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Von Theresa Weir : Some Kind of Magic (English Edition)  before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it 
would be worth my time, and all praised Some Kind of Magic (English Edition): 

KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen1 von 1 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Pure 
Mate!Von Ein KundeOn Claire's thirtieth birthday she blows out the candles on her cake and wishes for some 
excitement in her life. Even though she did not manage to blow out all the candles, her wish came true. She was 
carjacked at gunpoint!The tables turn and Dylan becomes the captive. Snowed in at Claire's mountain cabin with no 
phone. The longer the two are together, they see that there is more to each other than meets the eye. "Mothball Lady" 
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is an excellent painter. "Escaped Fugitive" is nothing of the sort.Claire is in love with Dylan, but thinks he does not 
REALLY return the feelings. Claire had been using a birthday present from a friend. A voo-doo doll. If only he could 
love her for herself, she would hide him from the law forever!This one will give you the "warm fuzzies" at the end. I 
laughed out loud at parts and sighed in envy at others. The perfect read for cold and lonely nights.***1 von 1 Kunden 
fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Theresa Weir touches on the insecurities in many of usVon Ein KundeMaybe 
other people in the world never spend hours doubting themselves, or destroying relationships because they can't quite 
say what they really mean. Or maybe they're just afraid to admit it. As so many times in the past, Theresa Weir has 
tapped into primal fears and expressed them with love and humor. Both Dylan and Claire are on the run from life and 
themselves; it's definitely an expression of "Some Kind of Magic" that they find each other. Readers who want perfect 
heroines and poster quality heroes won't enjoy this book. For the rest of us, it's a cozy read by the winter fire to warm 
you up from the inside out. It's also an expression of hope for all of us who hope one day to stumble into happily ever 
after. You have to take the risk of that first step1 von 1 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Some Kind 
of Magic!!Von Ein KundeThis a magical book, full of warm hearted humor and just a little bit of a mystery to keep the 
book interesting. One of the best part is the relationship between the two men who survived the plane crash. Who is 
who? Ms. Weir does not let that secret out but throws hints about Dylan that could go either way. The ending is 
unusual as to what happens to Daniel French and Trevor Davis. I truly enjoyed every minure of reading this book.

KurzbeschreibungCAN A VOODOO DOLL MAKE A KIDNAPPER FALL IN LOVE?MAYBE. IF YOU STICK A 
PIN IN THE HEART AND A PIN IN THE CROTCH.*****Not much is duller than winter in sleepy Fallon, Idaho. 
So on her thirtieth birthday, Claire Maxfield wishes for the one thingwell, one of the thingsmissing from her life: some 
excitement. Besides that voodoo doll from her best friend, she has no idea what shes about to get.That very night a 
mysterious injured man named Dylan carjacks Claire at gunpoint, ordering her to hide him. But once inside her 
secluded cabin, something strange occurs. Claires powerfully attractive captor somehow becomes the captiveand 
Claire winds up taking care of him!Just how did it happen, she wonders. Maybe that voodoo doll, now sporting one of 
Dylans hairs, had something to do with it. Or maybe it was a different kind of magic, a spell that is mystifying, 
unbreakable, and absolutely irresistible.*********FROM THE BOOK: He swung around, his gaze a little blurry. 
Listen, he said, his voice loud, angry, a calming contrast to the ache in his chest. It didn't matter. None of it mattered. 
Hadn't he already lived a thousand lifetimes? And weren't a thousand lifetimes too much for one person? Why don't 
you just forget you ever met me? Why don't you just pretend I dont exist?She bit her lip, and for the briefest of 
seconds, he thought she was going to cry, but it had to be a trick of the light. But you do exist, she said, putting a 
nervous hand to her chest, pulling at one of the buttons there.No, that's where she was wrong. He didn't exist. He 
hadn't existed for years and years and years. He'd just been a shadow, moving through the days, taking up time and 
space, wasting oxygen. Except for the brief days when Claire, his sweet, sweet Claire, had breathed life into him. It 
suddenly occurred to him that he was like a locust that remains underground in a suspended state for twenty years only 
to emerge for a few brief days. Bye, Claire. It's been He was about to say fun, but that didn't quite convey the triteness 
he was after. Interesting. It's been interesting.That finally got to her.Okay, go! Just go.She pointed toward the door, 
toward something out there in the distance, some other state, some other country. Ill forget about you in a second. In 
half a second. You were just a guy who kidnapped me.'"He was sorry about that.Who held me at gunpoint.'"Sorry 
about that, too..deJust dumped by her lover, artist Claire Maxfield isn't really looking forward to her 30th birthday. 
After sharing a "celebratory" drink with a friend, Claire makes her way through the cold Fallon, Idaho, night and 
climbs into her jeep just in time to be carjacked by a mysterious man named Dylan who insists that Claire take him to 
her house--the perfect end to a perfect day! But in a strange twist of fate, Claire becomes the captor instead of the 
captive, and the handsome, injured Dylan ends up handcuffed to her iron bedstead. By the time Dylan's injuries heal, 
Claire's fallen in love with him. Unfortunately, she's convinced that he's an escaped convict, injured in a plane crash 
that killed the pilot. Is Dylan what he seems? And if he is, what future can a struggling artist like Claire hope for with 
a man on the run from the law? Sometimes hilarious, often tender, and always engaging, Some Kind of Magic is a 
great way to spend a few reading hours. Theresa Weir has written a winner in this well-plotted story of modern-day 
lovers who find and keep each other despite overwhelming odds. --Lois Faye DyerKurzbeschreibungCAN A 
VOODOO DOLL MAKE A KIDNAPPER FALL IN LOVE?MAYBE. IF YOU STICK A PIN IN THE HEART AND 
A PIN IN THE CROTCH.*****Not much is duller than winter in sleepy Fallon, Idaho. So on her thirtieth birthday, 
Claire Maxfield wishes for the one thingwell, one of the thingsmissing from her life: some excitement. Besides that 
voodoo doll from her best friend, she has no idea what shes about to get.That very night a mysterious injured man 
named Dylan carjacks Claire at gunpoint, ordering her to hide him. But once inside her secluded cabin, something 
strange occurs. Claires powerfully attractive captor somehow becomes the captiveand Claire winds up taking care of 
him!Just how did it happen, she wonders. Maybe that voodoo doll, now sporting one of Dylans hairs, had something to 
do with it. Or maybe it was a different kind of magic, a spell that is mystifying, unbreakable, and absolutely 



irresistible.*********FROM THE BOOK: He swung around, his gaze a little blurry. Listen, he said, his voice loud, 
angry, a calming contrast to the ache in his chest. It didn't matter. None of it mattered. Hadn't he already lived a 
thousand lifetimes? And weren't a thousand lifetimes too much for one person? Why don't you just forget you ever met 
me? Why don't you just pretend I dont exist?She bit her lip, and for the briefest of seconds, he thought she was going 
to cry, but it had to be a trick of the light. But you do exist, she said, putting a nervous hand to her chest, pulling at one 
of the buttons there.No, that's where she was wrong. He didn't exist. He hadn't existed for years and years and years. 
He'd just been a shadow, moving through the days, taking up time and space, wasting oxygen. Except for the brief 
days when Claire, his sweet, sweet Claire, had breathed life into him. It suddenly occurred to him that he was like a 
locust that remains underground in a suspended state for twenty years only to emerge for a few brief days. Bye, Claire. 
It's been He was about to say fun, but that didn't quite convey the triteness he was after. Interesting. It's been 
interesting.That finally got to her.Okay, go! Just go.She pointed toward the door, toward something out there in the 
distance, some other state, some other country. Ill forget about you in a second. In half a second. You were just a guy 
who kidnapped me.'"He was sorry about that.Who held me at gunpoint.'"Sorry about that, too. 


