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By the author
 
Magical Realm Series
 
Jared and Jordan An Unexpected Adventure
 
 

Dedication
 
To the friends that I have made in my life, thank you for being there when I needed you the most. Thank you for the laughs and the tears, and most of all, the understanding. 
No one person is meant to journey through life alone.
 
 

Chapter 1
Mr Wobblegoggles;
 
"Mom, can owls speak?” Michayla asked her mother while sitting at the breakfast table, her blonde hair whispering around her large brown eyes.
“Of course they do, you have heard them hooting at night, sometimes they make other sounds too, like whistling,” mom answered while sipping her tea.
“No mom, I mean talking words like we do, real words, like English!” she said as she stopped eating her oats and shook her head from side to side like a real Miss Know-It-All.
Her mom looked at her for a few moments,  trying to fathom what her nine-year-old daughter was thinking.
“No, Michayla, as far as I know, an owl cannot speak English, and I don’t think they can be taught like some other birds. Why do you ask, do you want an owl?”
Michayla sat back in her chair, took her unicorn stuffed toy off the table and started brushing its hair with her hand. 
Without looking up, she continued, “No Mom, Mr Wobblegoggles speaks as we do. He asked me to help him find Thunder and Lightning, they have gone missing, and he is very worried.”
“Mr Wobblegoggles?” Mom asked with a confused look on her face, ‘and who is he? And for that matter, who is Thunder and Lightning?”
“He is an owl, a big one, and he visited me again last night inside my room. Just like yesterday and the other day, but he didn’t speak the other day, only yesterday and last night. Thunder and Lightning are the last two unicorns left in the magic place called something like Liechnastun,” Michayla answered confidently looking up at her mom.
Michayla’s mom took a few moments to reply as she dissected every word her daughter had said, trying to decide whether she should be a little concerned or not.
“I think that you have been dreaming my baby,” she said calmly and sweetly as she continued asking, “and how big is this Mr Wobblegoggles?”
“Big mom, like this, from the table to here!” Michayla declared, standing quickly up on her chair and holding her fully stretched right hand six feet above the table.
“Wow! That’s pretty big for an owl, Michayla, I do not think an owl can get so big, and how would he be able to get into your room with the window bars on them?” Mom asked confidently.
“Easy Mom! Magic!” Michayla exclaimed as she jumped off her chair and made towards the double wooden doors that led onto the patio.
“Michayla!” Mom cried out, her voice rising.
Michayla stopped, dropped her hands to her side, her unicorn hanging on by its horn in her left hand, and without looking back, answered, “Yes, Mom.”
“You haven’t finished your breakfast,” she said firmly.
“Sorry, Mom.”
Michayla turned and made her way back to the table, keeping her head down to extract as much sympathy as a nine-year-old child could.
“Now, eat your breakfast and we will chat about this so-called Mr Wobblegoggles again later. We have a lot to do this Saturday and we need to get going.”
It was the typical Saturday morning routine of going into town for a few supplies that were needed around the house. Michayla was her usual inquisitive self, taking in as much information about the world around her and listening to every word her mother said, whether it was of interest or not. 
Getting back home to their small holding on the fringes of her town, she quickly changed and had a swim in the pool that lay just beyond the covered patio. Under the watchful eye of her mom, she made the most of the pleasantly cool water, splashing the dogs whenever they tried to get near her as, well as the lapwings that were plentiful in her area. She rested her head on her arms on the edge of the pool, allowing her legs and torso to float lazily behind her as her mind wandered. 
The plots and fields spread out in front of her, past her boundary fence, across the neighbour’s lands until they reached the mountains in the distance. Mr Wobblegoggles appeared in her thoughts once again. She saw him standing on her dresser in her room, large and elegant with his white feathered belly and brown grey wings and outer coat, peering down at her with his large hazel eyes that were protected by his black goggle-like spectacles. Her mother was probably going to tell her once again that she had been dreaming but she knew better, Mr Wobblegoggles was real, and she was going to help him find Thunder and Lightning.
Suppertime came and went without another word spoken about her night visitor. But, Michayla did notice her mother walking and surveying the outside of the house as well as the inside of her bedroom just before sunset. She didn’t say a word, but Michayla understood that her mom was just a tad worried about Mr Wobblegoggles.
“Sleep well my baby,” Mom said as she tucked Michayla in and kissed her goodnight on her forehead, “are you sure you don’t want to change into your pyjamas?”
“Yes, mommy, I am sure. You sleep well too mommy,” she said turning over and closing her eyes trying to prevent any more questions from her mother.
She could hear her mother walking towards the door, then stopping just before she got there.
“Pleasant dreams my baby, you can tell me more about Mr Wobblegoggles in the morning.
“Ok mommy,” she answered softly as she drew her unicorn close to her chest.
“Dad will be back tomorrow, and you can tell him all about Mr Wobblegoggles as well.” 
With that, she left the room without closing the door completely by leaving a tiny gap, like she always did.
Michayla’s body was tired, but her mind was wide awake. 
She lay there for a few minutes with her eyes closed, trying to fall asleep, for if Mr Wobblegoggles was going to visit, it would probably be just after midnight, at exactly four minutes past twelve, for it was the same time he had visited her on the last two nights. She had noticed this because where he would stand, there was clock on the wall alongside his head. 
Michayla knew how to tell the time for over a year now, she had insisted on learning it from her mother, and now she used it to remind her parents of all kinds of instances relating to it, especially if her mother was talking nonsense to her friends, and she wanted to get home.
She tossed and turned, continuously looking up at the wall clock that never seemed to move. Her room was never completely dark, she enjoyed that her curtains allowed light from the outside to filter through, especially when there was a full moon, like it was this night. She wasn’t afraid of the dark in the least, a trait that she acquired from her parents and from being brought up in the farmlands. Life could be quite difficult in the rural areas.
Finally, after forty minutes she fell asleep in one of her strange sleeping positions, upside down with one leg and one arm off the bed and no blanket. She didn’t even notice her mother at eleven o’clock repositioning her back to a more comfortable sleeping posture.
“Michayla……Michayla…….Michayla!”
Michayla’s eyes sprang open. She recognised that voice and it was certainly no voice of a human!
She sat up abruptly in her bed, causing her unicorn to fly off the side onto the floor.
“Mr Wobblegoggles!” she exclaimed softly, trying desperately not to wake her mother as she rubbed her eyes.
Mr Wobblegoggles could be seen clearly on the dresser in the moonlit room.
“Hullo, my dear? Are you well?” He asked as he peered down at her with his large friendly eyes behind his goggles.
“Yes, Mr Wobblegoggles, I’ve been waiting for you the whole night,” she cried excitedly as she noticed the time; four minutes past twelve.
“I am never late my dear, you need to remember that always,” he said, leaning forward towards her and then completely falling off the dresser face first onto the floor with a thud.
“Mr Wobblegoggles!” Michayla cried out as she jumped out of the bed and helped him to get upright. He was surprisingly heavy and if it wasn’t for him using his wings to help her, she would not have been able to assist.
“Are you ok?” she asked, looking up at him,  for he was still at least a foot taller than her.
“Yes…..yes, I am fine my de….”
Footsteps could be heard approaching the room.
Michayla froze where she stood as the door opened swiftly, the light from the passage illuminating the room completely.
“Michayla! What….are you ok? What are you doing, why did you shout?”
“I was helping Mr Wobblegoggles off the floor
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