from behind the lobby 
desk.Everything all right, sir?He nodded and forced a quick smile. Yesjust thinking about something.He 

closed the mailbox door, shoved everything he had taken from it savethe catalogue into one coat pocket and, 
still gripping the Wishbook in bothhands, moved to the ground- floor elevators. He didnt care for being 

caughtoff balance like that. Maybe it was the lawyer in him.Cold day out there, George offered, glancing out 
into the gray. Going tobe a tough winter. Lot of snow, they say. Like it was a couple of years ago.Looks that 
way. Ben barely heard him as he glanced down again at thecatalogue. Annie always enjoyed the Christmas 

Wishbook. She used to readhim promos from some of its more bizarre items. She used to make up 
storiesabout the kind of people who might purchase such things.He pushed the elevator call button and the 

doors opened immediately.Have a nice evening, sir, George called after him.He rode the elevator to his 
penthouse suite, shucked off his topcoat, andwalked into the front room, still clutching the catalogue. 
Shadows draped thefurnishings and dappled the carpeting and walls, but he left the lights off andstood 

motionless before the bank of windows that looked out over the sunroofand the buildings of the city beyond. 
Lights glimmered through theevening gray, distant and solitary, each a source of life separate and apart 
fromthe thousands of others.We are so much of the time alone, he thought. Wasnt it strange?He looked 

down again at the catalogue. Why do you suppose they had sentit to Annie? Why were companies always 
sending mailers and flyers and freesamples and God- knew- what- all to people long after they were dead 

andburied? It was an intrusion on their privacy. It was an affront. Didnt thesecompanies update their mailing 
lists? Or was it simply that they refused everto give up on a customer?He checked his anger and, instead, 

smiled, bitter, ironic. Maybe he shouldphone it all in to Andy Rooney. Let him write about it.He turned on 
the lights then and walked over to the wall bar to make himself a scotch, Glenlivet on the rocks with a splash 
of water; he measured it outand sipped at it experimentally. There was a bar meeting in a little less thantwo 
hours, and he had promised Miles that he would make this one. MilesBennett was not only his partner, but 
he was probably his only real friendsince Annies death. All of the others had drifted away somehow, lost in 
theshufflings and rearrangings of lifes social order. Couples and singles made apoor mix, and most of their 

friends had been couples. He hadnt done muchto foster continuing friendships in any case, spending most of 



his time involvedwith his work and with his private, inviolate grief. He was not suchgood company 
anymore, and only Miles had had the patience and the perseveranceto stay with him.He drank some more of 
the scotch and wandered back again to the openwindows. The lights of the city winked back at him. Being 

alone wasnt so bad,he reasoned. That was just the way of things. He frowned. Well, that was hisway, in any 
case. It was his choice to be alone. He could have found companionshipagain from any one of a number of 

sources; he could have reintegratedhimself into almost any of the citys myriad social circles. He had the 
necessaryattributes. He was young still and successful; he was even wealthy, ifmoney counted for 

anythingand in this world it almost always did. No, hedidnt have to be alone.And yet he did, because the 
problemwas that he really didnt belong anyway.He thought about that for a momentforced himself to think 

about it. Itwasnt simply his choosing to be alone that kept him that way; it was almost acondition of his 
existence. The feeling that he was an outsider had always beenthere. Becoming a lawyer had helped him deal 

with that feeling, giving him aplace in life, giving him a ground upon which he might firmly stand. But 
thesense of not belonging had persisted, however diminished its intensityanagging certainty. Losing Annie 

had simply given it new life, emphasizing thetransiency of any ties that bound him to whom and what he had 
let himself become.He often wondered if others felt as he did. He supposed they must; hesupposed that to 

some extent everyone felt something of the same displacement.But not as strongly as he, he suspected. 
Never that strongly.He knew Miles understood something of itor at least something ofBens sense of it. Miles 

didnt feel about it as Ben did, of course. Miles was thequintessential people person, always at home with 
others, always comfortablewith his surroundings. He wanted Ben to be that way; he wanted to bring himout 

of that self- imposed shell and back into the mainstream of life. He viewedhis friend as some sort of 
challenge in that regard. That was why Miles was sopersistent about these damn bar meetings. That was why 

he kept after Ben toforget about Annie and get on with his life.He finished the scotch and made himself 
another. He was drinking a lotlately, he knewmaybe more than was good for him. He glanced down at 

hiswatch. Forty- five minutes had gone by. Another forty- five and Miles would bethere, his chaperone for 
the evening. He shook his head distastefully. Milesdidnt understand nearly as much as he thought he did 

about some things.Carrying his drink, he walked back across the room to the windows,stared out a moment, 
and turned away, closing the drapes against the night.He moved back to the couch, debating on whether to 
check the answerphone,and saw the catalogue again. He must have put it down without realizingit. It was 

lying with the other mail on the coffee table in front of thesectional sofa, its glossy cover reflecting sharply 
in the lamplight.Rosens, Ltd.Christmas Wishbook.He sat down slowly in front of it and picked it up. A 

Christmas catalogueof wishes and dreamshe had seen the kind before. An annual release from adepartment 
store that ostensibly offered something for everyone, this particularcatalogue was for the select few onlythe 
wealthy few.Annie had always liked it, though.Slowly, he began to page through it. The offerings jumped 

out at him, acollection of gifts for the hard- to- please, an assortment of oddities that wereessentially one- of- 
a- kind and could be found nowhere but in the Wishbook.Dinner for two in the private California home of a 
famous movie star, transportationincluded. A ten- day cruise for sixty on a yacht, fully crewed andcatered to 

order. A week on a privately owned Caribbean island, including theuse of wine cellar and fully stocked 
larder. A bottle of one...Prsentation de l'diteurCapture the fantasy, thrills, and far-flung adventure of the first 

three novels in Terry Brookss enchanting Magic Kingdom of Landover seriesnow for the first time in one 
gripping volume.Chicago lawyer Ben Holiday cant fathom what lies ahead when he purchases Landovera 
magical kingdom of chivalry and sorceryfrom Meeks, the mysterious seller who placed the ad. Weary and 
jaded, Ben clings to the ads promise: Escape into your dreams. But Landover is not the enchanted idyll he 
expected.The kingdom is in ruin. The barons refuse to recognize Ben as King, a dragon is decimating the 

countryside, and a demon lord has challenged any prospective ruler to a fatal duel. To make matters worse, 
the Paladin, renowned champion of the Kings of Landover, seems to be merely a legend.Bens only allies are 
a bumbling court magician, a talking dog turned court scribe, and the beautiful Willow, who is part girl, part 
tree. With his friends in tow, Ben sets out to claim the throne. But when Meeks decides he wants Landover 
back, Ben will face supernatural foes of every stripe to prove himself worthy of the kingship. The question 

is: Can he survive?From the Trade Paperback edition. 


