
Wake Trilogy – by Lisa McMann (Wake, Fade, Gone) 

 Fantasy. Follows High School loner, Janie dealing with issues of poverty, having a single mother, 

and being a dream catcher (involuntarily pulled into other people’s dreams). 

 

Content 

 Themes 

Poverty, Social Cliques, Drugs, Loneliness/Depression, Love, Lost Identity, Alcohol Abuse, 

Negative Authority Figures. 

 Settings 

  Average High School, Michigan. Semi-surburban. Dream Realm. 

 Events 

   

Characters 

Janie Hannagan: Female Protagonist. 17. Ability to go into other people’s dreams 
and affect the outcome. Must learn to control this ability/ keep it from running her life. 
(Anti-hero? Unwilling hero? Underdog) 

Cabel Strumheller: troubled past, childhood abuse. romantic feelings towards Janie. 
Does not play a major role until late in the story. Eventually fiinds out Janie’s ability. He 
has a covert identity and helps police with drug busting. Dreams of abusive father. 
(tragic/rising hero) 

Carrie Brandt: Janie’s best friend, also Melinda’s best friend (rich v. poor). Recurring 
nightmares of her younger brother who drowned. Involved in drugs. 

Miss Stubin: elderly woman lives in nursing home where Janie works. Also a “dream 
catcher” aid in helping Janie understand. (Fallen Mentor, Shaman) 

Captain Fran Komiski: is in charge of the drug busting operation. Butch. Becomes a 
sort of mother figure to Cable and Janie. 

Janie’s Mother: Single. Unemployed. Alcoholic. Generally unresponsive parent. 
Dreams of “Jesus Hippy” and a welfare line with Janie as a baby. 

 

Organization/Style 

Set up somewhat like a journal. Generally short events denoted by date then further separated 

by exact time. 

Language – Short sentences, builds tension. Present tense, immediate action. Simple relatable 

language. Mild profanity. 

 

  

 



Sixth Grader Reading Research 

 

Boys 

 Most dislike reading due to length or lack of interest 

 Many interested in action related professions 

 

Girls 

 Seem somewhat more literate than the boys. 

 More enjoy reading. 

 

 

Particular responses from both boys and girls seem very gender oriented. Boys chose 

professions such as professional athletes, mechanics, or police offices while the 

girls showed interests in occupations such as teaching and nursing. The hobbies are 

also divided in this fashion: girls like cheerleading and boys like motorcross. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



GHOSTING 

MK DAVIS 

CHAPTER ONE: NIGHTMARE 

 

“Time to take your vitals, honey.” 

It’s 8:04 am. 

Margie enters Sophie’s room with the announcement, carrying an arm cuff and 

stethoscope. Sophie just stares at the ceiling as Marg rolls up the sleeve of her 

left arm. Well at least she’s not Sara, Sophie thinks to herself. Though, she still 

intentionally slows her breathing to control her heart rate. Just to give them a 

little hell. Not that it it’s easy after the last night. 

“Stop that, Soph.” Margie knows about her tricks, but is more tolerant than 

the other aides. She ruffs Sophie’s dark hair before readjusting the arm cuff to 

start the process over. In the mirror across the room, Sophie notices her natural 

ginger really starting to grow in. They can’t have any kind of chemical anything in 

here. 

After Margie marks down her stats, she turns back to Sophie. Sit on the edge 

of her bed. “More nightmares?” She places the back of her delicate hands against 

Sophie’s sweaty forehead. She could be down-right motherly sometimes. 

Sophie nods once. Closes her eyes. 

Comment [M1]: I chose a female character 
based off the genre of YA Urban Fantasy and the 
particular series I looked at Wake. Most of these 
characters feel as though they are separated from 
mainstream society mostly by unpopularity or other 
similar reasons. Here, Sophie is not only 
emotionally, but also physically separated due to 
being institutionalized.  



“We’ll have to see about upping your medications, I suppose.” Then she goes 

and says things like that. Sophie jerks away and deliberately stares out the window 

across the room. They aren’t dreams, she thinks. She knows it’s real. 

Marge removes her hand – maybe a little hurt – and leaves the room without another 

word. 

 

11:36 a.m. rolls around as Brogan finally sings her name to the visitors’ log 

and heads to the elevator. Inside, the number three lights up as she presses it on 

the panel - the psych unit. The silver box stops at the second level and the doors 

open to reveal a young nurse in pink scrubs with a blonde ponytail and unnecessary 

smile. Oh hell, Brogan suppresses rolling her eyes. The girl babbles far too much 

about newborns and formula between the two floors. Brogan waves and steps off quickly 

when the doors open again.  I really hate maternity nurses. 

This floor always smells of antiseptic and vanilla. It’s a weird combination 

and Brogan has to crinkle her nose to adjust. The bald guy behind the front desk 

looks up as she approaches the counter.  “You sign in downstairs?” He asks with a 

nod. 

Now she intentionally rolls her eyes, maybe with a little exaggeration. 

“Yeah.” 

Comment [M2]: This is to show a distrust or 
even what could be considered anger towards 
adults. This is a common theme with teen agers. 
They often feel adults belittle their opinions and 
treat them much younger than they are. 
 
This can be seen in Wake as Janie does not have any 
positive adults in her life: a dependent mother, a 
missing father, teachers that take advantage of 
students… etc. 

Comment [M3]: Multiple perspectives on a the 
same scenario. Will eventually lead to readers 
having to make decisions about what is real for 
themselves. 
 
This technique of perspectives is often used in 
urban fantasy novels, were readers are not always 
seeing things from the same point of view. 



“Anything I need to check you for?” He’s trying to be more professional 

than friendly. 

“I think I got this figured out by now, Joe…” Brogan’s head cocks to the 

left in exasperation. You’s think they’d be done with the formalities after all 

this time. 

“Alright, Bro. Go on then.” He nods down the hall. 

Brogan smiles and turns down towards the resident rooms. Finally. 

She stops at room 312, leans in the doorway. He sister hasn’t noticed her 

yet. “Hey, sis,” she says while throwing he paper bag she’s been carrying towards 

the bed. 

Sophie turns just in time to see the bag flying before it lands on the white 

blanket covering her lap. She picks open the corners slowly. “Smells good.”  She 

peers in and her eyes light up. He hand dives in and pulls out a plastic container of 

blueberries with raspberry syrup. “From Adam?” She asks absently while popping he 

top, releasing the delicious steam. 

“Yep.” Brogan moves to sit on the foot of the bed. “I never could survive 

on the crap they serve here. So I figured I’d treat you to some real people food.” 

She watches her little sister close her eyes and smile around the first bite, “Extra 

blueberries too.” 



Sophie’s eyes turn to crescents as she savors the fresh breakfast. Brogan 

stays where she is, watching her baby sister enjoy every bit. Sometimes she forgets 

how being locked away can suck every bit of happy out of you; make you really 

appreciate little things you thought you’d always have. But freedom is a luxury 

here. A luxury both girls have learned to do without. 

Brogan can’t help but smile as Sophie demolishes the four stack pancakes and 

begins to lick the extra syrup off the transparent lid. She looks like a kitten 

licking a window. Brogan’s smile doesn’t last long though. 

It had only been three days since she had last visited Sophie, but maybe there 

was something new. Some piece of information that could help their search. “So any, 

ah… visitors lately, Soph?” 

Sophie’s eyes flit towards her sister before going back chasing the last bits 

of soggy crumbs with her index finger. “Don’t you mean dreams, Sis?” Her reply is 

swimming in sarcasm. “After all, he’s not real. Remember?” 

Brogan walks to the door and leans against the frame. She looks up and down 

the hall to make sure it’s clear of staff before she speaks. “Well I was wondering 

if Jackson had given you any kind of new info…” 

 

Jackson Miller was the reason Sophie had ended up in this place to begin with. 

Sophie had met him in a bar a few towns over. She had taken Brogan’s ID to get in. 

Comment [M4]:  Kids generally start to 
understand about sacrifice and how to deal with it 
as teenagers. Little kids either get things or they 
don’t. Teens need to start to make those decisions 
themselves. 
 
Again this can be seen in Wake. Janie is forced to 
give up a lot of the luxuries of a normal teenage life 
to take care of her mother and deal with her 
powers. 

Comment [M5]: Introduction (though not 
detailed explanation) of “fantasy” element. This 
genre often has a main character that has some sort 
of supernatural ability. In this novel Sophie will be 
the target of the power as Jackson is the one with 
the “ghosting” abilities. 



She considered it lucky to be able to pass for a sister five years older than 

herself. Soph was tired of pretending she cared about the boys at her high school 

just to get buzzed off a few beers. Besides, Brogan wouldn’t notice her license 

missing at least until morning. 

She first noticed Jackson playing pool on the other side of the room. Tried 

not to pay him too much attention. She slid the ID across the bar and ordered a beer 

when the bartender approached her. The big guy gave the card a quick once over, not 

even really looking at it. He most likely wouldn’t have even asked if she didn’t 

already have it out. 

Jackson approached the bar with two empty bottles, waved them at the bartender 

for another round as he slid in next to Sophie. He glanced over her shoulder as she 

was pocketing her stolen driver’s license. 

“Brogan Lark? Cute name.”He puts a twenty down when the three beers arrive. 

“I got her.” 

“Thanks. So you are...?” Sophie smiled, not expecting the free drink. 

“Jackson. You play?” He asked nodding to the table where another guy was re-

racking. Sophie shakes her head, even though she’s not too bad with pool. “Well 

come watch. Maybe you’ll learn something.” 

She sat at a table near the game. Oddly, she found Jackson very easy to talk 

to. Though, if you were to ask her now she wouldn’t quite remember what they talked 

about that first night. Eventually after the other player left, Jackson convinced her 

Comment [M6]: Everybody loves a rebel in the 
Heroine character since females are often 
stereotyped as weak. 
 
Also in the student research, most wanted to grow 
up to have daring careers such are pro athletes, 
police, firemen. A sense of adventure seems to 
appeal to most kids. 



to take a few lessons from him. She decided to play along. She enjoyed his company 

too much to just walk away. 

While showing her how to line up a shot into the corner left pocket, he leaned 

over her, asked “So Brogan, what’s your real name dear?” Sophie stiffened, missing 

the shot. “Sister’s I’m assuming. Only you’re eyes are really different. Don’t 

worry.” He added, while taking his next shot. 

She relaxed a little, even smiled at him again. “Sophie.” 

“Hmm, still a cute name. Suits you better I think.” He handed her the cue 

stick again. “And you can stop acting like you don’t know how to play, as well.” 

After that, Jackson and Sophie were mostly inseparable for months. Her 

favorite was letting him drive all night, getting them lost on the back roads of 

Ithaca. There was something about him behind the wheel of the ’67 Impala. Or maybe 

it was that she felt perfectly at home in the middle of nowhere with only the stars 

above them.It gave her the feeling that she was allowed to be happy again.  

Until he disappeared. 

No one had heard from him for over two months, as though he had skipped town 

and vanished into the  night air. Trying not to show it, Sophie started slipping into 

the dark. She had lost all contact with the one person she had started to trust 

again. Besides Brogan, of course. Brogan was the one thing that kept her treading 

water, kept her breathing. 

Comment [M7]: Not sure how well this scene 
will work. Although Sophie and Jackson are involved 
romantically, I would like to avoid creating any 
overly dramatic/lovey scenes. 

Comment [M8]: Jackson’s character will be 
mostly a mystery throughout the novel. Thus, why I 
tried to not reveal too much about his life or 
personality in this scene. 



Night was the worst, knowing she’d be alone. That is until two months after Jackson 

had left. That night Sophie had a visitor. Comment [M9]: One: I feel like this could wind 
up being really cheesy. Two: even though this is 
really short, I feel as though going into detail about 
Sophie’s “visions” is somewhat a separate story 
from the introduction and should begin another 
chapter. 


